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-.-4 tradition with a special 
meaning for the storm-tossed, 
sea-weary men of the CUTTY SARK. 
And today, by tradition, 

more Americans welcome 

the Christmas Season with 

Cutty Sark than with 

any other Scotch. 

Make it a Cutty Christmas. 

You'll be in the best of company. 


Give No.1 
Givethe best 
Give Cutty 


TheMarkofaMan. 


илат S rms 


You'll never have to dodge the draft 
again in our polyester pile Polo Coat. 
When it comes to looks and warmth, it 
rates a 1-A classification. Six-button 
front. Gold satin lining. March right 
out and get one. $45. For retailers, 
write h.i.s, 16E. 34 St., N.Y. 10016. 
Available in Canada. In boys' sizes, too. 


Anti-establishment 
Polo Coat by 


his. 


F ANYONE HAPPENS 10 see our December 
cover girl. Jorja Beck. kissing Santa € 
beneath the mistletoe. it should come as no great sur] 
She's just conveying our gratitude for the timely treasures he 
left with us during his Christmas drop-in. High on our hetion 
fi list is Love, Dad. an unpublished chapter Irom Joseph 
Heller's antiwar black-bumor classic, Cateh-22. This amic 
episode dironicles the correspon dence of a snobbish, Easter 
establishment old gent with his profligate scion, Edward 
Nanely, serving in Jly with the Army Air Corps during 
World War Two. As Mike Nichols puts the finishing touches 
on his film version of 1chi-22, Helle 
second novel, Something Happened. 
Despite the brilliance of Cateh-22, poetmythologist-classicist 
Robert С would that Heller. or, indeed, any artist, 
is less likely to саги the appellation genius today. tha 
would have in the golden age of Pericles. In Genins, Gra 
ments the [act that our science- and 
logicdominated culture has little con- 
«em for the abstract. nonlinear. multi- 
dimensional qualities that passed for 
true genius among the ancient Greeks. 
He ctes the rigidity of contemporary 
education as a stifling influence 
the prospective geniuses of our 
already had 30 books pul» 
lished, Graves is in. Majorca. compos- 
а new collection al poems. 


PLAYBILL 


busy writing his 


HELLER 


ion of formal education 
is one of the central tenets of the 
psychedelic revolution, perhaps. best. 
d by Timothy Leary’s 
1 psychologist 
to beatific high priest of the drug 
underground (and ohen overground) 
In Episode and Postscript, Leary re- 
alls his arrest in 1965 lor possession 
of © quantity of mariji 


T 
nnd 
1 harassment to which he and his 
ly were subjected until the Si+ 
preme Court reversed his conviction. 
In describing his own experiences, 
Leary defines what he considers то be 
the germinal conflict in our culture 
the opposition of purita 
tutions to the "hedon 
Pot abo figures prominently in our 
lead fiction, The Flashlight—a dis 
foring and realistic account. of 
Jolescent life in the Crescent Heights 
ч project by fugitive Blick 
nher leader Eldridge Cleaver. 
While tracing his heros sociopathic 
progression from petty thief 10 po 
head, Cleaver hints at the 
i пи 
have forced perhaps 
illions of underprivileged youtlis to 
reject conventional legalities for th 
coercive sovereignty of gang law. 
Fortunately, Congress may now be 
awakening то at least one of the gr 
realities of poverty—widespread mal 
ion. In Hunger in America, 
New York's Republican Senator, Ja 
wb Javits, compassionately details 
the conditions he discovered in Mis- 
sisippi while on a Congressional fact- 
finding tour. As a 
Select Gommitice on Nutrition and Hu 
man Needs, Javits speaks for leaders 


ROBINSON 


revolu 


housi 


member of the 


JAVITS 


of both parties who insist that the fa 
world provide at least minimum dieta 


Murder 
rated, processed, spr 
Пу colored products increasingly ОГ 
s. This a hı his 
0S PLAYBOY prize winner 
r of Does It Maiter?, 
jonship ло his material 
publication next month by Panthe 
the text for a collection of photog 
picting the erotic sculpt 
d he is complet 
dated ethics for the late 20th Gi 


in the 
Kitchen. a protest a ved. 


frozen and ar 


le wi 


December. 
as one ch 
of man's rela 


ivironment, due [or 
Watts recently finished 
мри by E sofon de- 
тез of the Konarak Temple in India: 
ig The Rules of the Game, a book on up- 
игу. The Alan Watts Jour 
nal, a monthly newsletter of his observations and opinions. 

will also be forthcoming. 

Otherworldly Tiny 

fondest musical memories ave chron 
iced this month in The Great Croon 
ery, takes time out from a schedule ol 
television and nightclub appearances 
th the help of data supplied 
a Walsh of Hobbies magazine) 
to conjure up the spirits of America's 
most popular. preawing n 
pays his respects to ge 
warblers as Rudy Vallee and Bing 
Crosby, plus the inimitable Henry 
Burr and Arthur Fields. Woody Allen 
—comedian, playwright, superstud and 
of Play H Agam, Sam and Take 
the Money and Run—adds a bît of 


Tim, whose 


singers. T 


such vint 


sta 


Wess to the issue with 
his astute critique of a [antasized all 
starcast production of Snow White. 

In The Harold Robbins Co. vet- 
cram journalist and John 
Skow takes a less fancilul look at 
Harold Robbins, whom one critic 
has wryly described as "modern. Tit 
Craurc's answer to Hans Christian 
Andersen." In such works as The 
Cavpethaggers amd The Adventurers, 


"thor 


Robbins established his penchant for 
semifactual fables of ahnost-real 
people in nearly credible but decid- 


ad Skow's 
somewhat 


edly sordid circumst: 
mates the 


noes: 


у that has placed 
Robbins’ books among literary his 
tory’s most profitable bes sellers 
Lending graphic support to Skow's 


pre exclusive pictorial look 
at some of the more revealing scer 
and at the actresses featured in Th 
Adventurers, filmed this year by P: 
amount. Rather than plow through 
Robbins’ fat and sexy tomes, readers 
who prefer to do it the 
porn passages of 
their own with So[r-Core Pornography 
Made Easy, а mix-and-mateh exercise 
designed to produce instant smut for 
h jade. According то Les 
lie A. Fiedler, this prefab geure is im- 
mune 10 critical Cross tlie 
Border, Close the Gap, Dy. Fiedle 
notes the passing of modernism in 


s 


selves mav 


fabricate 


pop culture and the comi 
whose emphasis on immed 


ng of an age of postmodernism, 
ic sensation—through film, tele- 
vision and recorded sound—places its artistic. products be- 
yond traditional forms of aesthetic analysis. Ficdler's latest 
books include Nude Croquet and The Art of the Essa 
and in January, Stein & Day will publish Being Busted— 
m autobiographical work that recounts the story of Ais 
recent attest for a marijuana violation. Fiedler prefers to 
describe the contents of the book as “certain aspects of my 
public life.” 

Surely оне of the most r 
of the past decade is the ever 
fessional football. Broadway Joe Namath—the flamboyant 
quarterback of the New York Jets—lets it all hang out 
this month iu an exclusive interview conducted by PLaywoy 
Associate Editor Lawrence Linderman. The much-maligned 
gridion and boudoir star ide range of subjects 
with unprecedented candor, 
his sterling perfor 
his legendary success with distill t 
and his somewhat tarnished entrepre- 


Kable cultural phenomena 
nereasing popularity of pro- 


SEARLE 


neurism. In Sugar and Clay. Sugar 
Ray Robinson reviews his person 
relationship with another maverick 


н the world of sport —Mul 


fusc m 
елуу 
himself 
lor po 
ever lived, has been dividi 
time between television. acting and 
writ utobiography. Sugar 
Ray, will be published in the spring 
by Vikin 

While Namath and Ali have re- 
styled some of our most dearly held, 
all: American athletic stereotypes, Wil- 
m Iversen has been chipping away 
at vuletide's omnipresent and. охе 
worked symbol of gilt giving—jolly 


le. Robinson 
called—pound 


GREENE 


old Saint Nicholas. His factual but 
humorous history of the Santa Claus 
legend, Santa Claus Confidential, 


concludes with an improbable alter- 
personification of the 
choice we won't re- 
ely 


nitive for 
holiday spirit— 
veal here, but one that few are 1 
to welcome, should he drop throu 
the chimney. Having made more than 
two dozen contributions to PLAYBOY, 
Iversen is now working on a book, 
Venus, U.S..L, to be published in 
February by Pocketbooks. In it, he 
projects the sexual attitudes and 
erotic fantasies of 70.000.000. Ameri 
can women by analyzing the mag 
zines they buy and read. 

H Chrisma should 
ever cease to be big busi 
ness, J. Paul Getty п 
have some suggestions fo 
Sama when he begin 
looking Гог a new exec- 
utive position, In Two 
Paths to the Top, Geny 
olfers the futu 
a succinct assessment of 


SHECKLEY 


€ executive 


tlie relative advantages of 
both large and small 
business enterprises in as 4 


terms of security, benefits, independence, income, specializa 
tion and opportunities for personal success and. fulfillment 
Money is also central to Graham Greene’s comic suspense 
story, Crook's Tour; but this case, it takes the form of 
-pound notes. In the second installment of this 
picaresque European odyssey, Greene's unsuspecting protag- 
onist becomes hopelessly entangled in the felor 
of his With more than 30 published 
now planning an autobiography 
of his first 25 years, tentatively titled 4 False Start. Europe is 
ewise the setting for Robert Shecklev's Cordle to Onion to 
Carrot, in which a tin 
hippie hitchhiker and goes abroad. yearly 
to do battle with the natives brutish manners. 
Ronald Searle, the nonpareil Briti toonist, cari ist 
nd lithographer потег wellaraveled contributor to our 
Christmas issue. In preparin Toulouse. 
he combed all of 
ground information and then pro- 
duced six lithographs of the renowned 
painter's favorite femmes, plus the 
alist himself. According to Searle, 
what these girls lacked in physical 
beauty was adequately compens: 
lor by their lusty sexual appetites. 
Our page pictorial on the Sex 
Stars of 1969, with accompanying 
text by Arthur Knight and Hollis 
Alpert, should replace visions of sug 
arphims with this years cinematic 
standouts; and The Girls of Hair 
xm reveals a number of reasons why "the 
American Tribal Love-Rock Musical" 
has played so successfully in major 
Cities throughout the world. Таки 
her cue fom cist members of Май, 
our Lille Annie Fanny this month 
explores astrology; as usual, com- 
plications arise in the house of 
Venus, 


A 


cquires confidence 


CLEAVER 


TINY 


Ë 


H winter travel is in your stars, 


Carnival їп 
annual 


Rio—focusing on the 
bacchanal in Brazil's care- 
hec city—will tell vou and show 
you where the action is Choice 
Cartoons from Yuletides Рай pro- 
vides a retrospective look at our fa 
vorite seasonal funnies, and Playboy's 


ALPERT 


Christmas Cards offers our an- 
nual collection of olfbeat satirical 
ч poetry. Ш you don 


alone while wait 


begin the Jong night before with 
Thomas Marios The Min-gala— 
а splendid holiday dinner for two 
1d your grateful companion may 
Ч you w onc of the avant 
appurtenances featured in Exten- 
sons of Man: A New 
Approach to Christmas 
Giving. This year's cache 
of holiday bounty is de- 
signed to stimulate and 
amplify sensory experi- 
ence. Ай in all, we've done 
our best to fill everyone's 
stocking to overflowing 
hefty package of Пс 
tion, fact and photos— 
and more than enough 
Chrismas cheer to take 
you into New Year's Day. 


1 


IVERSEN 


1 


YS E ar Ma s ANY 


1970 Mercury Cougar 
Where wild meets elegant. 


It's hot. Cool. Primitive. Sleek. The 1970 Cougar is a bit vinyl buckets with accents of leather. Roo! map pockets 

and humdrum cars built into the seats. Burled-w 

ment pancl. A coved-sh аг seat. A tachometer. An 

elapsed-time clock. And a fiery, action-packed 351 cu. in. V- 
r—where wild meets elegant. 


of elegant wildness in a world of tam 
Outside: headlights concealed in a bold new grille; swaggeri 
sequential turn signals; a long, lean sculptured look. Insid 
this Cougar XR-7 is more elegant than ever before. Glove-soft Come catch a 1970 Mercury Coug 


MERCURY. PASSWORD FOR ACTION IN THE 70'S. 


MERCURY COUGAR 


PLAYBOY. 


Carnival 


Episode 


Sex Stors 
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"There is a cigarette for the two of you. Lem. 


Esquire Socks Esqui Mes Esquire Socks 


Smartest thing | on two feet. 


Esquire Socks. 
They’re the smartest thing to wear. The smartest thing to buy. Which makes them the 
smartest thing to stock. 
Esquire Socks come in loads of styles, colors and prices to suit everybody’s taste. 
(Pictured above: Downy Touch. A perfect blend of 75% Orlon* and 25% Expando Nylon, 
which means softness and comfort. Comes in many colors to match a casual wardrobe.) 
The smartest thing on two feet is the smartest thing to have around. 
sit E w: 
von B. HONG KONG; Kayser Roth 
ii E 8037 Alexi eun Howse 


KAYSER-ROTH INTERNATIONAL, 200 Madison Avenue, Now York, М.Ү. 10016. ORegon 9-4200 Cable “Cherochose” International Telex 422076. 
*DuPontTi 


When you reach the top, 
your socks stay up there with you? 


They will if they're Esquire Socks Slip-Not 93. The socks guaranteed 
,to stay up no matter what. 

Of course just staying up isn’t really enough to carry you, and your 
feet, on to glory. 

Since you also need color, Slip-Not comes in a rainbow of colors. 
So you can choose whatever you like best. < 

And since you need the length that's right for you, Slip-Not comes 


oo in three: anklet, mid-calf, and over-the-calf. Whatever the length, 
+ L BAN-LON® Slip-Not socks are about the dressiest, best looking socks around. 
>= AP 7d If you're going to be a success, you may as well look like one. 
ر‎ oe rtm = Ф 
کت‎ Esquire Socks ; 

"a Ter - E] = м 
n Ban-Lon Slip-mot 93° . 
[29 ur ai СА P 


‘Another fine product of Kayser-Roth - 


FINEST BLENDED. / 
SCOTCH WHISKY | 
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BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY, BOTTLED IN SCOTLAND. 86 PROOF. IMPORTED BY 721" BRANDS, INC. N.Y.C. 


DEAR PLAYBOY 


ЕЗ hoonesse пиво MAGAZINE - PLAYBOY BULDING, 919 н. MICHIGAN AVE, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60611 


CAMPUS CONFRONTATION 

I found the September Playboy Panel: 
Siudent Revolt both intriguing and en- 
lightening. As we attempt to grapple 
with the problems of campus unrest, the 
information contained in your piece will 
prove most. useful 

Representative Cornelius E. Gallagher 

U.S, House of Representatives 

Washington, D. С, 


Congratulations on the public 
the studentrevolt. panel, D thought it 
brought together articulate exponents ol 
the various points of view in the studeni- 
power controversy and superbly devel 
oped th ment of each party. The 
interaction among these principals re 
captured the flavor and emotion of the 
debate better than апу of the scholarly 
This, it seems to 


volumes on this topic 
me, is journalism at its best. 
John J. Barr 
Executive Assistant t0 the 
Minister of Education 
Edmonton, Alberta 


ї mk PLAYBOY 
states that "here 
such a thorough and searching presenta- 


is Correct when it 
has never before been 


tion of opposing viewpoints on the cru 
cial issue of campus dissent.” This sounds 
better than it is, because, alas, there have 
been very few attempts at such picenti 
tion: yet, congratulations are in order for 
ig «Шон. 

Two comments: First, campus dissent 
is misrepresented if. pictured as separate 
from a growing. general, social discon- 
tent. Naturally, certain aspects of modern 
Tile have a fiercer imp»a upon campus 
populations and other aspects have a 
relatively smaller impact upon those pop- 
ns than upon the gencral public. 
But campus dissent. reflects the existence 
societal crisis amd, in dat 
is deeper and more signilicant 
than similar forms of dissent manifested 
two or three generations earlier. Related 
to the later point is the faci—omitted in 
your [earure hat, while in the 10305 
there were fewer than 2,000,000 college 
students, today there are about 7,000,000 
in the United States, who are relatively 
older and who represent a higher per 
ol the working 


a fine and pioncer 


of a basic 


sense 


emage class and black. 


population 


rellects а basic re- 
interests and. pri- 
boards of 
їтимсєз and regents—generally old, all 
white, all male, all Christian and all 
is rich as Nixon's Cabinet. In this sense, 
the dissent is basic and is as per- 

structure evoking it In 
too, the significance of the 
Marxian component is considerable; som 
thing of this cime out, implicitly or ex- 
plicitly, in the panel И was marred, 
by old-fashioned. hostility toward 


Second, the dissent 
jection of the values, 


Orities Common 10 university 


manent as the 


this sense. 


however 
Communists—or 10 What is hilariously 
called the ОМ Len. This Old Leftist 
broke speaker in the Fifties and 
Sixties at colleges from New England to 
the South to the Midwest and the Far 
West. He has been an invited lecturer at 
literally hundreds of universities in the 
United States for the past s and 
has addressed millions of students, And 
the Old Leftist who bears his family 
namc—my 21yearokl daughter, Bettina 
liile part in the campus 


э ye: 


Вах played 
dissent of the past six or seven years 
Herbert: Арекет 

American Institute lor 
Marsist Studies 

New York, New York 


The radicals are saying: We don't like 
being at the bottom of the pecking or 
der; therefore, we want 10 smash the 
system, in hope that we will turn out to 


order. 
answer: Your 


be ar the top of the new pecki 
Dr. H. Kawa seems 10 
desires are legitimate, but your methods 
are impolite, This is the Kind of hypo- 
critical stane rhat alienates young think. 
crs, Hayakawa's position would be more 
understandable and. more delensible were 
he to say: 7d earned my status at the top 
ol the pecking order and I'm not going to 
give it up without a fight." 


Murray Carpenter 


St. Расі Florida 


In November 1968, at Wisconsin State 
University, a number of black students 
were charged with the civil olfense of 
disorderly conduct—specifically, standing 
in the hallway of the administration 
building alter having been told to move. 
All were suspended by the president 
pror to appearing before a judge, and 


all were subsequently expelled by the 


THRE YEARS si 


THE WORLD'S FIRST 


Masculin 
hygiene 
deodorant 
spray 


(If you think you don't need it 
you're kidding yourself.) 


Specifically formulated to be a mar 
second deodorant. Controls perspiratit 
odor in the groin area. Because it's ; 
sorbent and smoothing it soothes irri 
tion, chafing and scratchiness. 

Once you try it, you'll wonder how y: 
ever were a опе deodorant man. 


Bragsi 
Private Deodorant 
Spray 


Conceived and created by Charles Revson of Revior 


Ave 


16-33-0578 


Whatever play you call you can always 
rely on one of the fine automatic 
turntables from BSR McDonald. Take 
the BSR McDonald 600 for example. 
It has every feature you could want 
for optimum fidelity in your hifi sys- 
tem. Comes complete with pre- 
installed Shure elliptical cartridge, 
dust cover and power base that shuls 
off the entire system automatically 
after the last record has played. If 
you want to play the favorite insist 
оп BSR McDonald-- precision crafted 
in Great Britain by the world's largest 
maker of automatic turntables, 


- McDONALD 


BSR (USA) LTD. • BLAUVELT, N.Y. 10913 4 


Please send FREE detailed literature 
оп all BSR McDonald automatic turntables. 


Name. 


Address. 


board of regems wo months before 
being tried. 1 found this Ivnch-mob con- 
duct on the part of the administration so 
repulsive amd disgusting that 1 
forced by conscience to return my di- 
ploma. Опе can only hope that your 
excellent panel can in some way be spoon 
fed to these i 


K Mayer 
Oshkosh, Wisconsin 


Tom Hayden's stitements rellect how 


the movement has evolved: we tried prop 
cr channels. acceptable. dissent and other 
peaceful means People don't become 
revolutionaries unless (hey have been 
driven to it, and the extremism of Hay 


den, Edwards, Morse and Brown must be 
understood in this contest—where the 
movement has been and what it learned 
along the way 

We're not necessarily saying that 
Тале the answers. only that we've raised 
the right questions. Consider the priori- 
ties of this connny and how they 
detern the exclusion ol the poor 
and the disposesed, the role of ihe 
military in our national lile. institurion- 
alized ra 


we 


ave 


ned, 


ism and the quality of lile in 
this, “the һем ol ull possible worlds.” 
Deal with thoe before you call us nihil- 
ists. Our st will continue. The 


events surrounding the 1068. Democratic 
Convention. have entered the collective 
eration, signaling 
the start of the second American Kevolu 
tion. No, we will not turn back, "lor the 
times they changi 


nconscious ol 


Phil Woods 
Denver, Ce 


lorado 


trine and rely t 


бш A AUTOA аа Е syst 
and the need for across-the-board revolu 
п. Hayden's anarchic approach ex 

ds to his diction 
is key term 


‘revolutionaries who be 
lieve in a demociatic humanist social 
ism." Is this kind of word jumble a basis 
for clarifying the wrongs of society and 
developing means 10 remedy them? 
The protesters harp on the inclevà 
y hersüy curriculum, its 
ure to encourage independent: thought, 
its production of robots with jobsecurity 
But they ате really substi 
ic debris for coherent ideas 
or for revolutionary "scripture" A seri 
ous. conscientious student who cannot 
pick out a sell-fulfilline college program 
sell ar one or another campus, 


у with the aid of a college 
guidance cemer, is—in Daniel Defoe's 
words—"in sense am irony, in fact a 


humanist and 
wrote, “Ie is 
hopeless to attempt to explain all college 
riots on the basis ol real grievances or 
positive, ascertaina s" This may 
help explain the basic confusi 


fiction. 
former 


Christian Gauss, 


Princeton. dean, 


petu: 


lance ana desperation of many protest 
leaders, particularly the off-campus types 


like Hayden and Morse—still angrily 
nying to define themselves by redefining 


society at huge. The lesson d 
from your panel is that the individu 
has to make his own way. avoiding as 
many pitfalls as he can. He has to be as 
хлеба and self-sustaining as he can 
Otherwise. he will be babicd and then 
brutalized by some inevitable authority 
1 rhen all the men of good will that 
are around won't be able 10 help 
him. Hence, the last word to this panel 
discussion must be supplied by the indi 
vidual college student himself 

Samuel L. Bellman 

Professor, Department of 

ще Arts 

State Polytechnic Colle 
aliforn 


€ 
Pomona, € 


T must disagree with Tom Hayden and 


company on the subject of violence as 
the means to the end. Violent revolution. 
could риу directly into the hands ol 


the power seekers and could replace onc 
oppressive society with another. H the 
extremists сап ignore the desons of 
Reign ob Terror or Castro's 
cave diet perhaps they are not quite as 
cere as they chum; for individual lib 
es became. nonexistent and 
other postrevolutionary societies. А move- 
ment toward individual freedom for all is 
the only one thar we will support, not 
one that would give the extremists com 
plete liberty ar our expense. Our only 
hope for the future of man is to influence 
the majority. ı0 help them see todays 
problems in correct perspective. We must 
evolve a world ol beautiful people in 


which ihe lul. rules himself, with- 
out interlering with others. 
Steve Baker 
Jackson, Tennessee 


May T correct Tom Hayden's state 
ment that Phillip Abbott Luce is the only 
member of his generation to have with- 
drawn allegiance from the New Lett? 
Besides myself, 1 know of many other 
former New Left radicals who Бесит 
howified at the irrational nihilism the 
u began to evidence in the mid- 
I was ап SDS member, vice- 
1 of à CORE chapter and editor 
d publisher of the Kansas Free Pres: 
but what began as an elfort to challenge 
enueudied. bureaucracies, expose the 
military-industrial complex, combat big- 
otry and promote liberty and justice 
ly turned into a great big ov 
dr selfish, spitelul, parentbai- 
bang, Comic book 


ing, adolescent. 
N 


onesider 


Isism, 


ethics, Negromania and a 

ous impulse gratification char- 
cterire the New Left today. since | 
left the insulated hothouse atmosphere 
of the campus, Гуе come to know the 
white, Christian, working-class majority 


Wise the 
MY GUY 


МӘ We didi 


Admit it, Until now you've been holding back. Tempted 
maybe. But not sold. Waiting for the shoes that 
are really you. And here they аге. Each one hand-brushed. 
Richly antiqued. With an old world look of quality 
In buckles and laces. Slip-on styles too. Kick the shy-guy 
shoe habit. At most larger Sears, Roebuck and Co. stores. 
Same and similar styles in the cotalog. 


The Shoe Place at 


Sears 


the men’s store 


One guy got 
heron 
thefirst try. 


With Yashica's 
Electro 35. 


Walter Herstatt, photographer, 
caught this doll—in just one exposure. 

Without a flash! 

Nice work, if you can get it. You 
can. With the Yashica Electro 35, the 
camera that has the revolutionary 5 
state electronic shutter. It lets you 
take great color shots in any light by 
computing the exact exposure in a 
range of 1/500th to 30 full second: 

No more guesswork. No more ‘tin 
surance” shots just to be sure. She 
smiles. You love it. You shoot . You've 
got her. 

The Electro 35 is built for rugged 
use, too, since its unique solid state 
computer is encased in epoxy. 

With Yashinon f/1.7 lens, under 
$115 plus case. Complete kit, under 
$220. 

wer 
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£ YASHICA 


Yakuya co. LTO pa eges ерини. Stitt 
a я ê Gian 28 V бетем 
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pretty damned well. Polarization is com- 
ing to a head in the United States and 
anyone who thinks the middle class can 
take much more of the bullshit they've 
had thrown at it is just plain nuts! 
Laird M. Wilcox 
Kansas City, M 


ouri 


Some of Hany Edwards’ comments in 
The Playboy Panel: Student Revolt intu- 
riated me. Î am а Nexo, and proud of 
i h Edwards com 
moderate whites” with Georg 
Wallace. Wallace blocked doorways and 
Edwards wants t0 block doorways. Where 
is the difference? Violence is violence and 
it can tear a country apart, as it's now 
doing to America, We are gradually alien 
ating the people of other races, who were 
sympathetic toward our causes. And af 
we create chaos in Amer 
lelt to hold it together? 
Michael C. Smith 
San Diego, California 


т 
‚ who will be 


The most revealing amd disturbing 
statements in the discussion on student 
revolt burst forth from the heart and 


] but. ante 
Linda Morse 
ent is doing 


ale «d of 
ags this Govern: 
ите incredible.” she 


ut she cannot. sec 


D 


savs. 


that human beings 
are capable of evil and injustice. This is 
not incredible; it has beer well docu- 

cd throughout hisiory and radicals 


of the left and the right are among the 
worst offenders. They would fight fire 
with fire, destroying the establishment in 
am absolute frenzy pasion, love, 
understanding. self righicousness ан in- 
dignation, No end. however noble. justi- 
fies forsiking rational consideration. lor 
motional frenzy. Only when radicals of 
the left and the righi learn this can they 
hope to find real solutions 10 our problems 
solutions that will permit us to spend 
our lives pursuing love, rather than being 
pursued by late and fear 
James A. Rock 


of o 


Bloomington, Indiana 
UP A LAZY RIVER 
Айег reading I Am Dying, Egypt, 


Dying. by John Updike, in the September 
rraynoy. L was stuck by the same mel 
ancholy loneliness 1 felt at the finish of 
his earlier works The Centaur and 
tubbit, Rus. Updike has the uniqu 
ability to show us how solitary and self 
conscious Ше can be and. at the. same 
time. to remind us that pleasurable mo- 
ments of real human contact are available 
10 us when we make ourselves available 
10 them, 


David Blum 
Chicago. Ilinois 


I am always mere than a little dis 
turbed by John Updike's apparent mis 
amthropy. The detachment of his heroes 
the emotional business of living 


seems more a projection of Updike’s 


from 


lonerism than an accurate statement of 
the human condition. 1 realize that it's 
amrently quite fashionable to pictu 
contemporary man as alienated and u 
volved: bur how many of us can really 
sav that. in today’s world. were un 
allected by the crushing buildup of p 
sonal and social complications? Truc. 
Updike's heroes, in this case, Clem. do 
manage ar least one genuine involve 


ment: but Fd wager that most of us have 
more involvements meaningful ones, at 
that—than we can handle on 

day. 


Jack Berl 
Rome. It 


A BARREL О 

I was much interested їп my friend 
Desmond Morris brilliant article, The 
Human Zoo, which appeared in your 
September issue. In general, it dem- 
onmstrures something that I and other 
long observed—the [act 
1 deal about our 
own behavior and social systems by study 
ing those of animals. In particular, it 
shows how the socalled “dominance hier 
hy” ol higher mammals has been modi 
бей nd. cEiborated. rh the 
emergence ol bigger and more. complex 
social systems, until today it has ded 
to dangerous overspending in an eflort to 
keep up with the Joneses or to outdo 
others in competition for status and status 
symbols. Furthermore. it has led to the 
emergence of subgroups whose diversi 
interests may often lead to violence. Fin 
lv. Dam glad to see thar he stresses the 
dangers of overpopulation, which leads 
to urban crowding and the 


MONKEYS 


we 


different 
sometimes to massive. conflict 
rebellion. Dr. Morris ends on an optimis 
tic note. But 1 would say that our only 
hope lies in ellective birth control 
п reform. and. in methods of 
settling social amd imernational conflicts 
peaceably. without loss of face: 
Julian Huxley 
London, Englund 
As readers will recall. the renowned 
Sir Julian voiced his fears of overpopula- 
don in wraynoy's January 1965 article 
“The Age of Overbreed” 
January 1967 with “The Crisis in Man's 
Destiny.” 


and even 


in ad. 


istrative 


and again in 


In The Human Zoo. 
tells ws that the corrupt 
nce society 


Desmond Morris 
п of male dom- 
simply the 
dens- 


er livi 
Acknowledging the destructive features 
of our hum he argues that. very 
pling supertribesmen suc 
cumb to ulcers or aberrant behavior and 
that this is "testimony to the enormous 
tenacity, resilience and ingenuity of our 
species.” 1 shire Morris’ ори 


few of the st 


nism for the 


Ah! It’s 
Beefeater- 

Iknow 
Im welcome’ 


You know it'$ Ж - 
1 the best from the gest 
š ы; 


Тһе 
fat free 
Wallet. 


We've stripped away the excess linings, 
fillers folds and flaps that make a billfold 
bulge. Super Skinny holds your cards, 
thumbs your cash, kids' pictures. It takes 


inches off your "xS 
hips because ~ 
it’s all wallet "I 


without an 
ounce of fat. Good ideas for the new 
shaped-in clothes, eh? $5 to $35. 


The Super Skinn 
by Ener Krass. 


Enger Kress Company, , 
West Bend, Wisconsin 53095 


survival of our species, but for different 
reasons. People are, indeed, succumbing 
to the ravages of a destructive and path- 
ological social system. but. revolutionary 
deter- 


system arc 
t. The comuption of 
an inherited male dominance is all too 
clear, but who are the corrupters, and 
how did they evolve in our history? In 
tribal man, the psychological conflict 1 
tween kinship and killing presuppose 
an awareness of the power to d. 
nid to act for sell only and, more sign 
icantly. it suggests the political. power to 
conspire with others for organized. de 
suuetive enterprise. The inevitable re- 
sult of such a potential was war on other 
vibes and the economic exploitation of 
slaves. women and children. In these 
conditions, natural rites became inst 
tntionalized into dogma, and patriarchal 
hierarchies evolved with an authority as 
oppressive as any found in the secret 
societies of precolonial Afric 

Leonard Williams 

Murrayton Monkey 

Near Looe, England 


Sanctuary 


Morris! Having 
been an admirer since reading The Na 
ked Ape, 1 found The Human Zoo 
equally great, especially the section on 
oucly to animals as а result of redirect- 
cd aggression. Morris eloquently says 
animal protection societies have 
trying 10 get across for years. More 
amt, he tells why. 
Constance. Rubino 
Associate of Cat & Cat Owners Aid 
Upper Montdair, New Jersey 


Bravo to Desmond 


1 AM А CAMERA 
arroll's article, What's a War- 
hol? (viavnoy, September), was excel 
lem. I have photographed many famous 
artists and find that most of them sufler 
from overinflaied and protruding cg 
Why and where Warhol hides his own 
ego is one of the mysteries that make 
him unusual Each artist creates two 
things: his legend and his oenvre. War- 
hol's oeuvre resembles what 1 call “sound 
phy” otography that 
sound interesting when one talks about 
them but not when one sees them. Con- 
sequently, Warhol's importance is mainly 
Tone, With the lucidity of 
the child who sew the emperor without 
clothes, he brings the art and 
«Мез to their logical and 
conclusion: 
Phillipe Halman 
New York, New York 
Halsman is an award-winning photog- 
rapher whose work has been appearing 
in major magazines throughout the world 
since 1931. His celebrated portraits. pic- 
ture such notable subjects as Winston 
Churchill, Dwight D. Eisenhower, Albert 
Einstein, Eleanor Roosevelt and. André 
Gide. 


os. 


photog mely, pl 


forms 
bends he 
shock 


here is an absurd definition of my 
genius in the article about Andy Warhol, 
which 1 am be; 1 to find objection- 
able. In the article, troduced as 
“Taylor Mead, the homosexual clown of 


underground cinema and theater.” Is 
Chaplin the heterosexual clown of big- 
Ime movies, or Picasso the great herero- 


sexual painter? In most of my 32 movies, 
1 haven't really swished that much. also 
won an Obie for a humorous but not 
giddy pornaval of General MacArthur in 
Frank O'Hara's The General Returns 
from One Place lo Another. 1 could 
screw a woman if the part demanded 
and if there were S500000 in the offi 
But most of the time, Pm not 
пуопе, but simply relating to a physical 
environment in the sensory w 

To 


ім does. classify me sex ui 
heterosexual trick, designed b 
10 guer both to chauvinistic readers who 
believe thi 1 ло her- 
crosexuals who categorize homosexuals 
and file them under Species N, H thats 
where I'm at. then I'm going to apply 
for a lloorshow in Port Said. 

ylor Mead 

New York, New York 


selves true men ai 


The article about Andy Warhol was 
imely, routine and could have been 
much. much better. 1 have had the good 
fortune to be involved with Andy for 
almost four ye: Among other 
pucons І did lor him were Lonesome 
Cowboys and The Chelsea Girls; and 
even though he never pays his people 
anything, we all enjoy working for him, 
1 consider him the most perceptive, 
aware. avantgarde director in the film 
world; and now that he is beginning to 
get the recognition he deserves, it will 
probably help open the doors for other 
film makers in New York and Califor 
who also deserve attention. While not all 
of the Andy people are as decad 
we are supposed to be, 1 imagine we are 
all а little desperate—for something, 

rie Emerson 

Los Angeles, California 


s now 


MONEY IN THE BANK 

Ken W. Purdy's The Dannald Cheque 
in the September vLavnoy is а 
short story, а remarkable combination of 
emotional projection and тей 


Hawless 


osty. The opening is a brea 
tour de force. perfectly establish 

stage setting in a minimum of space. 
In teaching the short story, I have been 


using his The Antine Bay 
[Pravsov, August 1968] as an example 
of taut. English, challenging my disses to 
cut ten wordy without harming the story. 
Tt cannot be donc. Might I also add that 
everyone who cares for the short story 
an art form owes rLAvtOY а debt of 
gratitude. You have consistently pub- 
lished fine ficti nd I am sure it is 
the hope of many thousands of us that 


Magenta 


THIS IS HOW 
THE ROMANS CONQUERED 
THE WORLD. 


You want to believe the history books? 

Orus. 

The books, obsessed with accuracy. insist that Rome 
conquered the world with pitched battles, clashing swords, 
and victorious legions parading across bloody battlefields. 

Stuff and nonsense. 

They did it with Bacchus. 

Bacchus. A mysterious fragrance with the power to 
render men irresistible. Because the Romans knew that when 
a man is irresistible he has better things to do with his time 
than fight. 

Their strategy, like all great strategies. was simple 

On the night hefore а battle the Raman troops would 
leave a huge bottle of the hypnotic fragrance outside the 

s. Inevitably, the curious natives would drag 
inside their fortifications. and douse themselves 


with its contents. 


The female population. drawn by this magical scent 
quickly dragged their men-folk off to activities much more 
attractive than warfare. And within minutes, a city of war- 
riors would be transformed into a city of lovers. 

When, finally, there wasn't an enemy soldier left to 
manthebastions, the Romans simply walked in and took over. 

Of course, there are those who argue that all this is 
poppycock: that it is nothing more than an absurd variation 
on the story of the Trojan horse. 

But such cynics have nothing to support their argu- 
ment beyond historical fact. 

While we, in support of our argument, have indisput- 


able proof 
The fabulous fragrance itself. Bacchus. 
Buy a bottle at once. 
Learn for yourself how the Romans built their empire. 
Then go out and build your OWN. „носо 


Bacchus. Aftershave and cologne. 
It gives you something better to do with your time than fight. 


This isthe Concord portable stereo that 
lets you flipaswitch forAMorFM, 
pusha button to tape either one, 
pop onapre-recorded cassette, 
singintoa mike, 

and loves to travel for under $250 


ms 


Take a quality stereo FM/AM receiver, add a 35 watt power amplifier, a high fidelity 
stereo cassette tape recorder and a pair of matched speaker systems. Put them ina 
handsome luggage case that you can carry anywhere. That's the new Concord F-600 
portable home entertainment system. Now here's how you can enjoy it. 

You can tune in AM, FM or FM stereo, tape what you hear at the push of a 
button. Or pop in one of today's pre-recorded stereo tape cassettes, and relax. 

Want to build a tape library of musical favorites? Play your favorite record 
and while you listen, tape your own cassettes. 

More fun. Tape your own singing, playing musical instruments, speeches 
with the high quality microphone provided. 

How does all this music sound? Superb! Concord's solid-state electronics 
with FET and matched stereo speaker 
systems give you true high fidelity perfor- 
mance. And the Concord F-600 travels 
easily as one compact unit in a scuff- 
proof black vinyl case with convenient 
carrying handle. Audition the portable 
F-600 at your hi-fi, TV or photo dealer; 
you'll be carried away. Concord Elec- 
tronics Corporation, 1935 Armacost 
Avenue, Los Angeles, California 90025. 
Subsidiary of Ehrenreich 
Photo-Optical Industries, Inc. [ЖЫ 


CONCORD F-600 
PORTABLE STEREO 


you will continue to do so a 

magazine will flourish for y 
Dominick Friedman 
New York, New York 


SPEAK FOR YOURSELF 

I read with considerable lack of inter 
est Senator Gaylord Nelson's September 
article, How Not to Elect a President 
The primary issue should be statutorily 
imposed reforms of both the Democratic 
and Republican Parties. The real hassle 
in today's political scene is how the dele 
gates get to the national conventions; 
id. without correcting the abuses there 


умен is pointless, I myself ran for 
ional Dele slative dis 


I have not 
: n a district 
in which I did not reside and should 
have run from. But [ was unchallenge 
able and untouchable because of rather 
extensive contribu nd because I had 
many friends in the Democratic Party 
A famous Chief Justice of the Supreme 
Court once said that the stream of justice 
must be pure at the spring. It is respect- 
fully submitted that the spring is fouled 
at the source and that all the beautiful 
reforms proposed by the good Senator 
will come to nought 
Alva С. Long 
Auburn, Washington 


Senator Gaylord Nelson rightly de- 
plores the obvious 
al College concept in thus far obt 
good management. But the United States 
of Americ order to survive, never 
needed optimum management. There- 
fore, it could very easily afford the poor- 
cst management without going under 
However, a need for better management 
is rapidly becoming app Other 
nds of groups. such as corporations, are 
generally required by very stringent rules 
of survival to practice the best possible 
management. H Senator Nelson logic 
е to be extrapolated to such a group, 
the board of directors of any corporation 
should be eliminated and the manage 
rarchy should be elected by 
vote of the stockholders, Would 
Senator care to own stock in such a 
group? T think mot. Yet he and others 
like him would have the most complex 
group of all set up its management in 
this fashion, What I think we all really 
want is a finely put together, smoothly 
functioning machine, whose inward com- 
ponents we could care less s long 
as it continued to perform its proper 
function. What we must do is to ruthless- 
ly root out. politics and replace it with 
enlightened management. 

Dr. Hyman Blumenstock 
Mahopac, New York 


out 


The prospect of choosing electors to 
сим my vote for me always seems a little 


Should a gentleman offer a Tiparillo to a jockey? 


She's ridden her mount to a photo finish. At her 
back, the thunderous roar of the crowd. Ahead of 
her, the flashbulbs and TV cameras. And stand- 
ing patiently beside the winner's circle, you. 
Tiparillo* pack in hanc. 

Should you offer her a Tiparillo (or Tiparillo M, 
with menthol) at a lime like this? 


Better hold your horses. Later on, when she's 
slipped out of her breeches and into something 
more comfortable, she might just go for aTiparillo. 
With its neat white mouthpiece. And flavor you 
don't have to inhale to enjoy. 

But don't wait too long to make the offer. Or 
you might get left at the starting gate. 


*T.M. G.C. Co., Inc. 


Tiparille 


Gentlemen, 


For you, perhaps, this refreshant 
cologne. Men have been using it for almost 
200 years. It has a subtle 
scent that quietly recedes i 
into the background. 
Leaving a cool, 
stimulating tingle 
on your skin. 
(Really great after 
a shower or shave.) 


Or this, a more aggressive, 
lasting cologne. It is bold, 
but never pushy. And 
italways remains smooth, 
sophisticated, 

and terrifically suave. 


Or this cologne, that will 
remind you of those 
very early mornings in 
the country, the scent 
of the woods, your 
favorite riding boots, a 
true Russian leather. 


From The House of 4711 


маде, bottied and sealed in Cologne tne city of 4711. Also available in Canada 


Sole Ditiribuier, Colono, ln 81 ard Suen. Мел Wort 


like having to ask someone else to sleep 
with my wife. I suppose the electors en- 
joy it, but God knows, I'd rather do it 
myself. 


Ted Rowlands 
Boston, Massachusets 


MORE THAN FAIR 

Thanks for the memories. Je 
Shepherd's vivid and funny recollection, 
ptember). is 
. А а sailor 


outstanding 
from Gary, Ind 
year attended this very fair, Г found his 
humorous article the next-best thing to 
being there. Thanks to Shepherd and to 
vravnoy for bi 1 back. 

N/3 Thomas D. Mitchell 
FPO New York, New York 


Jean Shepherd was accorded only two 
liv the September Playbill, but his 
hilarious County Fair! surely deserves 
better treatment. This bollo story whomps 
you with more belly laughs per paragraph 
than did Damon Runyon. Shepherd is 
stand-up comic. County Fair? 
gives Herb Shriner spa па beats him 
by 20 twangs of bucolic humor. 
Jack Graham 
Raleigh, North Carolina 


les 


FULL SPEED AHEAD 
Kudos to you for being courageous 
enough to point out the whole truth 
1 The Pusa Яаг 
Speaking for the Coast G 
unit who picked up the survivors off As- 
bury Park, we are glad to see this long- 
repressed story come out in the open. 
The court dec m is a beaut 
ple of the military axiom, ` 
downhill." 


тепе 


exam- 
hit rolls 


The crew of Shark River 
0.5. Coast Guard 
Avon, New Jersey 


One big no-no for you! In the past, I 
have been impressed with the quality of 
the short stories and articles you chose, 
until The Passaic Арай, by Jacob Hay, 
appeared. 1 find it hard to believe that 
you would allow such a cruel, inaccurate 
ck (in the disguise of satire) on the 
United States Navy, Commander Bucher 
and the crew of the Pueblo, Hay obvious- 
ly hasn't the slightest inkling of the Puch- 
Jo's mission, nor of the seriousness of the 
Situation the crew was in, The wrong de- 
cision at that point could have led to a 
much more serious inter L con- 
frontation, 


White s oll to PLAYKOY and to J 
Hay for his extremely funny and felici- 
tous tale, We are al 
about our i 
Hay's piece w shame 
takes an as the 
are of the Pueblo to expose the 


ays pleased to read 
ion, and 


EN v Canadian. 


Known by the company it keeps. 
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At just about any party 

3 you can name, somebody’s hoping 

@ to see the Smooth Canadian. 

It's so smooth and so light that more people prefer 
Seagram's V.O. than any other brand of imported whisky 
(including scotch). Which means that ifa host hopes to hav 
a successful party, he really ought to have successful 
whisky, too. 
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Why great lovers 
use this Hitachi Stereo Serenader 


As great lovers like you well know, the mood's the key to every- 
thing that follows. And now you can turn on the matchless mood 
of stereo music with a flick of your finger. Anywhere. Anytime. 
With any of your girl friends. 


All you need is Hitachi's new KS-1810 solid state portable stereo 
radio. It wraps the stirring sound of full stereo all around her — and 
you. Kind of like swimming together in a pool of music. ¢ 


The Hitachi KS-1810 gives you FM Stereo. Plus regular 
FM. Plus AM, too. Complete with two detachable 
speakers. It all folds into one slim attache case with 
a slick new look. Works outdoors or in. Battery/AC. 
Includes AFC [to stop FM drift), continuous tone 
control — and Hitachi's 5-Year Transistor Warranty* 


Hear and price the KS-1810 at your Hitachi dealer 
now. Discover how Hitachi makes it easier to be a great lover 
— even with a small budget. 


Hitachi Nationwide Warranty: 5 years on transistors, 1 year on other parts, and free 
labor for 1 year. In case of original defects in materials or workmanship, Hitachi 
will replace parts ва indicated and provide ropair service at no charge during tho 
times specified on this page. starting from dete of purchase. At Hitachi-nuthorized 
service centers and branches. Carry-in service. 

For more facts about Hitachi surprise 
values, write: Hitachi Sales Corp. of 
America, Dept. P-5, 48-50 34th St., 
Long Island City, К.Ү. 11101. 


HITACHI 


Japan's largest manufacturer 


blundering ways of the Navy. They 
occur 365 days of the year 

Dick Mullen, U.S. N. 

FPO New York. New York. 


WHO'S MINDING THE STOR 
C. D. Hill's September rrvnov fiction, 
The Shameless Shiksa, reminds me ol my 
own days spent bagging onions im my 
father’s grocery store. It's rather nice to 
find one’s own family in a work of fic 
tion, but, alas, I have no adolescent. Fm- 
includes a sexually 
Therc was onc сиз 
tomer, though—a Bohemian laundress— 
who asked me to flagellate her with 
bunch of imp rhubarb, but 1 was a linde 
too young at the time to appreciate the 
erotic possibilities of the vegetable world 
n Cokee 
Hinois 


ed genile. 


Being a shameless shiksa myself, Fm 
lamenting the fact that my neighborhood 
has mo familyoperated grocery store in 
which 1 can shop for grapefruits while 
talizing the butcher with my outspo- 
ken moral attitudes. But 1 want to thank 
C. D. Hill anyway lor reminding me 
that someday I may be a part of some 
young boy's discovery of manhood. In 
fact, 1 definitely intend to flounce a little 
for the kid who bags my groceries at the 
rhet. 


зире 


Mi Barkley 
St. Louis. Missouri 


EVERYBODY'S DOINC IT: 

I have just completed. re your 
September Close-Up: э Schools, which 
dicates that San Francisco State College 
leads in oral-genital activity. This bears 
out а well-kn 
fornia liberals. 1 was quite happy with 
your survey. It showed ve 
Teclings of the country 
calism of California, th 
Illinois and the conse 
the South- Califor 
and nuts, has alw: n the trend sente: 
of the United States. It known 
fact that people who can't make it any- 


ion about 


tive feelings of 


the land of fru 


where else usually go to California. Crime, 

drugs. divorce and general immorality 

are Calilornia's boast to immortality 
md R. Knaucrhaze 


wk, Hlin 


As an experienced observer of Baylor 
University (I am lent ar hale and 
horny 1 1), E feel that in your 
September Campus Action Chart you 
are being unfair and incorrect in saying 
that Baylor coeds don't. They most defi 
nitely and enthusiastically do. It is the 
Baylor boys who dont. 

Fred Wright 

College Station, Te 


Sport Slacks by Juymar of 100% imported Italian Wool. Wilh side buckle edjusiments, Bolero pockets. ..10 $39; 


Arer all, style becomes “fashion” only when the fabric enhances the look. With Jaymar, 
the look is always "in"... never "far out.” And with Jaymar, no place is 100 far out to 
explore for fabric with the right texture, tone and touch of quality. 

Here, the lean, hip-slimming Jaymar Sport Slack offers a new Bolero pocket, side buckle 
adjustments, Ban-Rol* in the waistband. The fabric. . luxurious Italian wool. So start and 
end your search for fashion with Jaymar Slacks, They're made by people who care for 1 SLACK 
people... Who care.” Jaymar-Ruby, Inc., Michigan City, Indiana 46360. 


by the mekers of Sansebelt* 


Available at these and more than 
000 other fine stor Ома 
Providence, Rhode 1; 


Scottsdale, Arı 
Hamburgers 
ton, West Virginia... y's Mens Shop 


Minois E 


Dreyfuss А Son Youngstown, Ohio. Martzell's—Rose& Sons 


Imported Swiss. ЫЕ СӘ 2 о2.,$775. 


1s deep water pressur 
To receive an illustrated brochure featuring many of our timepieces, write Lucien Piccard, 580 Filth Avenue, New York 10036 


PLAYBOY 


AFTER HOURS 


1 public service to animal lovers 
verywhere, we're devoting this space 
to а recommended reading list of four 
books recently released by London's Wolfe 
Publishing Ltd.—the same company that 
garnered applause from millions of ir 
nocents abroad for The Insult Dictionary 
(apuy subtitled “How to Be Abusive i 
Five Languages”), which we hailed in this 
column several years ago. 

If you're the sentimental type who 
Wt hold back the tears at the end of 
King Kong, we heartily commend How 
to Keep a Gorilla, a straightfaced 64- 
guide—with picures—on the care 
nthro- 
poids. A prospective purchaser seeking the 
gorilla of his dreams should turn 10 chap- 
six ("When Your Gorilla Arrives 
he'll discover that 


A 


extremely 
vances should com 
from you. Exclamations of affection or 
attempts to stroke or, worse still, to seize 
the little creature in your loving arms, 
must be strenuously avoided. 
As the monkey on your back grows 
larger. the owner is advised to pattern 
his pers diet after that of Guy, the 
swinging 468-pound attraction. currently 
playing to standing ovations at the Lon- 
don Zoo. Guy, we're informed, daily puts 
away four eggs beaten up in six pints of 
milk, four cabbages, four pounds of pota 
toes, two pounds of carrots, eight let- 
tuces, two pounds of root vegetables, 
bananas, six oranges. one pound of d 
опе pound of biscuits, an occasional bunch 
of grapes or a cucumber—and a large jam- 
onbrownbread sandwich, presumably a 
toothsome between-meal tea 
As an alternative to going ape, pick 
up a copy of Wolfe's How to Keep an 
Elephant prior to ordering the pachy: 
derm of your choice; a young Indian 
specimen retails for about $2800 Е.О. B. 
Calcutta, To keep your pet in the pink, 
the book hastens to point out, you'll want 
a paddock area of at Teast 11,250 square 
feet that's been covered with a three-foot 
layer of stone chips and topped with со 
crete slabs four inches thick. Your Jumbo's 
58x25-foot indoor pen should also be 


of reinforced concrete. “All this,” Wolfe's 
elephant guide sagely counsels, "is not 
a do-it-yourself job. 

Home handy men may wish, however, 
to read Wolfe's How to Keep a Dragon 
(a ten-foot Komodo dragon) and then 
follow the simple directions as to its hous- 
: Dig a deep pit and build a high 
brick wall around it. Since your Komodo 
is entirely a flesh eater, you'll want to toss 
it at least two chickens a week—plus Sun- 
day leftovers thrown in as a pacifier— 
while remembering that "even in the wild, 
they show remarkably little fear of man. 
When alarmed, they rise up on their 
legs, blow out their throats and hiss in 
a thoroughly frightening fashion. If you 
avoid quick, jerky movements, they will 
be less anxious in your presence. .. . А 
broom is probably the best weapon you 
could carry, for with it you сап keep a 
dragon at a distance—but look ont for its 


tail!” 
Fish fanciers bo 
pet pi and 


bone up on a new piscatorial thrill by 
reading Wolfe's fourth pet bock—H. 
to Keep а Man-Eating Shark. Once 
you've a finny friend or two housed їп 
their sharkarium (see chapter Lour lor 
complete build-it-yoursell details), press 
оп to chapter nine and learn "How Not 
to Know Your Shirk Too Well"—espe- 
cially when he throws a temper tantrum 
(in shark circles, it's referred to as a 
feeding frenzy). If this should occur, keep 
in mind diat “as che frenzy grows, the 
sharks seem to completely lose control of 
the area is at- 
boxes, tin cans and old 
the foot, we trust. "Care 
too, when feeding your 
pets, not to hold the food too close to the 
water and to keep а wary eye open on the 
whole water surface, not just on the shark 
you are trying t0 tempt. In practice i 
will probably be a wise rule never to feed 
your sharks by hand, but always to use a 
fishing rod with the food loosely tied to it 
by a length of weak twin 
Obviously, Wolfe's animal books hav 
opened exciting new vistas for pet owne 
c them, we're cagerly awaiting the 


themselves. Anything 
tacked, even 


next volume in the series— perhaps How 
to Keep a Sperm Whale. 


Wall, guys, we hate to be the bearer 
of sad tidings, but we've just stumbled 
upon a dog-eared copy of Chases’ Calen- 
dar of Annual Events for 1969 and 
you've missed out on a really neat collec- 
tion of special days, weeks and months 
that made this fading annum а year to 
remember. If gustatory pleasure ranks 
high on your list of primary interests, 
for example, where were you this past 
uwelvemonth when pacans were sung to 
just about everything that assuages the 
inner man? Surely you would have want- 
ed to be in on Frozen Potato Month, 
Kraut 1 Fraukfurter Week, Попсу for 
Br t Weck, Hero Krautwich Week, 
Artichoke Week, the Beanhole Bean Fes- 
tival, the Milan Melon Festival, Pizza 
Festival Time Month, Yambilee, Pop- 
com and Prevel weeks, not to mention 
Tangerine, Tuna and Asparagus wecks 
ad the Delmarva Chicken Festival. 
Something to wash it all down with? 
"There was either Bourbon Month or the 
National Wine Festival, depending on 
your predilection; and for wetotalers, 
that madcap bacchanal known as Root 
Beer Week. In light of the aforemen- 


mary bag didn't tum 
r offered no opportu- 
nity to go off in a corner and sulk this 
year. The animal fancier was prollered 
Cat and Dog weeks, Horse Health Month 
d Buzzard Day; and insect haters 
could have taken advantage of Fight the 
Filthy Fly Month and National Insecto- 
cutor Week. For the on-thespot sports 
man, there were all manner of tributes 
and reminders; to wit: Lets АП Play 
Ball Week, Геге Go Fishing Weck, Let's 
Play Golf Week, Let's Play Tennis Weck 
and It's Bowling Time. (Unfortunately, 
there was no Lets Rest Up Week.) For 
those who looked with disdain on com- 
monplice competition, there were the 
International Brick and Rolling Pin 
‘Throwing Contest and the unwieldy 
Natural Chimneys Jousting Tournament. 
But the more sedentary were anything 


A Indoor 
Month, PI Own Harpsichont 
Month, Stamp Collecting. Week, Accor- 
dion Month and Magnus Chord. Org 
Music Week to call their very own. Ad- 
mit it; aren't you cating your heart out 
that you weren't able to get in on the 
festivities? 

There was also a palling plethora of 
celebrations for those who look to life's 
brighter side: Comedy Week, Laugh 
Week, Humor Week and Smile Week. 
And for worrywarts, we had Car Care 
Month, Seat Belt Month, fe Boating 
Week, Farm Saleiy Week and Test Your 
Battery Week. Chaves’ compulsion to fill 
all the blank spaces on the calendar even 
brought about such. frout feres as Re- 
turn the E wal Book Week, Procras- 
tination Week. Break-\-Cold Month and 
K-of-What Vou-Can-Replice-with- 
Plastics Month. If you want to make 
amends for having overlooked these note- 
worthy events from the past year, there's 
suill time before January first to get out 
there and celebrate Respect Elders Day 
Mimicry Week and Man Will Never Fly 
Memorial Day. So live it up, fun seekers. 

A story in the Findlay, Ohio, Republi- 
can-Comrier caught our сус by leading 
ol "Two Findlay girs were cunioned 
Saturday afternoon. by Findlay police to 
keep their asses out of a complaining 
neighbor's yard." That's right; the girls? 
aces tuned ош tu bc a рай оГ pet 
donkeys. 


but n 


ay 


There is something 
about Arpege 


Arpege is more than 
a fragrance. It's a looi 
A drop of Arpege may not make 
a man fall at your feet. 
But Arpege will make you feel 
beautiful. 
And when you feel beautiful, 
you look beautiful. 


Benton & Bowles. one of the largest 
addverti acies in the nation, recent 
ly move ollices Irom Madison Avenue 
to Wall Street and. in the process, was 
given a new telphone number. 
tunately for B. Ç B., the agency was wired 

to the busy Pl ange—with the 
unexpected result that clients experi- 
enced great dithcuhy completing calls. 
to place an ad in The 
Times, apologizing for the 
ulty service. Insult was added to injury 
A few weeks kuer, when the telephone 
company — discovered—áfter printing 
500,000. Manhattan directories—that. B. 
& B. had been excluded from its listings. 
Said an agency spokesman: "We're think- 
ing of training а squadion of skywriters: 


We applaud the patriotic. vigilance of 
nit citizens of Cypress, Califor 
nia, who were responsible Tor exposing, 
the lest leanings of the local Forest 
Lawn Memorial Park manager. This no 
scious agant of the internation- 
al Communist conspiracy had plotted. 10 
undermine the moral fiber thar made 
this nation great by displaying a 29-000 
high marble copy of Michelangelo's com- 
pletely nude David—without adding a 
fig leaf. 


ARPEGE 
BY 
LANVIN 


License plates in Australia, as in some 
states in the ÛU. S., consist of three leners 


Ferfume from 885): Toilet Water Mist $6; Eau de Lantin 
‘from 5330; Dusting Powder 85.1969 Lanvin Parfums: 


followed by numbers. We learn from Oz 
а political newsletter published in Sydne: 
that the Brisbane police applied for li 
censes for their new fleet of cruisers. The 
plates, being replaced: an ob- 
viously subversive clerk. in the Aussie 
Department of Motor Transport had sent 
them plates prefaced PIG. 


Automation goes 5 & M: A classified ad 
n the East Village Other heralded a new 
kink in the computerized dating game 
Its a matching service for gay types 
whose erotic preference runs to bond 
mc and other bizarre forms of sexual 
thralldom. The name of the service: 
DISCIPLIN-Troduction: 


We deny 
discussion 


the subject of religi 
Viera 


| war, The participants were "и 
promincny Boston. Ui leader, 
Harvard divinity student and a rabbit." 


Cataloged under "Useful Arts" by Lon 
don’s Southwark library is a book titled 
Espionage and Subversion in an Indus- 
trial Society. 


\ new birth-control pill developed in 
Yugoslavia turned out to have one ruth 
serious side eflect, According to The 
Washington Post, 20 of the 43 women 
who took it became pregnant. 


The U, P. 1. dispatcher must have got 


теп his circuits crossed when he sent this 
story over the wire: “North Viernamesc 


troops were repulsed when they tried to 
break up a fight їп a predominantly 
Negro neighborhood.” 


A radio commercial for a men's cloth 
ing store in Akron, Ohio—of all places 
invited patrons to visit and "Do your 
thing in our pants.” 


s. 


BOOKS 


The great American. plot is по longer 
Gary Cooper t Dodge City but the 
cynical wheelcr-dealer capturing some oc 
topus of commerce. Harold Robbins 
newest, The (Trident). deals 
with the president of a TV. network and 
a supermovie producer (Steven. Gaunt 
and Sam Benjamin, they're called) who 
when they're not occupied with сиррӣ 
breasts or sign titres de, сап usu- 
ally be found making coloss 
buying everything. unloading everything 
amd screwing everybody and his 
out of everything. Somehow, 
about these fictional business triumphs is 
less than thrilling (“You do five pictures 
for us, we finance five pictures for y 
On our pictures, we рау you double the 
producers fee you charge your own pic 
tures and give you fifty percent of the 


Inberitors 


deals 


reading 


When youre out of Schlitz, punt. 


Of course, you'd never get your signals that televised NFT. football all season long—and the 
mixed up. Out of Schlitz? Ridiculous. Schlitz is Super Bowl this January. When you're out of 
the beer that's golden aged. Schlitz brings you Schlitz, you're out of beer. Kick that around. 


Wollensak delivers everything but the sequins 


Let Wollensak entertain you 
with truly professional recordings. 
For example, the new Wollensak 
6250 Stereo Audio Center is designed 
for the most discriminating 
tape enthusiast. 
Its acoustic suspension speakers 
add a new dimension in stereo realism. 
"The exceptional amplifier has a 
high power output with lox 
distortion capabi 3 Built to 
component standards. So powerful 
you'll never need to add extra 
amplifiers for a complete home 
entertainment system. 
And it has all the '*extras” for 


special effects you can accomplish 
with ease. 

In fact, Wollensak delivers a full 
line of stereo and monaural tape 
recorders. Some separate 
speakers. Some with handy cassettes. 
Nobody knows more about 
sound-on-tape or has more 
experience in tape recording than 
3M Company. No wonder you can 
expect the best from the bold new 
world of Wollensak sound. 

But Wollensak cannot deliver 
the sequins. 

You'll have to glitter 
your own way. 


Ulollensak 2% 
TAPE RECORDERS 


profits. Your pictures we do the same 
way as we do now, only we reduce our 
share of the profits to twenty-five percent 
of the foreign instead of the present fifty 
percent"). Robbins main contribution 
to American letters is his expansion of 
sex frontiers—showing us the elficacy of 
hand vibrators in conjunction with Reddi- 
whip, for example. (For another example, 
see our pictorial uncoverage of Robbins’ 
new film, The Adventurers, with an ac- 
companying offstage word portrait of the 


mes). goes on to Golden Girl, 
1 Darl I—who turns 
ош to be Benjamin's daughter, a 
heroin addict, Gaunt makes a sab at 
ightening her out but is unable to 
t her doctor, who thereupon becomes 
Doctor Girl A few of the characters are 
supposed to be modeled after real people, 
but Robbins is never 10 convince 

пуопе that his showbiz folk are real. 
Robbins himself, though. is a bit too real 
when he writes, afterword: “And to 
my wife, Grace, without whose love, pa- 
tience and forbearing this would never 
have been written at all—turn down the 
sheets, lover. Im coming home" Wife 
Girl, he's yours. 


Keep the River on Your Right (Grove). 
by Tobias Schnechium, is the story of 
a journey. Оп one level, it describes 
Schnechaum’s trek into the hidden inte- 
rior of a Peruvian jungle; on another 
level, it tells of his trip into the hidden 
of hi 


rece: own nature. Both are 

unforgettable voyages of exploration, writ 

ten with 5 lor vivid detail 
) and an 


's understanding of an al 
culture. But the author is no mere ob- 
server. He totally surrenders himself to 
a tribe of Indian id nev- 
er before seen a white man, j 

in spirit as well as in the Hesh. 
first encounter, their curiosity 
them to strip him naked, explore 
his body to see wheth- 


out his seven-month stay, he live 
do: shaved from the neck down 
body painted and decorated, hi 
cating ng with tribal brothers, 
possessing, » after a special cere- 
mony, acce on their terms. And 
so it is that he joins his brothers when 
they attack another village and slaughter 
the men, and then engage in the ritual 
of eannib: "Michi looked up at the 
moon and showed it to the heart. He bit 
into it as if it were an apple, taking а 
large bite, almost 1 t, and 
chewed down several Ч nto a 
hand, separated the meat into six scc 
tions and. placed some into the mouths 
of cach of us. We chewed and swal- 
lowed.” Like this passage, the book it 
self exists without judgment of all that 


as ey 
naked 


This message is strictly for smokers whove never tasted a Camel cigarette. 
Camel smokers, you know what we mean. 
You other guys, start walking. 


© 1968 R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, N.C. 


Getting her an engagement ring 
got you all the way up tight? 

It's natural. Diamonds are 
intimidating. 

Take a relaxing look at Love 
Rings™ by ArtCarved. 

Love is what they're all about. 
Anditshows in the elegance of the 
diamonds, their clarity, their cut. 

Our diamonds could be 
mysterious too. If we let them, 
But we don't. 

Buy a Love Ring. The 
ArtCarved diamond will be worth 
its full current retail value, if you 
want to trade it toward a more 
expensive one someday: 

You just might. Love grows, 
you know. 

Love Rings by ArtCarved. 
From about $150, at the 
best jewelers. 

Phone free for the name and 
address of one near you. Dial 1 if 
necessary. (800) 243-0355 or 
853-3600 in Connecticut. 


Love is 
what they're 
all about. 


East 45th Stri 
New York, N. Y. 10017. 
*Previded guarantee stub Is filled 
Is filed with 
us at time of original purchase. 


Art Carved 


the Love Ring „ 


people. 


Occurs. Schneebaum, who grew up in 
the U.S, manifests an incredible ability 
to transcend his own cultural limitations 
а feat many readers may not be able to 
match—and 


ht not want ro. 

In politics, most. people would agree 
things are bad but not hopeless. In The 
Politics of Schools (Harper & Row), Rob. 
ert Ben suggests (hat things are 
hopeless—but nor so bad, Fortified with 
a grant from the Carnegie Corporation, 
Bendiner spent a couple of years prob- 
ing the agonies and the excesses of local 


cutting in Baltimore, teacher. uprisin 
in Flint—out of such murky disputes has 
this book been fashioned. The unex 
pected upshot is a thoroughly readable 
and lucid analysis of school politics as 
practiced and malpracticed in America 


on school boards, Bendiner con- 
dudes that they are peculiar, impotent 
al. No other public 
. he points ont, is so "vague. in 


is chosen “in such resounding 
apathy” or is "capable of stirring up the 
passions of a community to so line a 
froth.” Hemmed in on all sides by state 
statutes, community prejudices and pro 
fesional avarice, the local school board 
has ceded its generalship of educational 
policy and has become, instead, а battle 
held. Bendiner sees no instant transfu 
sions for gored boards, least of all in 
decentralization. In a chapter titled 
“The Desperate Throwback.” he destroys 
the notion that the sort. of locil. com 
munity control being pushed by black 
power enthusiasts im New York and 
elsewhere will somehow produce berner 
schools. “Everything that has been said 
in this book," he correctly nores, “u 
onstrates the growing inellectiveness ol 
local boards" and places in considerable 
doubt “the romantic notion that democ 
тасу flourishes best at the grass roots,” 
Rather than а return. to neighborhood 


autonomy, Bendiner suggests а reshuf 
Ming of official boundaries, maki 
possible for city children and. suburbs 
children to receive reasonably equal edu- 
ations. He hopes suburbanites will soon 
awaken to "the moral wrong . of 
allowing the children of the citicy to 
grow up hurt and embiticred.” He is not 
optimistic, but he is 100 wise (o scold 
and too witty to weep. 


it 


Philip Wylie’s The Spy Who Spoke Por- 
poise (Doubleday) is one of the most 
Slapdash, pell-mell, oddball espionage ad- 
ventures in the recent history ol the 
genre, Wylie's hero, Ringling Wallends 

rove, is the over-30 generation s answer 
to James Bond, Well past middle age, out 
of touch with modern spy methods, casily 
fatigued and a prey to self-doubt, Grove 
iy perhaps the most unlikely man ever 
to be asked personally by the President 
of the United States to investigate a 
mysterious cse Operation. Neptune— 


“Му men wear English Leather 
or they wear nothing at all” 


I know men. 
Гуе grown up with 
them all about me. 


P: And Ilike men. f 

ucc 

EC, m But some are a lot 
тшс Æ WJ mote persuasive 


than others. 


j E Я, [5 Wf I think the way they smell 
NEN © // has a lot to do with it. 


m ==“ // So I don't take any chances. 
I give my men English Leather, 
лаш every chance I get. 


PRODUCTS OF MEM COMPANY INC., NDRTHVALE, N.J., © 1969 


credit-ability 


That's what the Prince Gardner "Ејесіаг"" Billfold is all about, Сот 
plete with a neat little tab-flapped pocket for storing credit cards 

and charge plates. Just a pull an the 
ejectar tab releases your credit-ability. Of 
course it also houses yaur currency, 
phatos, license, keys and more, in rich 
Antiqued Buffala Calf and a number of 
other luxurious leathers from $6.00. 


NCE GARDNER: 


Prince Gardner, St louis, Mo. A Division of SWANK, INC. 


Start the day with 
a few less problems 


Problems like straining to see how you by the light in its eye.) 

much more time you've got before the With separate tone and volume 

alarm goes off controls, so you can adjust your music 
Like not knowing your AM from to your mood. 

your FM, This Panasonic even solves one 
Like listening to music that's much — ofthe biggest problems of all, by 

too much, much too early. remembering to reset itself to wake 
The Panasonic "Cameron" solves ^ you up at the same time every day. 

these problems for you, So stop into any dealer we permit 
With a beautifully simple, easy-to- to carry the Panasonic line, and ask to 

read digital clock. Gently illuminated see the "Cameron," Model RC-7469. 

in case you're a really early riser. Its rich, wood-grain cabinet looks 
With separate FM and AM dials. beautiful in any room, And that 

(You'll know which one's entertaining should really set your mind at rest, 


PANASONIC. 


just slightly ahead of our time. 


200 Park Avenue, New York 10017. For your nearest Panasonic dealer, 
са 800 243-0355. In Conn., 853-3600. We pay for the call. Ask about Model RC-7468. 


that has the CIA stumped, He even 
breaks the key rule of the Counterspy's 
Union when, faced with a beautiful and 
compliant nude blonde in his bedroom. 
he procures a shapeless muumuu to 
cover her. And when Grove eventually 
docs uncover the details of a Russo- 
Chinese plot to blackmail America by 
threatening the nuclear blowup of the 
continent west of the Rockies, he can't 
find а phone that works so he сап 
the news to the President. One suspects 
that old hand Wylie—who has written 
everything from science fiction to fishing 
stories and who is celebrated lor his 
putdowns of religion and motherhood 
—has tried to write the parody to end 
all spy novels. If so, he has achieved an 
ambiguous success—for as we smile at 
the satire, we still want to know what 
happens next to the mysterious Grove 
and even to the troubled President. 
Rather than surrender to feelings of 
helplessness over the war in Vietnam, 
freelance writer Arthur Herzog joined 
the army of Eugene McCarthy irregulars 
and, after getting the hang of the primary 
election business in New Hampshire and 
Wisconsin, became campaign manager 
for the Senator's crucial victory over 
Robert Kennedy in Oregon. His report, 
McCarthy for President (Viking). is honest 
d informative and, at its best, offers a 
choice assortment of footnotes to а cam- 
paign that itself will probably become 
footnote to history. Among the nuggets: 
The McCarthy forces marched with two 
psychiatrists "who held a [ew group 
and private sessions"; Richard Goodwin, 
among the most professional. volunteers 
in the crowd, was paid the handsome 
wage of $1000 a week, plus expenses, 
alter he rejoined the McCarthy men lol 
lowing Robert Kennedy's assassination; 
the Fifth Horseman ob the McCarthy 
campaign was paranoia, with various im- 
portant persons accused of embezile- 
ment, excessive ideological fervor and 
support from the CIA, among other in- 
famies. Through it all, the candidate 
moved in the by-now-familiar proportion 
of shadow and substance—witty yet not 
engaging, articulate yet infrequently clo. 
quent, a man who attracted thousands of 
dropouts from the political system and 
then gave every appearance of dropping 
out himself. The subject of McCarthy 
may, after all, require the talents of a 
novelist or а poet, instead of those of 
a conscientious journeyman journalist 
—or, as it turns out, even of the man 
himself. Lots of kids and grownups will 
be disappointed by Genes own story 
The Year of the People (Doubleday). Com- 
pared with his campaign, which was 
often exciting, ingenious, exasperating 
and unpredictable, McCarthy's memoir is 
dull—astonishingly dull, in view of the 
fact that the author has been known, on 
other occasions, to be dever, original 
and outspoken, The best writing in the 


£6 Froot Blended Scotch Whisky + The Paétir 


Bic ОС ХА 
Christmas past is also Christmas present. Д 
= 


From the house of 
Justeriui & Brooks 
Founded 1749 7 


ком а а юч к 


C2B is ready, too. 


Ready to help you 
shoot profes- 


sional-looking 

super 8 movies. 

Because Bauer's C2B camera has 
professional features, like smooth 8-to-1 
power zoom Schneider f/1.8 lens, three 
battery-powered speeds including true 
slow motion, automatic wiping mask for 
fade-ins and fade-outs, manual override 
of auto exposure control for special ef- 


"Re when 
оу С2 


fects, brightreflex viewtinding, 
through-the-lens CdS electric-ey: 
exposure control and built-in 
pisto! grip for steady hand- 

heid shots. 

Ask your dealer to 
demonstrate the C2B 
and Bauer's seven other 
versatile cameras (includ- 
ing the exclusive, new 
C-Royal, the only super-8 
that shoots lap dissolves) 
and two auto-threading 
projectors, They all put on a 
great show. 


Bauer 


From $50 to under $525* 


BAN саат телен гагат DS 


Allied Impex Corp., 
168 Glen Cove Road, 
Carle Place. N.Y. 11514. 
Chicago; Dallas: Glendale, 
Calif. in Canada. Kingsway 
Film Equipment Ltd., Ontario, 


The Avant Garrards 
a complete story in two volumes 


— 


# 


1775 MODULE SERIES 


Volume I. Packed with drama, this 24 
page full-color Comparator Guide de- 
scribes the eight distinctive new com- 
ponent turntables in the Avant Garrard 
line, Each new model is a chapter in itself. 
Featured is the outstanding Synchro-Lab 
Series including the magnificent SL95B at 
5129.50, the world's most advanced auto- 
matic transcription turntable. 

Volume Il. Stirring adventure in 12 
pages. This full-color Comparator Guide 
gives daring new insight into the world of 
modules, Garrard introduces four exciting 
units, complete with fine cartridge, base 
and dust cover, ready-to-plug-in-and-play 
through your radio, TV set, cassette car- 
ridge or reel-to-reel tape recorder. They 
range from the SLX-3 at $99.50 to the 
xit at $39.50. 


Once you get involved with the Avant 
Garrard story, you won't want to put it 
down. Send for these best sellers today. 
They're free! 


World's Finest 
Dept. AX369, Westbury, N.Y. 11590. 


Please send Comparator Guides, 


1 
[Address 


m sus шь 


British Industries Co., a division of Avnet, Inc. 


book is the poetry by McCarthy's friend 
Robert Lowell and others. The worst 
writing is contained in the | 
paraphrases of McCarthy's speech 
Senator was determined to conduct a 
passionless seminar for those who sought 
а new direction in politics. In retrospect, 
it seems clear that the content of the 
course, not the charisma of the professor, 
was the important leson, McCarthy 
content to rehash the well-known events, 
interrupting the narrative from time to 
time to mention the names of hard-work- 
ing members of the staff, and to defend 
self unconvincingly against various 
accusations (that he might have soupht 
the Negro vote more vigorously, that his 


response to the invasion of Czechoslova- 
inappropriately casi 
took advice badly). Only rarely does he 
se his voice above the whisper of un 
rsiatement, The “dishonest attacks" on 
him by Robert Kennedy, whose advisors 
are regarded with contempt, were, he 
observes incorrectly, “the шом disap- 
pointing part of the entire campaign. 


Fiction is not dead: It thrives in those 
glossy documents that record the finan 
cially ennobling things corporations have 
accomplished over the departed fiscal 
year. William Zinsser has seized on this 
fact of earnings pershare life and, with 
artist James Stevenson, has produced an 


amusing spoof called Апача! Report (Har- 
per & Row). Adopting the design cliche 
of authentic annual reports, they recount 
the glories of the National Refractory 
& Brake Company—a debacle of man 


ment if ever there was one. It turns 
out that while 1968 was "a year of prog- 
s" for National Refractory, it was 


year of adjusunen ing th: 
sales declined and profits plummeted, 
Rescarch-anddevelopm , as they 
say, National Relractory was adventurous. 
When an expensive attempt to convert 
kelp into a lining for space capsules 
failed, it was decided to attempt to con 
vert spacecapsule lining into kelp, but 
liule demand for kelp developed. АШ 
in all from labor disputes to triple 
damage suits for antitrust violations 10 
unforeseen adverse. economic. conditions 
National Refractory & Brake spent a 
year only the lemmings could envy. But 
there was one ray of hope for the belea 
guered company: One of its smallest sub 
es conducted a sound operation 
amd showed a profi. National Refrac 
тогу, therefore, puts forth a proposal to 
its stockhalders—which we won't reveal 
here—that would cause high glee on Wall 
Street if it were to happen in real c 
rate life. Score one for 
look at modern corporate flummery, 
amnual-reportwise. 


po- 
1 cycopcning 


Custer Died for Your Sins (Macmillan) 
is a bumper sticker that turned into 
rambling discourse, Author Vine Delori: 
Jr. а South Dakota Sioux, calls his book 


‘The odds against the conventional bal- 
ancewheel watch are justtoo much. Every 
time you move your arm you change the 
rate of timekeeping. Due to the effects of 
gravity. (This s of error is negli- 
gible in the Accutror? movement.) 

‘And with every day that goes by, the 
oil in the balance wheel bearings deteri- 
orates. Thus increasing the friction. 
And changing the rate of timekeeping 


Allother watch movements 
are fighting gravity.And friction. 
And they lose. 


some more. (This source of error 
doesn’t exist in Accutron because our 
tuning fork has no bearings. This is also 
why Accutron doesn’t need to be cleaned 
and relubricated every year or two, as 
balance wheel watches do.) 
Furthermore no manufacturer of a 
balance wheel watch can reliably pre- 
dict how large these errors in time- 
keeping will ре The fact is, the accu- 


Accutron*byBulova. The most accurate watch in the world. 


“Timekeeping will be adjusted to this tolerance, if necessary, if purchased from an authorized Acculron dealer and returned tohim within one year of dale of purchase, © Bulova Watch Co. 


Accutron Date and Day "М": 14K solid 
goid; gold applied markers; taupe or 
silver dial; dele resets instanlly; pro- 
lected against common watch haz- 
ards. $250. Other styles from $110. 


racy of any balance wheel watch is a 
matter of chance. 

In comparison, the minor errors in 
timekeeping of the Accutron movement 
are predictable and therefore can be 
compensated for. That's why Bulova is 
able to guarantee accuracy. To within a 
minute a month, * 

When you can beat 
tion, it's not that difficult. 


уйгу and fric- 


Meet the man who made 
bourbon worth wrapping up 
in a Holiday decanter. 


Almost a hundred years ago, 

Mr. I. W. Harper took his honest bourbon— 
= but with manners, and 

x wrapped it in a handsome 

2 | Holiday decanter. He gave 


[t 


it as a gift to а few 
special friends, and ever 
since then his decanters 
have been a Christmas 
tradition. This year 
LW.Harper mellow Gold 
Medal and Bottled in 
Bond bourbons 
both come in their 
A own classic 
24 crystal-cut decan- 
ud ters and Holiday 
cartons. 


Why not start a tradition oi 
your own by putting Mr. Harper's 
bourbon on your gift list? 
And don't forget yourself. 


86 PROOF AND 100 PROOF BOTTLED IN BONO > BOTH KENTUCKY STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKEY = © 1. W. HARPER OISTILLING CO. LOUISVILLE, IY. 


“I got so rattled, | put the car in drive and ran over it 
again.” 

American Tourister knows that for a suitcase, a lot of 
trips aren't exactly a pleasure. 

So we put sixteen different strong materials into every 
case we build 

We give American Touristers a tough stainless steel 
frame. 

And nonspring locks that won't spring open on impact. 

And fiber glass reinforcement. All over. Not just on the 
corners. 

All of which does more than protect our suitcase. It 
protects what's inside our suitcase. 


SI backed our car over the suitcase. 
Inside was my husband's 
portable radio...” 


- 


“My heart was in my mouth, but the radio wasn't even 
scratched. It works perfectly." 

Could that ordinary suitcase of yours take on a 4100 Ib. 
car? 

Could it survive crashing over the side of an ocean 
liner? Or bouncing from a car doing 70 mph? 

туп it. We'd be delighted to know what happens. 

“| thought your American 
Tourister luggage held up re- 
markably well." 

Mrs. J. Chris Swifl 
Columbia, S.C. 
American Tourister 


Shape Of A Beauliful Future 


AKAI shapes up as !he all-around stereo champ. 
There's more of what you want in each different 
AKAI model than in any ather. 


Each АКА! is designed and produced with smooth 
performance in mind. 


ФАКА1 TRADING CO, LTD. 
|° P.O.Box 12, TOKYO INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT, JAPAN 
r 
ble at the 


Servic and maintenance fecilitios ar ov: 

a list of AKAL service shops, АКА 
U.S. Army end Air Force PACEX Exchang 
Corps Exc ЕЗ Special 

MAIL ORDER: PACEX MAIL ORDER SEC. APO 98323 


Model X 200D 


The mighty midget 


Size doesn't make any difference in karate. You may be small, but 
there's nothing to worry about. If you're skilled, you can defeat your 
biggest opponent with ease. That goes for PETRI COLOR 35, too. 
It's small, but it can take on camera's twice its size. It's one of the 
world's smallest full-frame 35mm cameras. Yet it features a lens 
barrel which retracts into the camere body when not in use, a CdS 
meter fully coupled to lens aperture, shutter and film speeds, a 40mm 
1/28 lens, B and 1/15—1/250 sec. shutter speeds, and a buil 
battery checker. Try the mighty midget. You'll be surprised at its 


п 


large-camera performance. Available at your Post Exchanges. 


PETRI Color 35 


PETRI CAMERA CO., INC. 25-12, Umeda 7-chome, Adachi-ku, Tokyo, Japan / PETRI CAMERA N.V. Freeport Bldg... Schiphol Centrum, Holland / PETRI INTERNATIONAL (USA) CORP. 432 


Park Ave. South, New York, N.Y. 10016, U.S.A, / {West Coast Service 


Matsushitaccho, Напа, Okinawa / Singapore: RUBY PHOTO CO, LTD. 103, North Bridge Road, Si 


ion) 7407 4 Metiose Ave., Los Angeles, Calif. 90045, U.S.A, / PETRI CAMERA CORP. OF OKINAWA 25, 1-chome, 
оге / Hong Kong: ROXY ELECTRIC CO., LID. 1625-1623, Prince's Building, Hong Kong 


PLAYBOY 


SAWYER'S SLIDE PROJECTORS. 
WE'VE BUILT IN EVERYTHING BUT OBSOLESCENCE. 


You buy a new slide projector and preity soon it 
doesn't seem so new. 

Now Sowyer's has one that won't soon become 
old or obsolete. Sowyer's*? Rotomotic 747AQZ slide projector. 

It won't become old becouse it's solidly designed 
and built. In foct, the 747 AQZ is so duroble thot it's used profes- 
sionally in many nightclubs, discotheques, music festivals ond 
lorge outdoor orenas. Hn 

And it won't become obsolete becouse it 
has feotures that will be new ten years from now. 

А 4-6" zoom lens. Automatic focusing 
A 500-wott Quortz Hologen lomp which will give you 
brighter, whiter light ond lest twice as long as 
ordinory lomps do. 

Sowyer's Rototroy® slide troy holds / 
100 slides (twenty more thon most). The flip-top 
Sawyer's Easy-Edit® troys and other populor 


troys olso fit the 747AQZ. The stack looder lets you show or 
edit slides without o troy. 

Other feotures include the simple preview editor 
that lets you see your slides right side up before you project 
them. There's olso forward and reverse remote control opero- 
tion. Varioble slide changing time cycles. Brighter f/2 8 lens. 
A new lighted control panel. A new patented title viewer. А 
reel-in power cord. And a self-contained ottoche cose design. 

The suggested retail price of the Rotomatic747AQZ 
is $199.50. There are ten other duroble, versatile Sowyer's 
Slide Projector models. And they’re priced from $59.95. 

Moke sure you choose the model you reolly wont. 
You're going to have it for o long, long time. 


SAWYER'S SLIDE PROJECTORS. 


140 Weit Sst Street, N.Y., N Y. 10020 


integrated amplifier 


speaker 


2; 


wA 


microphone disc. 


а 


tape recorder telephone television 


If your hi-fi system lacks a SONY tape deck, 
look at all the fun you’re missing 


Either of these high-quality SONY tape decks, Model TC-630D 
or Model TC-560DA, makes permanent (or temporary) stereo 
or mono recording from any external source, incl. radio, tele- 
phone, and television. Both feature SONY's professional three- 
head system, which enables you to monitor the just. recorded 
material and compare it with the source being recorded. You 
won't have to play your new tapes all the way through just to 
make sure you got what you wanted the way you wanted it. 
Model TC-630D is equipped with special devices for echo- 
effect and sound-on-sound recording. Lets you create your 
own composite recordings and special effects. It boasts a wide 
frequency range plus all those other engineering refinements 


Int'l Sales Div., P.O. Box 10, Tokyo Airport Post Office, Japa: 
Please send me your complete lape recorder {аре deck 


NAME. 


hi-fi components cat 


you've come to expect from SONY— 
noise suppressor, scrape filter for 
eliminating modulation noise caused 
by tape vibration, and many, many 
more. 

Model TC-560DA is equipped with 
exclusive SONY ESP automatic re- 
versing system and has many other 
advanced features. 

See these triple-headed master- 
pieces at your local exchange, take 
your choice, and enjoy complete hi-fi capability 


Model TC-560DA 


Dec. 1969 


Research Motes the Difference. 


(Please print) 
ADORESS. 


be gentle 


Brute force. © — Y 

Ѕегаісһу beard. — š 

Drove cave women wild. 
Smooth and gentle’s the name of the game ПО 


Play it with Rise Lather. Rise lets you shave right 
down to the skinline — without irritatio: 
How about it, Baby Еа 


Rise® Regular, Heavy or Menthol 


Like я free photo of cur gentle Rise girl? Write: RISE, Carter Products International, 707 Sth Ave., New York, N.Y. 1002: 


an Indian manifesto"; it is really a 
miscellany of honest grievances, jumbled 
history, shrewd insights and ethnie-polit- 
ical jokes. (What did one Indian say to 

Columbus landed? “Well, 
os the neighborhood") Tn 
up abou 
broken treaties, wh 
ionaries, politicians who 
dians should behave like WASPs and 
anthropologists who think they should be- 
have like Tonto—as he wrote in a chap 
ter excerpted in PLAyHoY (August 1969) 
prior to book publication. But the 
thors lectures on such maners аз the 
bankruptcy of puritanism and the vir 
tues of trib. toward the ab 
strusc. At times, neralizations defy 
analysis: “Society today has largely drift 
ed away from accomplishments.” At other 
times. he is all too easily understood 


for instance cs im 
America are still Torei; 
m contribution to unc 
n problem" comes i 


: "Remember, Indians had a 
at produced ciety in which 
there were no locks on doors, no orphan- 
‚.. and no hungry peopl 
ans shared the wealth, and continue to 
do so, despite “all attempts by churche 
Government agencies and schools to 
break them of the custom." It’s difheult 
10 understand how a return to tribal 
rel will put food in Indian bellies 
and Indians in decent houses. But there's 
no denying that Indians have been 
deprived of all three by the white man's 
forked ton nd bad faith. And there's 
abo no denying that the time has long 
since come for a red-p 
one headed by passionate spokesmen like 
Deloria—to rectify the i 
The Seven Minutes (Simon & Schuster) 
will disappoint Irving Wallace fans, for 
it is more treatise than novel. The sub- 
ject is pornography and censorship and 
the witnesses quoted include James 
Joyce, D. H. Lawrence, Henry Miller, 
Maurice Girodias (defining rape) and 
William O. Douglas (discussing the 
Ginzburg case). Before he's done, Wal- 
lace has given the floor to publishers, 
urists, psychiatrists, politicians, sexolo- 
nists, you name it. The trou- 
veryone in the k —fietional 
as veal—delivers lectures instead 
Heres the Vatican. spokesman 
(fictional) just getting under way: "Soon 
alter Gutenbag made it posible for 
books to appear im great quantities in 
western Europe—that is to say, after 
1454—the Vatican realized it must adjust 
itself to this new phenomenon.” This 
gentleman carries on so fo 
Almost obscured by such es. 
їз silly head every 
so often, is a story about the trial of 
a bookseller accused of selli dirty 
hook called The Seven Minn а wom 
an's thoughts during seven minutes of 


LAIR DU TEMPS 


the romantic perfume by Nina Ricci, Pari 
In perfume, spray perfume, eau de toiletteto splash and spray, and every, 
thing for the bath. The collector's bottle: A Lalique Crystal Original 


Drop the hint. 


Surely someone’ looking optional, extra adapter.) Indoors, 
for the perfect gift for you. Sug- house current takes over. Just 
gest our portable 8-track stereo insert the cartridge for a beautiful 
because it can be taken so many experience in Stereo. 
ways. То a picnic, a party—wher- Ask for this portable 8-track 
ever the heart desires. sterco and our other tape models 

Outdoors, it plays at your RCA dealer. 
оп batteries. (Even You might even 
car or boat bat- find something nice 
teries with the for someone else. 


PLAYBOY 


Your эр 
The mother of 
our invention. 


Opens wider. Closes flatter. 
Holds more. At leather counters from $10 


The only Dopp Kit. 
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copulation—that may or may not have 
incited a student named Jerry Griffith to 
commit rape and murder. The bookseller 
is defended by the only character in 
the story with dimension, lawyer Mike 
Barrett—described as an unreasonably 
stubborn man with a rugged-weather 
men-craggy face. During the trial, 
re's a considerable debate on the re- 
tionship between pornography and 
antisocial behavior, and one must settle 
п the end for being moderately edu- 
cated and. very slightly entertained. 


Recommending а book because of its 
importance is а good. way of saning olt 
readers, for important books can be 
pretty rough going. The Oppenheimer Case: 
Security on Trial (Harper & Row) is impor 
tam, all right: but if its rough going, it's 
only because the reader can hardly be- 
lieve the judicial horror story unfolding 
before his eyes. J. Robert Oppenheimer 

father of the atomic bomb," 
most celebrated victim of McCarthyism. 
This book, by Philip M. Stern, with the 
collaboration of Harold P. Green, telis 
the still-incredible tale of how the Atom- 
ic Energy Commission branded as 
security risk the very man most responsi 
ble for the existence of the AEG itself. 
їз as if A. T. & T. fired Alexander Gra- 
ham Bell. Oppenheimer was stripped of 
his security clearance after an AEG hear 
ing that was a mockery of justice and an 
affront to common sense. He was spec 
ically cleaved of disloyalty by the two 
board members who voted against. him, 
yet he was branded a security risk be 
cause harvd-liners in high places disagreed 
with his opinions, This book is long. 
more than 500 pages. and studded with 
footnotes: bur so imense is the human 


was the 


drama that the narrative is absorbing 
from the first page to the last. For the 
story is not only one of struggle at the 
highest levels of Government but an 
inümare account of one of the most 
fascinating men of our time: brilliant, 
charming, amusing, arrogant, conde- 
scending, pitiless, discreet and wildly in 
discreet (but never with Government 
seats); loyal to friends. but not alway 
brave, even reckles—C ut sometimes p 
icky. With prodigious research and scru- 
pulous fairness, Stern has performed а 
public service by reminding us that Icar- 
ful injustice is possible even in a soc 
that regards itsell as free and open. 
other new and worthy, if somewhat less 
ambitious, report on the. Oppenheimer 
case is The Swift Years (Dodd, Mead), by 
Peer Michelmore. 


In recent. years, high-minded penons 
have been rushing into print to warn the 
rest of us that our moral stand: 
falling down—just because they gor hit 
on the head by a few hard facts con 
cerning the changing sexual behavior of 
today's young men Now, 
in The Sex Researchers (Little, Brown), 


Dilheys Vodka Martinski Hit 


(It makes you Czar of the Ваг) 


Bartenders apron, 
$1.00. Gives that 
professional finesse 
to your Martinski 
mixing. Useful for 
whipping up Beef 
Stroganoff and 
Chicken Kiey, too. 


| | Gilbeys Vodka. The 
soul of the Martinski. 
You can't buy a 
better vodka for 
love nor rubles. 


Four exclusive Й 
Martinski glasses, 


$2.00. The only == 

proper way to serve = 

a Martinski. Please Free recipe book. 
don't smash them Illustrated in fullcolor. 
in the fireplace. = Try all 25 ways to 


Supply limited. eH Жш make а Martinski. 


Write for your free recipe book {include check for apron ond/or glosses) to Martinski P, 
P.O. Box 164 V, Wall Street Stotion, New York, N. Y. 10005. 


VODKA BOPROOF Ort FROM 100 GRAIN w.a А GILBEY. Lv снн 0 orst reco co Lotter void where prohibited) 
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Every woman alive loves Chanel N95 


©1969 Chanel. Inc., 1 West 57th Street, New York 


Perfume In The Classic Bottle from 8.50, Spray Perfume 6.00, Spray Cologne 6.00. 


Bath Powder 5.00, Eau de Cologne from 3.50. 


M. Brecher takes a cool look ar 
the evolution of sexual knowledge over 
T t century and puts presentalay 
behavior into historical perspective, The 
result should, for the most part, prove 
reassuring to those who fear that the 
world is toboggani 
pagan hell. \ecordi 
tific research is liber 
з from the pr 
have been imprisoned by an ignorant and 
hypocritical society. In separate chapters 
on such pioneers as Havelock Ellis and 
T. H. van de Velde, and on such con 
temporary researchers as Dr. John Mon 
сү and, of course, Dr. Masters and 
Mrs. Johnson, Brecher charts the path of 
sexual ipation. In the coure ol 
the journe ple, masturbation 
evolves from a hidden vice into a tolerat 
ed practice into а prescribed pleasure 
Although only a minuscule amount of 
social research has been completed in the 
fields of group sex and mate swapp 
Brecher uses it as is for cautious 
approval of the practices. He also sus 
gests that swingers may be more emotiou- 
ally healthy than the public at large, 
with all its hang-ups; and he concludes 
that “swinging js as American as apple 
pic" But rather than have that pie 
thrown back in his face by people with 
different’ moral philosophies, Brecher 
ducks. His final plea is for pluralism: 
"Му neighbor on the right should be as 
free 10 live his ow tori- 
1 framework, behind the closed. doors 
Г his own home. as my neighbor on the 
left should be free to dance to a livel.er 
ише” 


Edward 


* into some sort ol 
to Brecher, scien 
men and wom 
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te hells in which they 


In The Self-Mede Mon: Success and Stress 
—Americon Style (Macmillan), Isadore Bar 
mash, a veteran of 18 years as a busi 
nes journalist. sets out to fmd what 
drives а man up the ladder of commer 


cial success and whether, having reached 
the topmost rung. he is happy there 
Aher touching on such famous tycoons 
s Astor, Vanderbilt, Mor 
feller, Barmash tums to present-day 
tepreneurs. Save for a handful (R€ AS 
David Sarnolf. home builder William 
Levitt, conglomerator James Ling), their 
mames are scarcely household words. The 


author dutifully devotes chapters to 


Something 
to look forward to 


cntreprencurs, to. business 
women and to black. businessmen—bit 
mostly, he focuses on New York retailers 
and merchandise. distributors. A brave 
effort to shed psychiatric light on the 
self-made success v 
therapists falls short of the mark for the 
ame reasons (hat hamper the whole 
subject: simplistic interpretation. of the 
facis; vapid generalization. (“seltmade 
men generally marry two classes of wom 
«пе weak-willed and the strong”); 
and a most awkward writing sole (а 
tycoon g the fineries of the 21 
Club"). Barmash evidently admires his 
heroes, but he is hand put to avoid the 


Mendews with 


KING GEORGE IV 


TOP QUALITY SCOTCH 


at 
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Dont let the price scare you. 


$19995° 


A lot of people still believe the weird notion that 
great stereo has to cost a fortune. 

That's ridiculous. 

After all, it's what you hear that counts. And what 
уси hear depends on how good the stuff is, not how 
much you pay for it. 

We'll stack our MS150 against anybody's system. 

Because our air-suspension speakers are as good 
as standard speakers two sizes larger. 

Because our wide-angle sound lets you sit almost 
*Manufacturer's suggested list price (includes tinted dust cover). 


anywhere in the room and stil! get the full stereo effect. 

Because our rugged amplifier gives you a full 50 
watts of EIA rated power so you don't lose any high or 
low sound levels. 

Because our compensated loudness control lets 
you hear all the music at any volume level. 

And because the Garrard custom professional 
automatic turntable with magnetic cartridge gives you 
smooth, distortion-free sound. So, don’t let the price 
scare you. As long as it 
sounds great, what do you S N IA 
care how much it costs? GENERAL TELEPHONE & ELECTRONICS 


“ 


Put your favorite tobacco in 
any Yello-Bole pipe. The newhoney 
lining in the imported briar bowl 
gives you the mildest, most flavor- 
ful smoke you've ever tasted. 

If not, return the pipe with 
your sales slip to Yello-Bole, and 
we'll refund your purchase price. 

Free booklet shows how to 
smoke a pipe; styles $3.50 to $6.95. 
Write Yello-Bole Pipes, Inc., New 
York, N.Y. 10022, Dept. N6. 


We guarantee you'll like it. 


we put honey in the bowl 


facts that show that most of them are 
(or were) ruthless men, emotionally un- 
rewarding to work for or to live with. 
For any reader who still wants to be a 
sell-made success, there's a good analysis 
of how the new business climate will 
alfcct tomorrow's would-be tycoons. 

In Levels of the Game (Farrar, Straus & 
Giroux), John McPhee takes an impor- 
t match between two topllight sports- 
men and molds it into a tense, 150-page 
study of the psyche and sociology of 
modern, big-time tennis. The setting is 
the semifinal men's singles m last 
year’s first U.S. Open Championships at. 
Forest Hills, which pitted Arthur Ashe 
against Clark Gr: Миф of the 
book is devoted to replaying the points 
themselves, and the author brilliantly 
describes the struggle as it swings first 
one way, then the other. But his larger 
goal is to show how two longtime rivals, 
almost identical in age, training and skill 
but totally dissimilar in heritage and 
attitude, react in a competitive situation, 
We learn that Graebner beli 
сап be counted on to play 


sometimes foolhardy дате because he 
black and past rebuffs have made him 
gambler. Ashe, in turn, is convinced that 
Gracbner's more cautious style reflects a 
conservative WASP upbringing. McPhee 
records cach players thoughts during 
critical moments. He notes habits and 
superstitions. follows Gracbner’s frequent 
glances to his wife for encouragement 
and finds that Ashe is nowhere ne: 
cool inwardly as his phlegmatic expres- 
sion would indicate. Since one of the two 
went on to win the championship, the 
result of the encounter can come as no 
surprise to followers of the sport Vct 
the author manages to maintain suspense 
throughout in delivering this literary acc. 

The problem with Theodore Soren- 
sen's The Kennedy Legeey (Macmillan) is 
that nearly all of it has been told before, 
A key aide to John Kennedy, less close 
to Robert, Sorensen recapitulates the ca- 
reers of the brothers, summarizes their 
differences and. simiku s and outlines 
what he considers to be their “joint 
legacy.” One new fragment of informa 
tion is that listening to Adlai Stevenson 
brood in his 1952 acceptance speech 
about how he had prayed for that ° 
to pass from him, John Kenn 
the statement to be 
in view of the Illinois 
phone and other contacts to delegates 
asking that they draft him." In another 
passage of rare candor, Sorensen charges 
that J. Edgar Hoover, whether or not he 
believed he had authorization, “knowing: 
ly engaged in surveillance practices of 
very dubious legality as well as morality 
in a wide variety of cases." But there i 
no specifics. Predictably. the book is v 
ly protective of the Kennedys. Th 


vernors tele- 


a few gently retrospective criticisms 
(J. F. К. awakened too late to the quick 
sand he was getting n Vietnam 
R. F.K. was а late awakencr to a lot 
of things. But no serious analysis is 
made of their shortcomings. As lor the 
Kennedy "legacy," it is, as described by 
Sorensen, the well-known "new liber- 
alism," a product of many other sources 
besides the Kennedys: no more Vietnams 
abroad, a fundamental reallocation of 
resources at home and the encourage. 
ment, within limits, of decentralization 
and community control. Sorensen finally 
does answer one question often asked of 
him: What would J-F.K. have done 
about Vietnam, had he lived? "I bel 
he would have kept our participatio: 
much lower level.” But the justness of 
Шаг par ion? It took even his 
brother quite a while to begin to ques- 
tion that. 


to 


MOVIES 


Role after role, regardless of the name 
they give him, Anthony Quinn continues 
to play Zorba, "Look at life with the 
eye of says Quinn in A Dreom of 
Kings, which plunges him into the main- 
steam of a Greck-American community 
in Chicago. Filmed on location by direc 
tor Daniel Mann, the movie sponges up 
local color with due respect for author 
Harry Mark Petrakis’ frankly remini 
cent novel but with lule of its raucous 
humor, and gives Quinn license to do his 
Zorba thing as a ne'erdo-well named 
Matsoukas, Though still larger than life, 
this Greek is more or less domesticated. 
ground down by poverty and defeat. His 
only son is dying of an incurable dis 
ase, his exhausted wife (Irene Papas) no 
longer gives а damn that the [amilys 
roots reach back to the very foot of 
Mount Olympus, and the young widow 
(Inger Stevens) whose bed he shares 
doesn't really understand him, either. 
When he isn't gambling away his last 
dollar or operating a “master counseling 
service” that specializes in carthy wisdom 
for young and okl—an impotent septu: 
genarian and a L-year-old masturbator 
are typical of his clientele—Matsoukas 
dreams of taking his doomed son home 
10 Greece, in the mystical hope that a 
miracle may happen there. Dream of 
Kings is strongly acted in the sentimen- 
tal tradition, though the dialog occasion- 
ally rings false—poor im ЇЧ 
eloquent about their despai 
ner dictated beside swimming pools in 
Beverly Hills. 


Without a hint of mawkishness or 
condescension, Swedish film maker Bo 
Widerberg celebrates the aspirations of 
simple working people in Adalen 31, a 
lyric tragedy that surpasses even his 
morable Elvira Madigan. Adalen is 
uly based on a true incident, a 
labor riot that took place in the Swedish 
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SHOW ME! 


Make me a Charter Subscriber to the new SHOW, The 

Magazine of Films and the Arts, when it premieres monthly 

publication in January. Twelve full months of SHOW, for 

only $6.00 (a saving of % the annual newsstand price). 
D Enclosed is my check 0 Bill me 


SHOW 
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P.O. Box 2B69 

Hollywood, California 90028 


Name. 
Address 
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CISHOW my enclosed Christmas Gift List, too. | under- 
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SHOW. 
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This Special $6 Charter offer is limited. 


SHOW, The Magazine of Film and the Arts will be devoted pri- 
marily to all aspects of film-making—from production to pop-corn 
to personalities. In addition, incisive and exciting coverage will 
be given to theatre; music, dance, television, and the visual arts. 


If you want to get to know the lively, colorful world of film- 
making and the arts—be sure and Have us SHOW you! 


district of Adalen in 1931, when armed 
but inexperienced troops fired upon a 
strikers’ march, killing four workmen 
and an innocent girl. Widerberg himsell 
was scarcely a year old at the time, but 
that proves no handicap, for he views 
the facts through a poet's eye, nor to 


rehash history but to transcend it. His 
method is to weave a tapestry of warm 
vignettes from the lives of two famili 
one rich, опе poor—separated by class 
distinctions that disolve during à long 
troubled autumn, when the factory n 
agers teenage daughter (Marie De Geer) 
gives hersell to the sensitive young son 
(Peter Schild) of a strike leader. In 
these carly scenes—before strike-busting 
scabs are called to Adalen and the first 
rock is thrown in anger through a cot 
tage window—Widerberg opens up the 
humdrum world his characters inhabit as 
if he were perusing an album of ireas 
ured snapshots. Nothing human lacks 
significance for him: a child's wonder at 
seeing his father shaving; the stunted 
longing of a youngish working-class cou 
ple (flawlessly played by Kerstin Tide 
lius and Roland Hedlund) who dare not 
yield to their passion, for fear of another 
pregnancy: the shy, tender feelings be 
tween two teenagers in their sexual ini 
tiation; the hilarious explorations ol 
another lad (Jonas Bergstim), who hyp 
notizes local girls in order to study their 
crogenous zones. Photographed (by Jór 
gen Person) in an impressionistic manner 
worthy of Monet, Widerbergs pastoral 
hymn to life is unequivocally romantic. 


thus all the more effective when bloody 
violence intrudes upon it with the sudden: 
ness of a summer storm, Adalen 31, 
though drenched in beauty, is a fully 
political film of protest, as modern in 
spirit as a peace marcher's bruised mem. 
ories of Chicago. 

moothly directed by William Kotcheft 
from a novel by David Stuart Leslie. Two 
Gentlemen Sharing focuses a cold white 
light on the neglected subject of racial 
unrest in Britain, At first glance, Lon 
don's ghettos look quaint, compared 
with the slums of Harlem. But the social 


forces that create them are shown to be 
in some ways less susceptible to remedy 
than in the U, S., where black-white ten- 
sion has become a high-priority public 
issue. Two Gentlemen, modest about its 


solid credeutials as a sleeper, cases up to 
the problem in a deceptively casual man 
ner, The film's hero is a bland. young 
adman (Robin Phillips), born to aristo- 
cratic parents, who sustain themselves by 
stately home to 


opening their crumbling, 
tourists, The son, im turn, opens his 
London flat to а black roommate (Hal 
Frederick) from Jamaica and soon insin- 
uates himself into the world of flashy 
dance halls and sleazy Hats that the black. 
man dreams of escaping forever as soon 
as he obtains his degree in law: "Me 


trying to get into the white middle class 


Synergistic Stereo 


RCA introduces a component system 


You don't 
have to run 
yourself 
ragged shopping for matched com- 
ponents for your Stereo system. 
Now you can buy anentire first-class 
component system from one manu- 
facturer. Us. 

It's synergistic sterco- RCA's new 
component series. There's nothing 
quite like it for great stereo. 

All by RCA 

Take our 555000 above. АП of its 
components are matched to work 
together for optimum performance 
and compatibility, Every one of 
them—the speakers, the tuner/ 
amplifier, and the turntable—were 
designed and built by RCA. And as 
you would expect. we also give you 
extra features such as: 
Computer Crafted Tuner 

The SS5000 features КСА" high- 
performance Computer Crafted 
Stereo Tuner in the tuncr/amplifier. 
Ir means great performance 
because it brings in hard-to-get 
FM/AM and FM Sterco stations 
and separates stations crammed 
together on the dial. 


greater than the sum of its parts. 


100 watts peak power 
Put behind all this a tuner/amplifier 
with 100 watts of peak power. 

This solid state stereo amp can 
handle everything from the massive 
tones of a pipe organ pedal to the 
delicate upper range of the piccolo. 
That’s synergistic stereo for you. 
Speakers in sealed enclosures 
Each speaker unit houses a 10-inch 
woofer with an especially flex 
rubber suspension called “Elastomer 
Surround"—a new technique in 
speaker construction. 

Elastomer Surround provides 
greater depth and clarity to the bass 
tones, giving them such power 
they can actually blow outa mat 
The upper register is handled 
by two 314 -inch specially designed 
tweeters. 

Synchronous motor turntable 
The turntable on our SS5000 

is a precision 4-speed instrument for 
automatic or manual playing. Its 
synchronous motor assures accurate 


record speeds 
regardless of 
line voltage 
variations. So 
friction-free 
is the turn- 
table, it contin- 
ues to turn for 
nearly a minute 
after it’s shut off. 
And there's more 
Our 555000 is abundant with 
features such as our famous Feather 
Action Tone Arm, a Duralifc® 
diamond stylus, a pause selector, 
muting switch, tape and earphone 
jack—and many others. 
Lower priced models, too 
There are three synergistic stereo 
systems in all. Our lower-priced 
models—the 554000 and the 553000 
are more compact, with some 
of the same features as the S85000. 
We said they were greater than 
the sum of their parts. But why not 
pay acall to your RCA dealer 
and find out for yourself? 
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The Creative Switch 


No other canera has it. The Creative Switch 
circled in the photograph allows you to make a 
choice between two separate exposure meter 
systems and guarantees a perfect exposure every 
time. Why two? Because subjects with front 
lighting are measured easiest with an "averaged" 
meter system. With back or side lighting you 
need a spot" meter system to read the most 
important part of the picture. Almost all fine 
35mm SLR cameras have one of these systems, 
only the Mamiya /Sekor DTL has both. 

The DTL with every important SLR feature 

is priced from less than $180, plus cese. 

Ask for a demonstration at your 
photo deater or write for folder. 


momiyo/sekor 


FPorder&Best, Corporate Offices: 1201 West 
Pico Boulevard, Los Angeles, California 90064. 


If it weren't for a volcano, Leilani would taste 
and cost the same as any ordinary rum. 
== 


Leilani 
Kawallan 
Rom 


елан RUN BO P КЕ caine O/STLLERS co. коншы, mawar 


more. That's because we make 
a small distillery. And we 
make it slowly. Carefully. In 
small barches. On a remote is- 
land. So we can't make much of ü 

Bat we think you'll find the taste so 
ant, you won't mind paying that 
lirtle bir extra. 

After all, Leilani is made in paradise, 


в а dormant vol- 
cano called Haleakal 

Andthelandtharsurround, == 
itis rich in volcanic ash. Which is why we 
have the juiciest sugar cane in the world. 
And why Leilani has such a light, di- pl 
tinctive flavor. 

However, Leilani does cost a little 


and you tying to get out" The theme 
that slowly emerges has more devast 
implications than that, for the your 
white unwittingly stokes his sexual fanta 
sies and self-destrucive impulses by latch 
ing onto blacks who are Ш equipped to 


shoulder the white man's. psychological 
burdens along with their own. A pesi 
mistic participant in the action is pert 
Judy Geeson, whose upbringing by inter 
racial parents in the ghetto has made her 
painfully wise to the ways of well-meaning 
white boys. Two Gentlemen is really a 
movie about exploitation of the most 
insidious kind, pointed up in the relation 
ship between a black model (Daisy Mae 
Williams) and а gauche white swinger 
(Norman Rossingion), whose Roman 
bathroom includes a Polaroid camera 
among its permanent fixtures. Such minor 
sensations seldom mar the texture ol a 
script (by Evan Jones) notable for explor 
ing sensitive issues with intelligence and 
restraint. 


A brand-new style of acting marks the 
first major movie role of rock sin 
Jordan Christopher (husband of Rich 
Burton's ex-wife, Sybil), who cmotes main- 
ly from the waist down. Writhing opposite 
Jennifer Jones in Angel, Angel, Down We 
Go, Jordan plays a hard-rock type with 
а beat so loud and steady that rich, new- 
totic ladies scarcely seem to notice that he 
Before 
d 
ond necklace—its one of those signif- 
icant moments in life, when a woman 
must choose between opening her p: 
chute and saving the family jewels—Je 
nifer docs all she can to divert Jord 
from her daughter (ziftig Molly New 
There is too much singing in Angel, 
Angel and very little to sing about—in 
the music. in the fashionable collages 
used as filler between scenes or in the 
story written and directed with hollow 
seriousness by Robert Thom. Some of his 
gamiest mots fall to the unfortunate Miss 
Jones, who has seldom reached lower 
depths professionally and is now asked 
to swallow her pride along with such 
lines as, “I made thirty stas films and 
never faked an orgasm. 


Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid works 
up а certain raffish vitality when Katha- 
rine Ross as a renegade schoolmarm in 
Bolivia, begins to teach phonetic Spanish 
to her companions—a pair of expatriate 
һайтеп (Paul Newman and Robert Red- 
ford) who are planning to hold up a 
few banks. The year is 1905 and Butch 
Cassidy recounts the real-life adventures 
of an outlaw trio whose legend rapidly 
overtook them after the century turned. 
Scenarist William Goldman and director 
George Roy Hill plainly meant to куле 
this tale of two inept, aging despera- 


docs and their moll, mixing folksy hu- 
mor, lyricism and signals of impending 
doom into a Bonnie and Clyde of the 


Maggie Perkins thinks ^ - 
. -guys who wear Old Spice 
understand what women like. 


Girls like it. Isthere a better reason to wear Old Spice? 


Old Spice Cologne After Shave and Gift Sets--also available in Lime. 
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Bold new 
Brut for men. 
By Fabergé. 


If you have 
any doubts 
about yourself, 
try something else. 


For after shave, after shower, 
after anything! Bru 


bootsandaddles era, Cassidy's wayward 
trio are social misfits whose mode of life 
has become preposterous: but that irony 
ought to be left for an audience to ligure 
out. The joke sometimes palls when the 
characters themselves try to be funny, 
trading insults and spewing 
ic asides about the jobs they have bu 
And Newman often. lapses into 
mere cuteness, exploiting his good looks 
stead of exploring the nuances of his 
le. But if you can forget that director 
Hill set out to create an epic and ended 
up with three beautiful people just hors 
ing around on camera, the time slips 
away pleasantly, all in all. 


achronis- 


Three actors bare 
dispassionate investigator representing a 
"court of appeal" in The Ritual, а film 
originally created for television by Swe 
dens formidable Ingmar Bergman 
Judged by this standard, Swedish TV 
must be anything but a cultural waste- 
and: one str to imagine а U.S. 
rector erupting onto the small screen 
with such sexual revelations. psychologi- 
cal insights and four-letter words. As in 
much of his recent work, Bergman seems 
obsessed. with the very [act of bein 
artist, He keeps asking what relationship 


their souls to а 


exists between the world at | ahal- 
ited for the most part by dullards—and 
those complex creative beings, like him- 


self, whose inner compulsion is to make 
order out of chaos, The Ritual’s investi- 
guor, or judge (played with chilling 
precision and а hint of prurience by Exi 
Hell), may be viewed as a stand-in for 
the common man, who begins by ques 
tioning the actors about an allegedly 
obscene. performance and is led by them 
imo an ordeal of soul searching that 
renders his life unbearable. Prior (o a 
ritualistic climax, during which the ac 
tors repeat their offensive skit in the 
judges chamber—the lady topless. while 
her male costars brandish giant leather 
phalluses—the drama takes shape as а 
series of interviews filmed mostly in pene- 
trating close-ups. Ingrid Thulin. Gun- 
nar Björnstrand and Anders Fk, three 
familiar faces from the accomplished 
Bergman stable, approach their moments 
of truth with a skill that hypnotizes. 
Like members of a flawless string quar 
tet, they siw away at discordant themes 
relating to fear, adultery, greed, cruelty, 
alcoholism and emotional dependency. 
Family entertainers they're not: but they 
serve a mister whose slightest compos 
bears the hallmark of greatness 


Spitfires, Messerschmitts and scores of 
other World War ‘Two planes blacken 
the sky in Battle of Britain, producer Harry 
Salman's multimillion dollar recreation 
of the onslaught by which Hitler 
hoped to destroy England's resistance to 
invasion in the summer ol 1940, The 
scenes are spectacular and look as 
though they might have cost ci to 


have financed the actual War. Yet, it isn't 
much of a pic less one craves the 
vicious thrill flung bodily 
imo x cockpit, there 10 be blitzed with 
bullets, blood and a deafening sound 
wack, When the action switches to the 
ground lor highlevel conferences, La 
rence Olivier appears in an imperson 
tion of Air Chief. Marshal Sir Hugh 
Dowding, whose grave concern for the 
funne of England galvanizes Michael 
. Trevor Howard. Kenneth More, 
Ralph Richardson, Robert Shaw, Mi 
diel Redgrave and many another cel 
brated actor—none. thank Cod, playing 
Winston Churchill. To supply the per 
sonal touch required for war epics, Chr 
topher Plummer and Susannah York 
condua their own running ile of 
al discord, locked in debate over 
whether a proper wile owes greater alle- 
giance to her husband or the WAF, As 
for the major conflict. Hitler's Lufieaf) 
seems to be the loser, though its defeat is 
documented more excitingly in vintage 
newsreels, 


A number of shady characters are 
found with ice picks buried in heir 
throats, and the man who figures out 
why is Philip Marlowe, Raymond Chan- 
dlers private-eye hero of yore. While 
Hollywood has done beter by this рас 
ticular shtick (Humphrey Bogart in The 
Big Меер, lor example), vou'll find the 
action in Marlowe lively (he 
nice and sleazy and the tone of the piece 
so solidly old-fashioned that it stis a 
kind of nostalgia. James Garners Mar- 
lowe, looking tired and overweight, sets 
involved with а famous TV star (welt 
Gayle Hunnia) who would like to 
recover some compromising photographs 
of herselt in the arms of an equally 
famous gangster. The girl's life is clearly 
a mess. but a pretty опе, and the bad 
company she keeps turns out to be 
steadily entertaining. There's no опе in 
the cast without a dirty little secret, put 
into wry words by scenarist Stirling Silli 
phant and spruced up for the family 
trade by director Paul Bogart. Among 
the diveli of the suspects is reliable 
Ritt Moreno, very good. indeed, as an 
ever-ready stripper who claims to have 
studied acting in New York with Lee 
Strasberg, and probably did. 


rder plot 


Robert Shaw, as the Spanish conquis- 
tidor Francisco Pizarro. and Christopher 
Plum gain, as the Dian emperor 
Atahualpa, conduct a series of heated di 

logs in The Royal Hunt of the Sun, based on 
British playwright Peter Shiller's drama 
about the Spaniards who came to plunder 
the Peruvian realm of the Incas in 1531 
grinative staging (hat enhanced 
both the London and the Broadway pro- 
ductions of the play, director Irv 
Lerner's Technicolor movie version sib. 
stitutes a kind of clean, lincar 
Yer the tone throughout remains strictly 
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Now you can watch 
the Russians coming even if 


youre 250,000 miles from home. 


Our new portable TVs 
never let you miss a great event. 
Even when there's no place to 
plug them in. 

Because we made them as 
portable as portable radios. So 
they could play even on the moon. 
We did it by inventing a special 
pair of powerful batteries. Not 
a bulky battery pack, but batteries 
small enough to work right inside 
the sets. You don't pay extra 
for them. In fact, you get something 
extra. Almost twice as much 
battery life as the separate battery 


Actual picture as broadcast 
vin closed elreull TV. 


packs other portables have to 
use. What's more, our batteries 
are protected from overdraining 
and overcharging by special 
circuitry built into each of our 
Solid-State sets. Like the Panasonic 
“Stonybrook,” Model TR-449B be- 
ing watched by our spacemen. And 
the slightly smaller “Oakridge,” 
Model TR-415B, (АП sets also 
run on house current.) 

See this new kind of TV 
atany dealer we permit to 
carry the Panasonic line. 
Including the “Wrist Watch." 


A portable TV small enough to fit 
right into the palm of your hand. 
You'll find you don't have to be 
250,000 miles from home to enjoy 
them. 
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the ALL LABEL Tape Club 


UNITED. 
ARTISTS 


Now, by joining the CARTRIDGE TAPE 
CLUB OF AMERICA, you can save 331 % 
on all the top hits, from every label. Buy 
just the tapes you want, when you want 
them, and receive a subscription to The 
Glass List — the magazine with the most 
complete list of tapes in existence, as well 
as tape reviews, features, and updated list- 
ings of the new tapes as they come out. 

Members will also receive reduced prices 
оп home and auto tape players, and spe- 
cial members only sale opportunities, You 
will never be required to buy any tapes 
and nothing will ever be sent unless you 
request it. 

Previously membership was offered on a 
lifetime basis for $5. But now you can join 


FOR ONLY 


for a year for only $1. Then you decide to 
continue or nat. We will not bother you 
with renewals. 

Even if you are a member of other clubs, 
it will pay you to join just to be able to save 
on top hits, top artists from all labels—as 
well as for receiving The Glass List. But you 
must act now. Send $1.00. When sending, 
save time by ordering some tapes from the 
sample list below. Circle the numbers of 
the tapes and add the amount members 
pay to your membership fee. One check 
brings you tapes, membership, and Glass 
List master catalog immediately. If coupon 
is missing write Dept. 129A, 

Cartridge Tape Club of America, 
47th & Whipple, Chicago, III. 60632. 


Members 
О Влак $658 $4. g: 
О Cassette 5 


Please specify: 


Се тте  — — — — — — — 
53 FARLYSTEPFENWULT — — — — — — 
E54 GALVESTON—Lawrence Wok — — 


856 QUENTIN" 
85 1 


Sel ir: 


Cartridge Tape Club of America Dept. 129A 
‘47th and Whipple, Chicago, Ш. 60632 


Here is my check for $ — covering the 
31.00 trial membership fee plus the — om 
tapes 1 have ordered and circled. 


Bs5 "WITH LOVE -Boots Randolph Name 
ТНЕМЕ- Charles Randolph — — 
16 OF THEIR GREATEST HITS rer 
tity x 
862 ORIGINAL GOLDEN HITS, Vol. 1—Johnny Cash State dip 


theatrical—a_yolley of words touching 
upon questions of religion, honor and in 
tegrity that only an English dramatist 
would dare put into the mouths of a 
halfsavage king and the Spanish soldier 
of fortune who slew thousands of Incas, 
kidnaped their ruler and then killed 
him, alter collecting a sun god's ransom 
in gold. It is a vigorous drama of со 
frontation, arranged for two strong 
tors who how to add flesh and 
sinew to the gleaming bones of their 
text. "You eat your God?” inquires the 
captive Atahualpa, clearly among the 
test tongues in the West, when he sees 
a chance (o heap sophisticated scorn 
upon the Catholic rite of Holy Com- 
munion. All the performers in Royal 
Hunt talk that way, and they are easy 
enough to listen to—even if their How 
of dialog is too literate to be truc. 


row 


The role Nicol Williamson plays in 
The Reckoning strongly resembles his ear- 
lier stage and sarcen portrayals of the 
contemporary man who succeeds in the 
establishment but can't stanch the. flow 
of venom from his working-class roots 
One of England's few active volcanoes, 
Williamson projects contempt. rude am- 
bition, class hatred and compulsive sc 
wality better than any living actor. (At 
any rue, without him, The Кес 
would be no more than a sccond-suring 
Room at the Top.) Is a rambling story 
(based on а book by Patrick Hall) about 
a London wheelerdealer who is drawn 
back to the red-brick poverty of Liver: 
pool by his father’s death. Feeling 
Irish-Catholic blood up when he learns 
that the old man's heart attack may have 
resulted from a brawl with a Teddy boy, 
the hero hits the sauce, enjoys a briel 


oning 


his 


interlude with a ripe housewife (played 
with customary skill and warmth by 
Rachel Roberts—Mrs. Rex Harrison. in 
private life) and. sets off 10 even some 
scores, with the Teddy boy, with his own 
lil-livered colleagues in London, with 
his aristocratic wife (Aun Bell) aud with 
anyone else who gets in the way. Direc 
tor Jack Gold goes bit far in imposing 
the fast, fashionable pace of a detective 
thriller upon a drama that is basically 
serious and subjective. Anyway, the 
ificially excited style is superlluous, Гот 
Williamson tikes complete charge of the 
movie with a mere blink of his eyes, 
ch come popping out under pressure 
Jike two pale sacs of poison, 


Putting stage productions of classic 
plays in front of a movie camera is as 


hazindous аз put arden vegetables 
imo cans: Much of the nutrition and 
flavor may be retained, but the full, 


fresh glory of the creation is irretriev- 
able, Shakespeare for 
London and Broadway this year by Tony 
Richardson, provided a platform for the 
afore Nicol Williamson, who 
played the Melancholy Dane as a prosy, 


Hamlet, directed 


ntioned 


Serving Americans 
for more than 

50 years 

the world over 


Nemet Auto International 


Since 1916 the Nemet organization has been meeting the needs of Americans throughout the world. 
For U.S. servicemen now overseas, working with Nemet means Total Service and Total Security — your 
car is where you want it, when you want it, serviced and ready to go. 


Over 50,000 trouble-free deliveries to Americans throughout the world! Just ask your buddy — the odds are 
that either he or someone he knows has purchased a car through Мете! and saved up to 30% over U.S. prices. 


Your confidence is rewarded since Nemet protects your order and your money — we've been doing it for 
over 52 years so that you know we are no johnny-come-lately. But remember, you are only eligible if you order 
while outside the U.S. Write or mail a coupon today to Nemet Auto International for your FREE 60 page 
Master Catalog, giving all the facts about buying a new European car at factory prices. 


Nemet Auto International 
153-03 Hillside Avenue, Jamaica, New York 11432 (Near J.F.K. Inti. Airport) 
World's Largest Distributors of desde Cars at Factory Prices. 


Nemet auto Internat 76-30: Nemet Auto International “78-30: Nemet Auto Interrationat Uu 
159703 iste ave, Jamaica, NY. 11432 Í 1308 шде Ales Jamaica, N.Y. 11432 2 15305 Mise Aves Tamia, NY. 11432 


Please send me а FREE copy of your 60 : Please send me a FREE copy of your 60 : Please send me a FREE copy of your. 60 


Nemet Auto International 
153.03 Hillside Ave., Jamaica, N.Y. 11432 


Please serd me a FREE copy of your 
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The permanent portable. 
Its going places. 


No wonder. A camera this small is a joy to carry. off your back Seventeen interchangeable lenses, 
Meet Pen FT, the smallest 35mm single lens reflex bellows, filters, flash, whatever you need to complete 
camera ever made. So light it’s there when you need your photographic system. 
it and when you don't you hardly know it's there. Everything about Pen FT is economical, including 

Equpped with an advanced through-the-lens the film. You get twice as many pictures from any 
metering system, it comes in about half the size and 35mm roll. Enlargements are easy—up to 36" х 48"— 


without loss of clarity. Try Pen FT for size at your 


weight of an ordinary 35mm SLR. The same is true 
local post exchange. You'll go places with it. 


of all the accessories that go with it. And that’s a load 


OLYMPUS 


P) orvmrus ornica co, cro. 
Room 263, Old-Marunouchs Bldg., Суод и, 
Tokyo. Japan 


OLYMPUS OPTICAL СО. 
(EUROPA) GmbH. 
2 Hamburg 1, Steindamm 105, Germany 


Devastate your buddies 
with your awesome 


knowledge of high fidelity. 


Send for this free book.($2 value) 
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(The ins and outs of the equipment, 
and how to get it at a military discount.) 


This 72-page full- 
color reference guide is 
required reading for hi-fi 
and stereo shoppers а 
self-proclaimed authorities 
on high fidelity equipment 
and installations. 

Illustrated articles 
explore every aspect of the 
subject in simple, nontechnical 
language, plus a glossary and a detailed 
description of Fisher stereo components. 

And along with the book you'll get complete 
details on how to buy hi-fi equipment 


at huge tary discount: 


Study this material carefully. It's just 
the kind of information that, used at the right time 
and place, could earn you a promotion. 
Fisher Radio International, Inc. 
11-41 45th Road, Long Island City, New York 11101. 


Name 


Address 


АР.О./Е.Р.О. 
If ане mail reply desired, please enclose $1.00. 


For information on a special program for personnel serving in Vietnam 
contact Getz Bros. & Co., Inc. (Vietnam) P O. Box 43, Saigon. Tel. 92890. 
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Visit the Ricoh Pavilion at EXPO '70 ютото 


"| KNOW HOW TO SAY ‘NO’!” 


“I'm really a very nice girl. 

Everyone says so. 

Even my mother thinks so. 

I control my aggressions better than most people. 
And I never let my desires run away with me. 
So І do know how to say “по!” 


“But who can say ‘no’ to Ricoh? 
And to the guy who has got one!” 


Who can blame our pretty restrained lass? 

After all, Ricoh has a lot going for it. 

No other camera but RICOH's 126C Flex offers split second 
cartridge loading & unloading plus an SLR system 

with a refined through-the-lens exposure meter. 

Sharp 4-element £:2.8 lens. Rapid-fire 4-shot flash cubes. 
Interchangeable lenses! Stunningly styled. 

The newest concept in cameras at a most pleasing price. 
RICOH's 126C-Flest 


RICOH CO., LTD. 


No. 14-6, é-chome, Ginzo, Chuo-ku, Tokyo, Japon 


EXCLUSIVE 3-IN-ONE CAMERA 
RICOH 126C-FLEX 


A Sheaffer Pen is an exquisitely made, superior writing instrument. 
Its also a terrific thing to send someone youd like to get a letter from. 
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Panasonic's RS-280S is a 4-track 
stereo cassetta racorder. 


In fact, RS-280S is the only cassette re- 
corder on the market today with genuine 
stereo. (This is very important when you 
consider that all pre-recorded cassette 
tapes are made in stereo.) RS-280S also 
has our exclusive automatic stert-and- 
stop 'pop-up' cassette system. And 20- 
watt music power lets you enjoy true-to- 
life stereophonic sound. But what makes 
RS-280S capricious is that... 


Panasonic’s RS-280S is an 
FM/AM/EM sterao radio, too. 


FM 


РЕТ ЗМ у тти! 


м Gil 


This lets you record FM stereo and FM/AM 
broadcasts direct. That means you don’t 
need connecting cords. And that means 
you can listen to your favorite program 
while recording it. Sut what makes RS- 
280$ even more capricious is that... 


Thecapricious 
stereo cassette recorder. 


Panasonic's RS-280S radio-cassatte 
racorder is an amplifier for 
phonographs, too. 


And for any other sound equipment 
you'd like to hear. All you have to do is 
connect it to RS-280S. Then, turn the 
sound-source-selector knob to the proper 
marking. Panasonic's RS-280S 
(with warranty service throughout the 
U.S). For those who have capricious 
sound habits. 


PANASONIC 


NATIONAL and PANASONIC are the brandnames of Matsushita Electric 


Why miss 


the International Auto Show? 
We'll send it to you...by air. 


CTE EUROPEAN CAR CATALOG 
exclusively for Military 
and Government Personnel 


SAVE UP TO 30% 


DELIVERED STATESIDE 
OR IN EUROPE 


Yes—you сап save up to 30% on the 
purchase of a car from CTE because 
you're overseas and rate a special price, 
tax-free at the factory in Europe. Take 
your pick — maybe a sporty Triumph, а 
flashy Jaguar or г luxurious Mercedes. 
We'll ship it to the U.S. or deliver it in 
Europe. We can arrange a special financ- 
ing plan if you rank E-4 or above. Or you 
сап use our lay-away plen. We can do 
everything except choose the car you 
want. For full details of car prices, acces- 
sories, colors, financing, etc., send the 


coupon with one dollar. 
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Remember that shiny car you used to cruise around in? 


A foot on the accelerator. 

And a full tank of gasoline 

And all the tire in the world to 
burn it up. 

Why not let us fly you back to all 
this? We'll do it for half price (as part 
of the special military discounts origi- 
nated by American Airlines). 

For example: When you fly 


stand-by from Los Angeles to pick up your leave papers. Then show 
Washington, D.C. we cut the regular up at the airport in uniform 
$137 fare to $68.00. Chicago to In no time at all we'll have you 
New York, we cut the regular $45 home and cruising around in that 
fare to $23.00.* sleek little chariot of yours. 

On most days fly reserved (with After all, who ever had any fun 
a guaranteed seat), and we still cut in an Army truck? 
the regular fare by a third. All you have Fly the American Way Home. 
to do is pick up Form 1580 when you American Airlines. 


caustic, uleerous contemporary man. Оп 
film, when Williamson soliloquizes about 
the death of his kingly father in gigantic 
close-ups, the prince appears to be let- 
ting off steam in the context of a TV 
interview with David Susskind. What 
this Hamlet lacks in poetic grandeur, 
however, is compensated for by absolute 
clarity concerning his motives and cues 
for passion, He is a young firebrand, 
apolitical but never apathetic, obviously 
prepared to fling himself across the gen- 
eration moat, if need be, to bring the 
institutions of his cynical elders crum- 
bling around their heads. Though photo- 
graphed in color, in the murky limbo of 
a former locomotive roundhouse, the 
film as a whole is still fairly primitive, 
compared with the 1948 Hamlet of Lau- 
renee Olivier. And the supporting cast 
(including tawny Marianne Faithfull as 
Ophelia) seldom emerges from the shad- 
ow of Williamson, whose mercurial per- 
formance deserves to be kept for the 


theatrical archives 

No explanation of the offbeat title is 
offered in the course of The Sterile Cuckoo, 
but our curiosity about it dwindled stead- 
ily while sitting through the movie, based 
on a novel by John Nichols. The dauntless 
promoters of the film call it “а romance as 
unprediaable as a рирру... and just as 
irresistible,” which should tip you. Cuck- 
oo's principal puppy is Liza Minnelli, 
frisking around without letup as a college 
freshman nicknamed Pookie, who registers 
at a school in Upstate New York, meets 
her first love (Wendell Burton), scares hell 
out of him with a threatened pregnancy 
and loses out when her nonstop exuber- 
ance wears him down, If it’s any com- 
fort to producerdirector Alan J. Pakula 
(heretofore known as a producer of 
much better movies; eg, То Kill a 
Mockingbird), there are, no doubt, girls 
like Pookie running around loose— 
scared, silly creatures who talk too loud 
and too long, unpopular girls whose 
hy, widowed fathers are always 
on a trip. On the evidence here, 
Pakula’s prime objective was to pave the 
way to movie stardom for Liza, who docs 
display a certain Hair for scatterbrained 
comedy, particularly when she’s trying to 
lose her virginity in an unheated road- 
side cabin on the coldest day of the year. 
Nothing that a camera can do to dis- 
pense charm has been overlooked by 
Pakula, who plunges his would-be star 
headlong into heaps of autumn leaves 
and into snowbanks, filling the screen so 
full of her that the rest of the movie 
often Jooks like an afterthought. 


Inanimate objects outperform the hu- 
man actors in Une Femme Douce (4 Gentle 
Woman), coolly adapted Crom a Dostoic 
sky short story and set in modern Paris 
by Robert Bresson, a veteran French 
film maker so fond of understatement 
that practically nothing is expressed in 


You dont know her 


..and yet she could be the one you loved, 
the one you love, the one you vill love. 
Your “tête à tête” supper { 
is just over. 
The night promises 
to be intimate. 
We don't want to know what 
you are so tenderly 
whispering. We can 
easily guess it. 


But there is one thing we are 
quite sure about: ycu have 
offered her a glass of Remy 
e Martin because Remy Martin 
| is more than just a cognac; 
it is a Fine Champagne * 
cognac (V.S.O.P. 

of course). 


* Fine Champagne means thal il comes from the tiny heart 
of the Cognac district : the Cognac Champagne region. 
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KAYWOODIE | 


You already know 
our name. 


Kaywoodie. A century old name. You won't 
find it on just any pipe. But when you do, 
you know it's special. Like the Kaywoodie 
Flame Grain treasured almost as a collec- 
tors’ item. Because only one in 1,000 briar 
blocks has this natural flame-graining. And 
only Kaywoodie takes the time to select them, 


But that’s Kaywoodie, the rare one. Cut 
from the oldest and finest briar, then pain- 
stakingly shaped, hand-worked and hand- 
rubbed. The permanent, built-in filter is 
added to condense moisture, trap tars and 
irritants. Whether it’s a Kaywoodie Flame 
Grain at $20 or any other Kaywoodie from 
$6.95 to $100, the result is a thing of beauty. 
A smoother, milder, more flavorful smoke. 
All you have to choose is the style. We've 
already donea lot of choosing for you. ® 


KAYWOODIEo 


The hand-made pipe 


Send 256 for complete c 
a pipe: shoces pipes from 
ts: wrie Kayseocdie, 


aloa. Tells how to smoke 
6.95 fa $250; other prod- 
N. Y. 16023," Dept, D20. 


terms of direct feeling, though his ab- 
stractions are often masterful. Bresson 
shows us Close-ups of a door handle, а 


rocking chair coming to rest, a balcony 
rail, a scarf floating earthward, then а 


suicide victim sprawled face down in the 
street, And that’s how he introduces his 
pretty heroine (Dominique Sanda), whose 
[eless body lies stretched out on a bed 
while her husband (Guy Frangin) quiet 
ly recalls, in flashbacks, the moments of 
cruelty, suspicion and despair that led 
to her death. In the austere matic 
world created by Bresson, all faces arc 
empty, all movement ritualized, and emo- 
tions must be detected from the hollow 
acres a polished floor. 
She was happy," the husband reports of 
his pensive young wile, whose wan half 
smile remains open to almost any inter- 

ion one cares to imagine. This 
enigmatic game, played with few words 
and minimal gestures, is neither highly 
entertaining nor deeply satistying. But if 
you happen to be a student working on 
your graduate thesis in cinema, you may 
learn something from Bresson's pure ec 
ошу of style. 


АШ showings of The Chins tre should 
be preceded by cries of "Timber 
ngled in this outgrowth p зелка 
usly enough, are William. 
Holden and Virna Lisi, who usually do 
i better for themselves, and. write 
director Terence Young, who n 
minded several of the f J 
Bond capers. While Virna smiles cn- 
couragement— because she is given little 
else to do—Holden plays a wealthy 
American widower whose ten-ycarold 
son is accidentally exposed to a lethal 


innocent 
so brave, 


victim, young Brook Fuller 
bright-eyed and precocious that one’s 
apathy flies to the handful 
of mo sing Гог his untimely 
death at a storybook château in the south 
of France. To satisfy the lad's every whim, 
Holden and André Bourvil, as a folksy 
family retainer, buy him a large Ford 
tractor for his very own and subsequently 
slip away to snatch а pair of wolves from 
the Paris zoo. The wolves turn out to be 
quite lovable, but they send up a deathly 
howl, come Christm c. I you can't 
guess why, you may lind Tree chock-full 
ol surprises. 


Made in Sweden and hailed by lm 
bulls as a masterpiece to be mentioned 
in the same breath with the works of 
Alfred Hitchcock, Fritz Lang and August 
Strindber 
one dubious distinction: It is a Swedish 
movie writien and directed by America’s 
outspoken essayist and social critic Su 
Sontag, probably as a result of siti 
through too many fore 
Songs principal players 
matched foursome (led by 1 


are ап 


Bankhead) working variations on the 
couples game. An older married pair lure 
а young n into their home on a 
vague business project and he is soon 
h his hostess. Ultimately, the 
a's mistress joins the fun and 
games. The husband and wife pretend 
nt to kill each other, and а fake 
murder occurs as a c X to intermina- 
ble conversations about love and death, 
predators and victims, weakness and 
strength. Though redeemed now and 
then by its poker-faced humor, Cannibals 
is thematically indigestible, as well as 
underplayed almost to the point of fe- 
tishism. Miss Sontag's favorite stunt is to 
plant her characters in moody Swedish- 
modern attitudes against large expanses 
of white wall. The Sontag style is ge 
ally cold, tough and cryptic, in the man- 
ner so often aflected by lady directors 
(such as Sweden's Mai Zetterling and 
France's Agnes Varda) who seem to be 
on guard, lest a woman's. picture som 
how reveal a tender heart. 


Breakers pound at a rocky coast and 
passion dyes every sunset purple over the 
Mediterranean island of Ibiza, where a 
boyish American beauty (Mimsy Farm- 
er lures а dullish German student 
(Klaus Grunberg) to destruction by 
means of marijuana, heroin, LSD, sex 
and whatever other weapon comcs to 
hand. That's More, a cumbersome art film 
containing a good deal less than audi 
ences шау have been Led (o expea by 
the first wave of critical praise. In fact, 
this overtouted story of a couple going 
to hell with themselves on a sun-struck 
promontory is poorly written (in Span- 
ish, German, English and French), in- 
differenuy played and filmed like a 
promotional pitch to beer-drinking nud- 
nburg. Which is to say that 
ys plenty of skin—though 
nner apt to excite any pru 
rient interest im the hero and heroine, 
even when they have shed their ostenta- 
tiously hip costumes to take a Lesbian 
chum to bed for a mild little orgy à trois 
photographed through acres of gauze. 
Co-author and producer-director Barbet 
Schroeder, a 28-year-old former critic for 
France's cultish Cahiers du Cinéma, 
thickens the plot of his first feature 
film with a mysterious neo-Nazi character 
and several other stereotyped creeps 
involved in the drug scene, while un- 
abashedly describing his work—amid pon- 
derous references to vampirism and the 
myth of Icarus—as “the story of a young 


man who sets out on a search for the 
sun, and finds only the тооп... the 
black su at you will o[ 


Schroeder's hi cutonic mannerisn 
but if you want to se a good man 
destroyed by а woman's wiles, go back to 
ne Dietrich as The Blue Angel 


Stanley Kramer, who 
a big way with little 


Winning takes doing. 
But that's the way he is. 
‘Today Riverside. Tomorrow 
Watkins Glen. Or a Gold 
Medal on the slopes at Aspen. 
He'll look great. doing every- V 
thing. Because his clothes are Û 
built for action. They're shaped 
and tailored for dash and comfort, 
too. The custom-woven wool 
fabrics speak for themselves. 
We make these clothes for today. 
For what's doing today. 
And a thousand tomorrows 
for the men who do. 


Phil 


Botany 500 tailored by Daroff 


For dealer and Fashion Guide, write: H. Daroff & Sons, Inc. 
m o. Furnishings coordinated by 
and Peru. Suits from $99.50. 


We 


S0 EASY 
TO GIVE AND TAKE 


Whatever you see, you can 
capture like a pro. That's the 
beauty of a Ricoh 126C-FLEX 
SLR. The instant loading SLR 
that lets you change from 
regular to wide angle to 
telephoto lenses just like that. 
Electric eye sets correct 
exposure automatically. 
Thru-the-lens viewing assures 
perfect composition. Instant 
cartridge loading and flashcube 
convenience loo! It’s easy to 
Take pictures like a pro when 
you own a Ricoh 126C-FLEX. 
Less than $125.00. 


(Ricon 


Distributed in U.S.A. by Lenco Photo Products, Inc. 
„in Consds by Ricoh of Canada Ltd. 


WORLD'S LARGEST 
ELECTRONIC KIT 
CATALOG! 
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n... with more kits and more 
color. Includes over 300 kits for unique creative 
fun at 50% savings. You can build your own 
color TV. stereo system. electronic organ. home. 

rotection system. portable and shortwave 
adios, ham and CB equipment, marine elec- 
tronic No special skills or 
knowled: illions of others have 
done it already — you can too! Mail the coupon 
today and see how easy it is. 


| HEATH company, бер. 38-69 


| Benton Harbor, Michigan 49022 ca | 
| Please send FREE 1970 Heathkit Catalog l 
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style, emploved two top Hollywood sce- 
narists (William Rose and Ben Mad- 
dow) to write him a broad, boisterous 
human comedy based on Robert Crich- 
ton's best seller, The Secret of Sonta Vittorio. 
mer gor precisely what he wanted 
from Crichton story about а townful 
of plucky Italians who conspire to con- 
ceal thousands of bottles of local vino— 
the lifeblood of their community—from 
German occupation forces during World 
War Two. Under Kramer's somewhat 
heavy hand, the movie version is directed 
like a musical, with crowds of colorful 
Italians acting as if they were doing TV 
commercials for a California wine, plus 
ihe ubiquitous Anthony Quin the 
drunken mayor of the town, acting more 
Iulian than any self-respecting native 
would dare. The film's truest perform- 
aces are delivered by the incomparable 
Anna Magnani, hilarious and poignant 
as the mayor's rampaging wife, and Virna 
Lisi, again, all heart behind eyes of melt- 
ing crystal in her conventional role as a 
proud contessa torn between the German 
commander (Hardy Kruger) and a hardy 
paisano (singer Sergio Franchi). Crich- 
ton's novel had the makings of a great 
screen comedy, given a great comic direc 
tor. Preferably one without a compulsion 
to create blockbuster entertainments. 
Probably an Italian. In fact, Vittorio De 
Sica would have been the very man. 


RECORDINGS 


Sold Ош! (Warner Bros. 
On stereo tape) is the four-sided chronicle 
of versatile Rod. McKuen's birthday con- 
cert last spring at Carnegie Hall. A 
well-drilled orchestra backs up the sand- 
papervoiced poet as he delivers a taste- 
Tully sen program of readings and 


songs (induding his themes for Joanna, 
Me, Natalie and The Prime oj Miss Jean 
Brodic); it all goes to show—for the 
umpteenth time—that McK 


the 
ү to turn his middle- 
ic asset. 


energy and since 
brow romanticism into an arti 

Stan Getz, he of the liquid tenor and 
endless stream of ideas, has come up 
with another winner in Didn't We (Verve; 
also available on stereo tape). The charts 
are by conductor Johnny Pate, which 
puts Stan ahead of the game to begin 
with. Then there's Jim Webb's title ode, 
Milt Jackson's Heartstrings, Benny Gol- 
son's Z Remember Clifford and the still- 
lovely standard What's New. Getz 
i ation is cornucopian: h 
tle harder edged than in the ра 
decided plus in our book. 

1 Got Dem OF Kozmic Blues Again Mame! 
(Columbia; also lc on stereo tape) 
is Janis Joplin's first recorded effort with 
her wd. The sever-piece group. 
es elements of the San Fran- 
cisco and Memphis styles, is a definite 


tone a 


improvement over Big Brother and the 
Holding Company: Janis’ lusty singing. 
uninhibited as ever, threatens to degen- 
erate into melodrama at some moments 
but sounds like the stone truth on Little 
Girl Blue and Work Me, Lord. 

Shades of Ed Bruce and Henson Car- 
Bill's None of My Business (both Monu- 
ment: both also available on stereo tape) 
showcase two of Nashville's future giants. 
Bruce uses unobtrusive backdrops to 
frame his resonant voice as he limns five 
of his own tone poems, plus contribu- 
tions from such songwriters as Joni Mit- 
chell and Jerry Reed; Cargill relies on 
morc extroverted arrangements as he 
delivers а well-selected program of such 
timely tunes as Dallas wier's “This 
Generation Shall Not Pass” and Roger 
Miller's Husbands and Wives. 

Sonny Stitt, by now, has all the aspects 
of his electronically ed alto very 
much the palm of his hand—he's 
simply the best around on the Varitone, 
and Come Hither (Solid State) shows why. 
Sonny has first-rate help for the occ 
—notibly Jerome Richardson on 1 
tone sax and flute and Paul Griffin on 
о and organ—as he turns his atten- 
tions to the likes of Mendocino, бепе 
on My Mind and Wichita Lineman. Plug 
in; you'll get a charge. 

The Fabulous Counts are a streamlined 
young soul band from Detroit who—: 
they amply demonstrate on Jen Jon (Cotil- 
lion; also available on stereo tape)—have 
the fire and funk necessary to make it up 
from the ranks. Whether socking home 
tested material, such as James Brown's 
indigo classic H's а Man's, Man's, Man's 
World, or their own compositions (The 
Bite, for instance). the group comes on as 
if judgment day were at hand. 


Get ready for Roberta Flack; you're 
going to be hearing a lot about and from 
her. On Roberta Flock / First Take (Atlan- 
tic: also available on stereo tape). the 
lady sings and plays piano, the latter 
providing a perfect counterpoint to her 
brilliant, honest vocali, tunes 
are almost without exception exemplary 
—from the opening Compared to What 
10 the closing Ballad of the Sad Young 
Men, а tender tone poem that's never 
been done better—and her rhythm 
accompaniment (Bucky Pizzarelli on gui- 
tar, Ron Carter оп bass and Ray Lucas 
on drums) is splendi antic has seen 
fit to add strings to most of the tracks and. 
а horn section to a couple, but they don't. 
lack's message. 


get in the way of Miss F 


Highly Distinct (RCA; also available оп 
stereo tape) is, indeed, the word for the 
Friends of Distincion—and while none 
of the material on this set is quite as 
arresting as their wellremembered Graz- 
ing in the Grass, their polished sound is 
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мао GOLDEN CAVENDISH ⁄ < 
GH GRADE Р!РЕ TOBACCO PIPE IOBACCO 
EXTRA MILD CAVENDISH 


PIPE TOBACCO 
EXTRA MILD CAVENDISH 


‘SAIL 


MADE sm HOLLAND 4v 


NIEMEYER ! 


How can it? Sail is made in Holland by blending 14 of the gentlest lazily. Sail comes four ways—from natural to fully aromatic. One 
pipe tobaccos on earth. For extra coolness it's long-cut to burn is perfect for your taste. So take the bit in your teeth and Sail. 


MADE IN HOLLAND BY THEO Nien ^ 
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fine 
fastenings 


Enrich your wardrobe with these 
attractive accessories in Midas- 
touched gold finish. Cuff Links, 
ЈҮ151. $10; Tie Bar, ТҮ152, $6.50; 
Money Clip. JY153. $7.50. Please 
order by product number and add 
50* for handling. A 


Shall we send a gilt card in your name? 
Please send check or money order to: 
Playboy Products, Department JY0801, 
Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave., 
Chicago, Ill. 60811. Playboy Club credi 
keyholders may charge to their Key-Cards. 


PLAY THE GAME THAT'S RATED [M]! 


Its the furndrink game that's loosening up 
libides from Larchmont to L.A, Any number сап 
play, and probably will. The timid probably 
shouldn't. Tip: bone up on your sexbefore- 
marriage views, BOTTOMS UP. $595 ct depart- 
ment, college and specialty stores. Or mail coupon 


т UT ATR 


IOTTOMS UP: А TAURUS CREATION 


PO. Bex 1042 | 
| Framingham, Mass. 01701 l 

Send те — — BOTTOMS UP рат). 1 enclose 

35.55 for Bach, (| 
| Kame l 


| Address. 
Le. State Zip. 
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more opulent than ever as they give suit- 
ably subtle treatment to I's Just а Game 
Lowe and This Generation. Also on tap 
is a lively version of Light My Fire. 


With rare unanimity, critics here and 
abroad have bee avagant 
praise on Luciano Berio Sinfonia (Co- 
Tumbia: also ib'e on stereo tapej— 
a superbly surrealistic synthesis of tra 
ditional and radical musical idioms, 
originally written for the New York Phil- 
harmonic and the Swingle Singers and 
now recorded by them under the com. 
poser’s direction. The crux of the piece 
comes in the long third movement, 
which uses the scherzo of Mahler's Š 
ond Symphony as an enveloping f 
work for a spicy jumble of musical 
verbal quotations, Snarches of Beetho- 
ven, Debussy and Strauss advance and 
recede, while a duster of voices moves on 
and olf mike to declaim phrases of Samu 
el Beckett and shout insunrcctionist slo- 
gans. The effect is akin to the sonic 
hurly-burly of contemporary. urban life, 
transformed by Berio's keen imagination 
into a powerful artistic statement. 

The formula employed by Sergio 
Mendes and Brasil “66 is а pat but suc 
cessful one—a soft, ly bessa-noy 
rhythmic approach to tunes, with one or 
both girls carrying the main thrust of the 
lyrics and, lately, augmenting their уос: 
and instrumental talents with orchestral 
backdrops. So Crystal Mlusions (ARM; also 
available on stereo tape), while com 
ing no surprises, is eminently liste 
Among the goodies '66'd arc Sillin' on 
the Dock of the Bay and You Stepped 
Out of a Dream. 


‘The latest entry in the jazzrock sweep- 
stakes is The Hock (Columbia; also avail. 
a eclectic scptet 
a big, brassy 
sound—augmented by the talents of v 
linist Jerry Goodman and sir 
Fred Glickstein—into a well 
program full of welcome surprises. As 
many rock groups, its attempt at orches- 
wal blues—Truth—hovers near carici 
ture: but the visceral Clown, the reflective 
1 Am the Tall Tree and the far-reaching 
Store Bought—Store Thought are all well 
knit musical structurcs. 


Bully inte-Marie’s Hlumination (V. 
guard: also available on stereo tape) is a 
mixed bag, as electronic sounds, strings 
and a combo arc used to provide the 
various showcases for Mis Sainte- 
Marie's emotional readings; she gets tell- 
ing results from her thick vibrato and 
unpredictable intonation on her own 
Suffer the Little Children and Guess 
Who 1 Saw in Paris, 

The New Don Ellis Band Goes Underground 
(Columbia; also available on sterco 
tape) indicates some interesting develop- 


ments in that quic 
Ellis has ma 


ilvery contingent. 
ed to move his aggreg: 


tion in two seemingly d c direc- 
tions at the same time. He continues to 
evolve arde sounds and rhythms 


while incorporating a distinct soul feel- 
ing. The later is embodied in the pre 

се of vocalist Patti Allen and in some 
very funky d 


Alan Lorber's documentary The Groupies 
arth: also available on stereo tape) is 
an in g study of the chicks who 
give body and soul to rock celebrities 
in exchange for status and other, more 
esoteric benefits. The dialogs herein— 
among four groupies, who discuss the 
own motivations and the sexual hang- 
ups of unnamed pop stars—are alta 
nately comic and sad, and ultimately 
convey the impression that i's all just 
another baule їп the ceaseless wi 
between the sexes: The girls consciously 
exploit their unpaying patrons but r 
sent the fact that the boys do the s: 


Sweden has produced a fair share of 
izz and rock musicians, and Rune G 
tafsson, as evidenced by his immaculate 
acoustic guitar work on Rune of the Top 
Atlantic: alo ble on stereo tape), 
is a master of both styles. Some of the 
items, such as The Look of Love, are 
stated perfunctoriiy; but when Gustafsson 
gets ofl—as on Waltza-Nova or The Fool 
on the Hill—he'd be hard for any gui 
man to catch, 


"There's no sound in modern "folk 
s subtly ingratiating as the com- 
bined voices of Hedge 
pers, а racially mixed husband-and-wife 
team. Most of the nine songs on All the 
Friendly Colours (Capitol: also available on 
sterco tape) are so art conscious as to be 
lyrically obscure: but the Capers" vocal 
expertise saves them all—especially the 
more rhythmic items, such as There's a 
Wheel and There Came а Question, 

Marion Williams / The New Messoge (At- 
lantic; also available on stereo tape) is 
pop-Gospel at its best. Miss Williams has 
included a brace of Bob Dylan's inven- 
I Shall Be Released and 1 Pity 
the Poor Immigrant—along with such 
delights as The Great Speckled Bird and 
Will the Circle Be Unbroken. Adding to 
the joy of Miss Williams’ so 
ve the orchestrations by Will 
the vocal assistance of The Sweet In- 
spirations, the fervent guitar ellorts of 
Eric Gale and Junior Mance's soulish 
piano, Hallelujah! 


ischer, 


Dick Gregory: The Light Side: The Dark Side 
(Poppy) allows very litte of the light 
side to peep through. Gregory is, under- 
standably, a bitter man; he has come up 
inst the crushing weight of the estab- 
lishment and what he calls whitera 
institutions for so long that most of his 
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“Suede Of Another Color: hy 


The MCGregor 


Not plain brown suedes like last year's suedes, but a wild bunch 
of new suede colors called “Suede Of Another Color.” 


Angus fancies McGregor Green while the other lads take to 
nd Old Gold. Suede lined and collared in lush Glenoit Natura pil 
uede Of Another Color” from $47-50 to $1 50.00. Ву McGregor-Doniger Inc., 


ers of men’s and boys? sportswear, New York, N.Y. 10019. 


How togive her the excitement of Fame 
(and be loved for doing it) 


run x bu кх 


Write your 
Christmas 
ting to her 
in the sky. 
Make it heaven 
оп earth with 
Spraygrance, 

a soft mist of the 
ng Fame 
cologne .. . from a 
delicately fluted 
designer decanter. 4.00 


gr 


pu t 
to keep her 
name (in) or 

(out) of the 
columns. For 
those moments 
D when she wants 
to be alone with you 
give her a Perfumed 
$ Candle in a brilliantly 
decorated goblet. 6.00. 


enchan 


& 5 


Donate a wing in 
her name to her 
favorite museum. 
Then start her 
collection of 
masterpieces with 
a French Classic, 
Fame, the “anything 
can happen" fra- 
grance in an 
Claim a mountain elegant oval perfume 
in her name. And give flacon. 8.00 to 40.00. 
her something for а 
nice long bath when 
she reaches the top 
Presentation 
Pour Le Bein, 
Fame Eau de Wrap your presents in blue chip 
Toilette and Fame stock certificates, And her in an aura 
Bath Powder with of her favorite fragrance—Fame in longlasting 
a deliciously soft Parfum Creme in elegant Versailles or 
velour puff. 7.50. Golden Unicorn compacts. 5.00. 
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Short or long 
Discerning people prefer Cogna 


HENNESSY 
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Cognac Hennessy 
Bras Armé 


Cognac Hennessy 
VSOP Réserve 
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From the largest stock of aged - the World 


тоша X nux 


shall be a white cro: 


«The arms of the Swiss Confederation 
upright оп a red ground. The four 


equal arms of the cross shall be one-sixth longer than they are wide.» 


Federal Decree of 12 December 1889, esicblishis 


of arms of the Swiss Confederation. 


к the coat 


Here we show you 
the tail assemblies 
ofa few of our com- 
petitors” planes 

See the 
ce? 

Almost nothing 
could be more fun 
for an artis 
signer than thi 
of adorning an air- 
aft, and particularly the tail 
assembly (the “tail fin", some 
people call it). He can use col- 
ors and forms. symbols and cab- 
alistic letters to create a mood, 
elegance, romance, a breath of 
the great wide world. 

Whereas we of Swissair аге 
tied hand and foot to a rulin; 
by the Swiss authorities that 
says every plane registered in 
Switzerland must bear on the 
tail assembly the letters HB and 
the Swiss is how it 
looks: 


ci 


Not that we aren't fond of our 
national emblem; but a Swiss 
cross on each and every plane 
has certain drawbacks 

Lots of people who recognise 
the Swiss cross (and can tell it 
from the Red Cross which it 
inspired) think Swissair must be 
e that only flies out of. 
and and back. 


Why Swissair 
envies other airlines. 
But isn't necessarily 

ready 10 swap bred 


There is no truth in this ru- 
mor. In fact it isa canard. Look: 
Swissair flies (just for instance) 


FROM FRANKFURT TO New YORK, 

FROM SÃO PAULO то BUENOS AIRES. 
FROM ABIDIAN TO Mc 
FROM STOCKHOLM TO HELST 


FROM Warsaw то Moscow 


1 


ROVIA 


EROM ATHENS TO ISTANBUL 
EROM SINGAPORE TO ATHENS 


FROM KARACHI TO COLOMBO. 
FRO 


COLOMBO ro SINGAPORE 


FROM MANILA TO TOKYO, 


All told. we have 64 (sixty-four) 
runs that neither start nor end 
in Switzerland. 

Does that make Swissair inter- 
national enough for you? (In 
e you don't count our four 
native languages.) 

The Swiss cross on the 
assembly has another catch so 
far as we are concerned: The 
Swiss somehow feel Swissair is 
a bit of themselves, a sort of 
Helvetian public property. 

This does nothing to make 
matters easy for us. If there 


should ever be a 
hitch anywhere at 
Swissair, the Swiss 
would take it as a 
civic affront. 

We won't go so 
far as to say the 
Swiss are an un- 
ally pernickety 


life just as much as 
you do- but they simply expect 
Swissair to be as trustworthy as 
à Swiss bank, as punctual as the 
Swiss Federal Railways. and 
smooth-running as à Swiss 
watch 

We can tell you it keeps us on 
our toes. 

Sull. when we remember that 
this very supervision by the 
Swiss (5 million big brothers 
watching us) may be one reason 
why passengers ol other nation- 
alities enjoy flying with us. we 
nd ourselves somewhat recon- 
ciled to the Swiss cross on our 


it's probably a better 
emblem than William Tels 
rossbow, or a cheese, or an 
alpenhorn, or one of the mil- 
lions of swallows that cross our 
Alps twice a year. 


Our designer is satisfied any- 
way: he got to draw a hand- 
some mark that we've been 
using since 1952, and it's made 
us reasonably well known; with 
perhaps a bit of vice versa. (See 
below.) 


The throbbing beat of the bass, If that kind of total immersi 
coaxed and caressed by the strong, what you've been seeking, that ki d 
sinuous hands of a great musician. The of total participation and total freedom, 
way you may have enjoyed itin a dim check out a Sansui system at your 
cabaret. Cool. Ice-cool. Mind-blowing ^ nearest Sansui dealer soon, Then pick 
cool. Then warmer. Glowing. out a favorite bass performance, 
Inflaming. relax and listen as those restless hands 

Now it can be that way with all i rythmic coaxing. You'll 
your tapes and records of great bass 
performances. Or, for that matter, 
performances of any instrument. It can 
be that way note for note with fine 
stereo components from Sansui, 
specialists in quality audio equipment 
for nearly a quarter of a century. 

A stereo rig like Sansui's great 
100 watt 2000 AM/FM Multiplex stereo 
tuner amplifier, a powerful 4-way 
6-speaker system like the SP-2000, a 
precision 2-speed manual turntable 
like the SR-3030BC and a high 
compliance stereo headphone like the, 
SS-2 is all you need to start those. 7 
taboos tumbling. 


SANSUI ELECTRIC COMPANY LIMITED 14-1, 2-chome, Izumi, Suginami-ku, Tokyo, Japan 
SANSUI ELECTRONICS CORPORATION 32-17 61st Street, Woodside, New York 11377, U.S.A. 
SANSUI ELECTRIC COMPANY LIMITED, FRANKFURT OFFICE Schillerstrasse 31, 6 Frankfurt am Main, West Germany 


DO THE IMPOSSIBLE?! 


WEAR 

ONE WAICU 
INSIDE 

ANOTHER? 


Until now you had to 


choose. Either you sported 2112 
achronograph, the watch with CHRONO-MATIC 
a built-in brain. Or you opted for the Self-winding 
convenience of a self-winding watch. No sin- Br proof 


gle timepiece combined the advantages of 
both. Until Breitling invented the CHRONO- 
MATIC. 

The CHRONO-MATIC is, in effect, a mini 
ature computer, ready to reckon the most / 
complex calculations. Instantaneously { 
To an accuracy of fifths of seconds! 
But it is also a self-winding watch, 
complete with calendar onits dashing, 
instrument-panel dial. Sothe CHRONO- 
MATIC is really two watches in one. 


ja steel 


CHRONO-MATIC NAVITIMER 
Self-winding 
The greatest watchmaking invention Waterproof 


for years — and years to come. Calendar > 


Please send me, free of charge, your new catalogue in full colour — areal 
encyclopaediaot themost modern andversatile chronographsyetdesigned! 


Name: Christian name: 

Profession: 

Aadress: BREITLING 
Town: Country: GENEVA 


G. Léon Breitling S.A., rue Adrien Lachenal 26, Genève, Suisse, 


*“The Best In The House“ in'87 lands 


if you don't know ууһа wild" means, 


¥ 
j 
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Cinzano does 


О 


vermouth 


humor has been squeezed dry. This two- 
LP album was taken from a talk Gregory 
ve at New York's Southampton College 
ind his remarks are addressed to the stu 
dents as the only hope of saving this soci- 
ety. No, saving is the wrong word; Gregory 


exhorts the young to change society (he 
leaves the methods as an option in the 
hands of the establishment), Of course, 
there are occasions when Gregory hurls 
а barbed quip at the power structure, but 


is always dipped in curare. This is not 
а comedy album. It is both a lascinating 
insight into the soul of the black man 
and a mirror in which society can take 
a close look at its own conscience, 


THEATER 


A two-character drama is often. even 
more difficult for an audience to endure 
than for a playwright to write, but South 
Mrica's Athol Fugand is a master at this 
specialized trade. First he wrote The 
Blood Knol, a provocative play about 
two brothers, one white, one black, and 
now Hello and Goodbye, about a brother 


and a sister (both white) tormented by a 
desperate family situation. The new play 
isn't quite as imaginative as the earlier 
work, but it is no less absorbin 


, and it 
is beautifully performed, particularly by 
Colleen Dewhurst. She plays a weary but 
undefeated whore who returns to her 
seedy lower-class ancestral home after an 
absence of 12 п search of her 
inheritance, which she believes her selt- 
ish father has hidden. She is greeted 
with curious detichment by her brother 
(Martin Sheen). И turis out that he is 
on the point of derangemem because of 
his obsession with serving as lackey to his 
crippled old father—who the audience 


suspects is nor Чуй 
ready dead. As Miss Dewhurst rifles his 
cardboard. boxes and suitcases, she finds 


pit stage but is al- 


no money, only clothes, newspapers, rel- 
ics and memories, most of them sad and 
ilo touching. What lifts this mundane 
arrangement. into something theatrically 
exciting is Fugard’s writing, which is 


ci 


and spare, and Miss Dewlurst's act- 
, which is monumental. In sr 


—a touch of her brother's waist, a glance 
at her childhood Sunday dress—she speaks 
mountains about the lovclessness of her 
existence. The usually boyish Sheen man: 


(6s to summon up surprisi 


power. His 


voice is low, his gestures sh. his 


(wreathed in a huge mustache) seems a 
older than it really is. As he rasps and 
darts through the part, suddenly it is c 
that he is really playing George С. Scott. 
He talks, walks and even looks like Scott 
Jt comes as no surprise 10 learn that, 
although uncredited, Scott. (Miss. Dew- 
ases husband) advised Barney Simon 
on the direction, At the Sharid 
99 Seventh Avenue South, 
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à Square, 


Don't wind it, 
don’t correct it, 
don’t worry 
about it. 

It will tell you the 
hour, the minute 
to the eighth 

part of a second. ` 
Amazing all-electric. 
Amazing price, too. 


Electric 403 
by Helbros. 


Also available with ultra modern 
expansion bracelet: Electric 400. 


© 
HELBRos 


inutes to 
r tools req 


MELBROS warcHES 


© ia DA OSHS v 


61 


It's the holiday season, 1795. Jacob Beam 
and his family are buckboarding it around 
the Kentucky countryside. Chinning with 
the neighbors. Giving gifts. Jacob Beam 

is giving his closest friends a bit of himself. 
Some Beam Bourbon. It comes right from 
his own choicest grains. His own secret 
formula. And his secret knack for making 
the best-tasting, lightest Bourbon within 

a two days’ ride. It's а rare gift, because 
Jacob never seems to be able to make 
enough to keep up with the demand. 


Give Jim Beam. 
À rare gift 


for 175 Decembers. 


Today. T. Jeremiah Beam, pictured here, 
makes Jinn Beam Bourbon júst like Jacob did, 
а анараа Gel d 

he's gift-wrapped it in a hand- | 
Sore holiday packase Cave it 


T 

to some of your friends and ] | 
you'll sort of be doing what old "| 
Jacob did. You'll be giving a || Ill 
bit of yourself. And that's still ДШ 
the rarest gift of all. "World's == 


finest Bourbon since 1795.” É ES 798 


PET 


"л wey 
зер 


86 Proof Kentucky Straight Bourbon Whiskey Distilled and Bottled by the James B. Beam Distilling Co., Clermont, Beam, Kentucky 


THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR 


WIL husband thinks the greatest thing 
in the world would be to have a mirror 
on the ceiling above our bed, and he 
threatens to put one in our new home. 
Don't you think this is ridiculous? A 
тог? Over my dead body!—Mrs. W. B., 
Providence, Rhode Island. 

We see no harm in a married man's 
enjoying a piece of glass with his wife. 
Perhaps if your “dead body” were more 
reflective of his ardor, he wouldn't need to 
look to be sure he was enjoying himself. 


Bc often heard the term white paper 
used in connection with political matters, 
What, exactly, does it mean?—P. R., 
Santa Rosa, California, 

White paper was originally coined 
for British diplomatic publications that 
had по special cover. hence only the 
white paper was visible, Today, it is a 
report in which a government states its 
position on a given subject of national 
interest, as, for example, the famous 
U.S. white paper on China. 


Ñ met a girl a few weeks after her 
boyfriend had been drowned in а boat- 
ing accident and we have been dating 
for almost sis months, She treats me like 
the greatest guy in the world and says 
other dates mean nothing to her. But 
when T tell her I love her, she always 
says, “I think a lot of you, but 1 can't say 
I love you just now. I don't want to 
be hurt again." I tell her nobody who's 
afraid to be hurt makes it in life. Pain is 
part of the game. Is this a losing battle, 
or is it possible that my ideas are wrong? 
—]. H., Wilson, North Carolina 

Your ideas might be right and the girl 
still might nol love you. Love does not 
come as readily 10 some as to others, and 
those who have been deeply affected by 
the death of someone close атс often 
emolionally numbed for some time. We 
suggest you stop worrying about the word 
love and enjoy each other's company. Let 
her use the word voluntarily when—and 
if—she can feel it and mean it 


Wilus 1 keep sherry in the dark boule 
in which T purchase it? I've been given a 
crystal-clear decanter that I'd like to use 
for serving this wine, but 1 wonder about 
posible spoilage—D. D. Arlington, 
Vi i: 


Decanlezs ате meant for those wines, 
such as old vintage reds or ports, that must 
be separated from the sediment in the 
bottle. Some hosts, however, use them for 
showing off the brilliant color of а port or 
a sherry, even when decanting is unneces- 
sary. But if unused wine in one of these 


vessels is exposed to light, it will even- 
tually be damaged. Sherries and ports 
don’t spoil casily; they're fortified with 
brandy, which acts as a stabilizer. None- 
theless, after the cork is pulled, they 
begin to lose quality, particularly the 
fresh-tasting manzanilla and lino sherries. 
Any leftover that remains in a clear de- 
canter should be kept in a dark place or 
—better yet—drunk within a reasonable 
time after the botile is opened. 


Periodically, my wife claims that dur- 
ing coitus I ejaculate noticeably less se 
men than at other times. When this 
occurs after а layoff of a week or so, 
usually due to a business trip. she jeak 
ously suspects that I've been having rel 
ions with someone else. She makes a big 
tearful deal out of it, and it just isn't 
true. Гуе had no affairs, there's been no 
evidence of nocturnal emission and I 
don't masturbate. Cam you explain this 
phenomenon? | don't know what to say 
10 her, other than stoutly denying any 
extracurricular acivitie-R. B., Phoenix, 
Arizona. 

The physiology of the male о 
very complicated, and continence or h 
pevactivity are only two of the many fac- 
tors affecting ejaculation. Frequently, 
mental or physical fatigue—both of which 
сап occur as a result of a business trip— 
contribute to a reduction in semen vol- 
ume. Further, a woman's ability to 
measure the quantity of semen expelled 
during coitus is questionable and—at best 
unreliable. What she really seems to be 
saying is that she is insecure when you ave 
away. We suggest that you both stop wor- 
tying about the semen factor and that you 
give your [ull attention to mutual dis- 
cussion of her insecurity, using as much 
Aindmeis, patience and reassurance as 
you сап. Unless, of course, she unwitting- 
ly gels an emotional charge, plus a reas- 
surance from her accusations and your 
denials; in which case, discussion may not 
be of much avail. 


sgasm is 


Ader changing jobs and moving to 
the West Coast, Т applied for a charge 
account with a department store and was 
turned down. I've never had a judgment 
against me, nor have 1 gone bankrupt; 
furthermore, I've always managed to pay 
my bills. 1 had intended to buy some 
new furniture on credit, so I'm naturally 
rather disturbed. Any ideas as to what 
could be wrong?—R. W., Los Angeles, 
California. 

Perhaps you have a record of changing 
jobs frequently or of paying your bills 
slowly—say, from 90 to 120 days after 
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SMOKE APIPE 
VERY OFTEN” 


But my boyfriend smokes М-Р all the 
time and, man, does he smell good! 


That's why МР is America's fastest 
growing pipe tobacco. 
Fora free pack of V-I-P with the flavor 
of Sweet Birch Southern, write V- 
The House of Edgeworth, Box 3-AC, 
Richmond, Virginia, 23217. 


RICHMOND, VIRGINIA, U S.A. 
ж Makers of Fine Tobaccos Since 1877. 


they're due. Then again, it may be that 
the store has a policy of not extending 
charge privileges to customers who haven't 
Leen on the job for a certain period of 
time. It might be a good idea to visit 
your local credit bureau and ask lo see 
what's in your file. If il contains some 
erroneous information, you can ash that 
it be corrected. 


ММ... а new date invites me out for 
lunch or dinner, I'm frequently in a 
quand: as to whether I should order 
something I really like (which may be 
expensive) or a more moderately priced 
dish that will do less harm to my host's 
wallet. If I do the former, 1 may be 
making him spend more than he chooses 
to. On the other hand, if I ask for the 
chicken a 1а king, he may be offended, 
since Td seem to be intimating d 
don't believe he can afford to tri 
more generously. Is there any way I can 
solve this touchy problem?—Miss E. R. 
Los Angeles, Californi: 

Sure. Simply ask him what he's having 
оғ if he has any particular recommenda- 
tion. IVs our fecling, though, that the 
gentleman most likely is familiar with 
the yeslaurant—and its price vange—and 
wouldn't take you there if he couldn't 
afford it. 


ast before T left for medical school in 
Europe, my girlfriend asked me a ques- 
t 1 found very difficult to answer. 
is 22 years old and, bel or not, 
тїп. We have talked seriously of 
marriage when I finish my studies. She 
asked me on my last night home, "If I 
were to ask you to make love to me, 
what would you do?" My labored 
was to the effect that if Í took something 
she had valued for so long, she might 
hate me for it, and if I refused to give 
her something she wanted, she might 
also hate me. Therefore, 1 didn't th 
there was a winning 
clined to make a ch 
nd now often lie awake wondering if I 
said the right thing. What would have 
been your response to that question 
i . M., Brussels, 


wi 


Belgi 

You should have reserved your answer 
until you had determined if she was 
asking to be made love to; then your 
response could have been focused exclu- 
sively on the request. 


We recently become a Sherlock Holmes 
addict and have heard about The Baker 
Sucet птер i you tell me more 
about this organization? —D. R., Сооре 
burg, Pennsylvani 

It's one of about 40 clubs in the U. S., 
Canada and Europe that honor Sir Arthur 
Conan Doyle's fictional detective. The so- 


cicty was founded in 1934 by a group of 
fans that included writer Christopher Mor- 
ley, and it was named after an organiza- 
lion of street boys hired by Holmes to 
obtain information about Ute London un- 
derworld. The Irregulars publish The 
Baker Street Journal, “a quarterly journal 
of Sherlockiana.” 


Shorty alter my fiance left for Vier- 
nam, I confessed our sexual relations to 
a priest, whose lecture has left me a 
nervous wreck. “Most men lose inicrest 
in a girl, once she is no longer a mys 
tery," he said. “Surely. you don't think 
that this young man will bother to marry 
you, now ihat you've given yourself to 
him?” I've never been good at under 
standing men, and I'm so scared and 
confused I don't know what to write to 
my fiancé, Is there any truth in what the 
priest said to me?—Miss G. M., Battle 
Creck, Michigan. 

The only basis for the attitude you 
describe is the old double standard, 
which characterizes women ns objects, to 
be used only for sexual pleasure and 
then discarded. According to your ac- 
count, this particular priest seems to rep- 
resent this antifeminine point of view. 


However, since you've said nothing to 
indicate that your fiancé has such an 
immature and outdated attitude, there's 
а good chance he hasn't bean infected 
with this Victorian virus. If it's any сат- 
fort, the odds ave in your favor: Even as 
far back as the 1940s and early 1950s, 
when the Kinsey Reports were written, 
half the women in America were not vir- 
gins when they married and а high per 
centage of those women married their first 
sex partner. It’s probable that the number 
of nonvirgins has risen in the 1960s, We 
think that the better a couple know each 
other in every way, the greater the likeli- 
hood of success im marriage. Most in- 
telligent people prefer reading mysteries 
10 marrying them. 


m at the point where I must start 
thinking seriously пест. There's 
onc industry that 1 terested 
me very much—motion pictures. I'd like 
to start out in the technical end, with 
the hope of eventually landing in pro 

nce 
Hollywood attracts many people because 
of mor and the allegedly huge 
rewards. However, I'm mature 
cnough to know that my incentives would 
be dillerent. It's the medium itself that 
attracts me. There's an excellent movie 
department in the college 1 plan to at 
tend; but many people have told me that 
even if I graduate with honors, this 
wouldn't open any doors. What's your 
ion?—D. H., Los Angeles, California 
Although a diploma won't guarantee 


IF YOU'VE СОТ MORE HAIR, 
YOU'VE GOT MORE ENS 


You've let your mu grow You can use grease or hair- hair, that's the least The Hot cretly envied, the instruction 
And it looks great. spray or some other kind of Comb can do. book can show you how to 
Sometimes. gook to hold it down. Or, you Or, if you want to take tone it down. 
Because what used to be can consider our alternative. care of stupid cowlicks, lying Try it. Afterall, the things 
just a small cowlick is now a The REMINGTON Hot Comb. wings, or that wave in front, you've got to lose, you'll never 
very large problem, It runs on electricity, heat plus the brush attach- miss anyway. 
What formerly amounted which produceshotair, which ment will put them down in 
to a stray strand at the side, provides a comb-blower effect. seconds. 


has turned into a flying wing. Which makesa big difference And. if you've 


And that dumb wave in For instance, if the only prob- 
the front now seems to go оп lem you have is that 
and on and on. you'd like to look girl you've 


What are your choices? like you have more. ever known has se теу RAND" 


: A. 
THE HOT COMB FROM REMINGTON 


Balanced to corner and brake better 
than any mass produced car on the road. 


If there's one thing we've learned from rac- 
ing, it's where to put the engine. 

A sports car built just for racing doesn't 
need a back seat. So unlike а Grand Touring 
car, its engine can be mounted in front of the 
rear axle, near the middle of the car. 

That distributes its weight more equally, 
front and rear, And gives it a whole bundle of 
advantages over ordinary cars. 

We think it's time you shared those advan- 
tages. So we've built a couple of mid-engine 
cars you can use on the street, 

They hold the road better, because the 
center of gravity is lower. 

They corner better, because there's no 
heavy front end to steer and no heavy back 
end to slide out. 


They brake faster and save tire life, because 
all the wheels carry a more equal load. 

And they're safer. Because both front and 
back ends are designed to absorb impact. 

The 4-cylinder 914 model costs $3,495." 
It has an electronically fuel-injected engine, 
goes rio mph and does 0-60 in 13 seconds. 

The 6-cylinder 914/6 model costs $5,595," 
goes 125 mph and does 0-60 in 9.9 seconds. 

Both come with a built-in roll bar, remov- 
able fiberglass roof, 5-speed stick or optional 
4-speed Sportomatic, two trunks, and the 
kind of craftsmanship expected from Porsche. 

So if you're thinkingabout a true, two-seat 
sports car, think about this: 

When youdon’t get aback seat, you should 
at least get an engine in its place. 


The Mid-Engine Porsche. $3,500 


Prices subject to changa without notica. 
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It decides when to flash. 


Stick a flashcube on an ordinary camera and it'll flash with every shot 
until it's finished. 
Too bad. 
Good picture-taking calls for flash when you need it, no flash when 
you don't — real fast! 
It calls for one of the Minolta Autopaks. 
The only instant-loading cameras in the world that decide for thern- 
selves when to fire and turn the flashcube. 
Shown is the Minolta Autopak® 800. Under $80, plus case, with an 
automatic film advance that lets you take 12 shots in 14 seconds with 
just one winding. Plus a range- 
finder for sharp, easy focusing. 
Other Minolta Autopaks from less 
j than $55. 
Why stick a flashcube on an ordi. 
nary camera? 
Now thatthe extraor- 
dinary Autopaks are 
here. 


Minolta 
Autopak 


Instant-loading cameras 
with the 
quality difference. 


For literature, wiite Minolta Corp., 200 Park Ave. So., N.Y., N.Y. 10003. In Canada: Anglophoto Lid. 


= ^ " .comes alive wilh every sip. Grond 
The Spirit of (brand Marier Marnier is made from fine Cognac 
Brandy ond the peel of bitter oranges ...a delightful drink in a snifter .. .oi 
cocktails, ond excels in gaurmet recipes. Try the Grand Marnier Saur for a new 
exciting drink, or Grand Marnier coffee, an elegant dessert drink. For cocktail 


and gourmet recipes, write for our free booklet. 
IMPORTED FROM FRANCE / MADE FROM FINE COGNAC BRANDY / 80 PROOF / CARILLON IMPORTERS, LTD., 


DEPT. PL-12, 745 STH AVE., N.Y.C. 10022 


you a job, the opportunities are greater 
than they used to be. Until recenily, 
most of the Hollywood guilds and un- 
ions were, for all practical purposes, 
closed to outsiders. Today their policies 
aie more liberal, and apprenticeship pro- 
grams have been started for newcomers 
to the industry. There ave usually more 
applicants than jobs, but the doors are 
now open instead of tightly locked. Fur- 
thermore, you should not think in terms 
of Hollywood only. There are many 
other arcas of moviemaking that requin 
new talent, such as medical, industrial 
and small-budget independent art films, 
commercials, documentaries and educa- 
tional productions. 


ЮМ, auo with the many girls I take 
out are [un until we get involved in sex. 
aliliough. Em usually able to h: 
tercourse once or twice in ап evenin 
and can go to three or if its my 
only date that week, I don't seem 10 be 
able to perform cnough to satisfy the 
gir. Wis gotten so I'm alraid to start 
anything physical. because, once aroused, 
the ls I date alw seem to want 
more than 1 can give. The result is that 
1 end up feeling like a failure. In fact. 


© 


my fens about evcutually being deplered 
ke much of the pleasure out of sex 
1 Pm performing well 
-5. IL, Sau Г 


lor me, eve 


Mn conici 
ilifori 
You probably have a tendency toward 
premature ejaculation, which could be al 
lenated either by more sawe sexual cir- 
cumstances than you describe, or a visil to 
a qualified therapist. Your fears of physio- 
logical depletion ате based ona Victorian 
myth that hay been proved groundless by 
modern science. A far greater threat to 
your virility is your lack of genuine pleas 
me in the sex act, which is hardly likely 
lo be overcome by ú scorecard approach 
to partners or orgasms, We su 
forgo your frantic climax counting and 
concentyale on fe rhs, with whom 
you can shave a higi e of affection, 
understanding and relaxation. Sex, after 
all, is move than the joining of genital 


исм you 


h eg, 


and receiv 


parts; is a process oj 
ing and—like any gifl—it's enjoyed most 


sehen shared with a friend ov a loved one 


All reasonable qucslions—from fash- 
ion, jood and drink, hifi and sports cus 
to dating dilemmas, taste and ctiquette 
—will be personally answered if the 
er includes a stamped. self-addressed 
envelope, Send all letters to The Playboy 
Idvisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi 
gan Avenne, Chicago, Illinois 60611. The 
most provocative, pertinent queries will 


he presented on these pages each month 


Clairol, the Beauty People. 
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Side Kick (yoko-tol 
peed; it usually 
Karate, the black belt is the highest rec 


) requires exacting balance and as- 
rs to perfect i 
ition of individual achievement. 


Black Bell is made for men who don't have to 
prove anything to anybody. 

They know their power. And that's that. 
After Shave and Cologne. 

Some men will wear the Black Belt. Some won't. à 


Not every man gets to wear the Black Belt. 


969 Leeming Division, Chas. Plizer & Co, Inc, New York, NewYork 
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an interchange of ideas between reader and editor 
on subjects raised by “the playboy philosophy? 
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ANTI-FLOWER POWER 

The complaint of the Marine at Cher- 
ry Point, North Carolina about his com- 
manding general's effort to stamp out 
flower decals on privately owned cars 
(The Playboy Forum, August) is not 
unique. As а sergeant in the military po- 
lice, I handle complaints levied against 
my fellow soldiers for everything from 
flower decals to campaign stickers for 
their favorite political figures. 

Recently, a colonel brought one of his 
men into the station, charging that he 
had observed the man giving the peace 
sign. When I explained to this officer 
that there was nothing subversive about 
the peace sign, he became enraged and 
shouted that a soldier has no right to 
make signs. 

With leaders like this in the Service, I 
can see why there are so many deserters 
and draft dodgers. 


Sgt David 5. Chaney 
Jolon, California 


I have written the following letter to 
the President of the United States: 


1 am stationed at Fort Carson, 
Colorado. On February 14, 1969, 1 
returned from a full year’s tour in 
Vietnam, where 1 served in an in- 
famry company and was awarded 
the Bronze S 

1 feel 1 must bring to your atten- 
tion an incident that happened here 
on July 19, 1909. Similar occurrences 
are frequent at Fort Carson. and 
tend to make this post a most 
sirable duty assignment. 

During a Saturday morning locker 
inspection by our battalion com- 
mander, a peace medallion was 
found in my locker drawer. We are 
llotted a drawer for personal civil- 
ian items, which are to be displayed 
neatly. The commander picked up 
my medallion and called me over. 
He asked me what it was and I 
replied, “A peace r.” He said 
that the symbol is worn only by 
groups opposed to the United States 
and its polides. Throwing the me- 
dallion back into the drawer, the 
commander said he would court- 
martial me if 1 ever wore й, He 
ested 1 dispose of the medal- 
lion, since it stood for everything he 
despised 

1 have never worn the ornament 
with military clothes; 1 wear it only 


during off-duty hours with civili: 
clothes. It stands for just one thin 


peace, and it doen't oppose any 


particular Un 
belong to any particular group. 
How much tension has to build 
inside our Armed Forces before con- 
ditic be changed? My fellow 
enlisted men and I feel that after a 
year of jungle fighting in Vietnam 
we have the right to sav, 7 


ed States policy or 


S ca 


I hope the President will lend a help- 
ing hand. Any act of individualism a 
penon performs may be his list: this 
ne. Í actually feel persecuted 
at times, like an carly Christian trying to 
wear а cross 


5p/4 Roco Laspata 
Fort Carson, Colorado 


MILITARY JUSTICE 

The september Playboy Forum quotes 
Justice William О, Douglas to the effect 
thar "eountsamartial as am institution. are 
singularly inept in dealing with the nice 
subıleties of constitutional law." You 
add that the exclusively military struc 
ture of these tribunals makes "an impar- 
tial trial (especially in political cases) 
highly unlikely 
ve the highest esteem for Justice 
Douglas and PLayuoy but I'm a retired 
professional military man, not a lawman, 


and speak with candor born of experi- 
ence. An “imp 


artial trial" in the military 
is not “unlikely” but virtually impos 
ble. Any court-martial offense charged t 
a man automatically presumes his guilt 
“Presumed” innocence is either ignon 
or totally absent. Acquittal by court-mar 
tial doesn’t establish innocence; it merely 
marks one as temporarily beating the 
system, Then that person should quickly 
get out of the Service; по one—but no 
one 


beats the system and ges away 
with it. 

James J. Owens, U.S. N. (Ret) 
luck, Connecticut 


I found the remarks of David Tomasi 
(The Playboy Forum, July) most int 
esting, because they express the questions 
many men have today about the consti- 
tutional rights of military personnel, As 
а very general answer, I offer the partial 
text of a reply to a Serviceman who had 
written ro President Nixon with these 
same questions: 


On behalf of President ^ 1 
am replying to your recent letter 


ixon 


Revelation hasst 
changed since 
Gramps helped 
make “Che Perils 
of Pauline? 


Revelation's not 
made of sugar 
and spice, boys. 
Just tobacco: 

5 great tobaccos. 
Revelation s for 
The experienced 
pipe smoker. 


A quality product et Psitip Morris U.S.A 
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concerning the constitutional rights 
of members of the Armed Forces. 
You are correct in believing that a 
soldier is a citizen “entitled to all 
the rights, privileges and responsi- 
bilities of citizenship." In common 
with his fellow citizens in civilian 
life, a soldier is required to do cer- 
tain things that at fast glance may 
scem to deny one or another of the 
personal liberties named in the Bill 
of Rights. Further reflection makes 
it clear that none of these liberties is 
or was intended to be absolute, For 
example, every American's freedom 
to keep and bear arms has been 
tempered by various national, state 
and local laws; freedom of speech 
and press is limited by laws against 
sedition, obscenity and other abuses; 


freedom of assembly is made less than 


bsolute hy ordinances and regula- 
ions that repeatedly have been held 
10 be reasonable and constitutional 
imitations necessary for the common 
good. 

The Un 
Justice, the body of law which gov- 
ems the conduct of members of the 
Armed Forces, was passed by C 
gress and approved by th 
as the Constitution requ 
its the personal freedom of soldiers 
only to the degree considered neces- 
nice of the kind 
md order essential for 
orces to perform the 
en them by the repie- 
sentatives of the American people. 
All regulations and orders within 
the several Services stem from this 
Code of law and from the constitu. 
tional provision that the President is 
Commander in Chief of the Armed 
Forces. 

Thus, the limitations on personal 
freedom which you have experienced 
or observed in the Army, rather than 
being unlawful 
military authorities, 
and m 
responsi 
order and discipline essential for ef 
fective performance of mission. 


1 realize that this statement falls short 
iswering all the doubts Mr. Tomasi 
raised; however, it may provide some 
rial for further reflection. 

Major John F. Cronhimer 

U.S. Army Атса Support Command 

Chicago, Mlinois 


MRS. HICKEY’S MARTYRDOM 
I must take issue with Mrs. Thomas 
Hickey’s letter (The Playboy Forum, Sep- 
tember), in which she defends the glories 
ofn 
ing of themselves, which 
admirable quality. However, Mrs. Hickey 
ako speaks of "giving" а husba 
brothers or sons to the Army. Since 1 
coln emancipated the slaves, no опе 


FORUM NEWSFRONT 


a survey of events related to issues raised by “the playboy philosophy" 


OH! DALLAS! 

DALLAS, TENAS—A recent court decision 
gives Texans with unfaithful wives good 
reason to polish up their marksmanship. 
Under state law, it is not murder to kill 
another man if you catch him in bed 
with your wife—but it is murder to kill 
your wife also, In a case decided by the 
Court of Criminal Appeals, the defendant 
—who shot both his wife and the other 
man- claimed he was innocent of murder 
since he had been shooting only at the 
male offender and had hit his wife by 
accident. In upholding his conviction, the 
court ruled—in efJect—that an avenging 
husband had to either place his shot with 
extreme care, or wait and catch the male- 
factor on the vise. 


THE SIN NOT TO BE NAMED 
JUNEAU, ALASKA—The Alaska state law 
forbidding “the crime against naturc"—a 
catchall euphemism usually including 
bestiality, necrophilia and oral or anal 
intercourse (even between spouses)—has 
been declared vague and therefore un- 
constitutional by a unanimous decision 
of the Alaska Supreme Court. Although 
the court based its ruling on the statute's 
vagueness, the decision invites the chal- 
lenging of other stute sex laws, whether 
vague or explicit. In the courts opinion: 


A re-examination of our entire 
regulation of sexual behavior by the 
criminal law may well be m order, 
The couris cannot, of course, per 
form such a comprehensive task, as 
й is beyond the capabilities of only 
the judiciary. But the widening gap 
between our formal statutory law 
and the actual attitudes and behav- 
ior of vast segments of our society can 
only sow the seeds of increasing disic- 
spect for our legal institutions, ... 

ds Kinsey points out, if all infrac- 
tions of sexual laws were punished, 
95 percent of the male population 
would have to be convicted of a 
crime at one time or another, and a 
majority of the males would be in 
the category of repeated offenders. 


o states, Illinois and Connecticut, 
have revised their criminal codes to ex- 
clude consensual sodomy between adults. 
But the Alaska court decision represents 
the first judicial nullification of this 
crime—referred to in some legal decisions 
as the “detestable and abominable sin 
among Christians not to be named 
and it still remains on the books in 47 
states, 


ABORTION LAW NULLIFIED 
SAN FRANCISCO— The. arguments for 
and against liberalized abortion laws fre- 


quently deadlock over the weljare of the 
mother versus the rights of the fetus. In 
California, the state supreme court has 
now ruled in favor of the mother, and in 
doing so, may have forged a new lever 
for dismantling the abortion laws in at 
least 40 other states, 

In the case of Dr. Leon Belous of Los 
Angeles, the court overturned his 1966 
abortion conviction on the grounds that 
the laws main proeision —"necessary to 
preserve [the mother's] life"—was vague 
and inapplicable in light of modern 
abortion techniques. Equally imporlant. 
the court decided that the law violated a 
woman's. “fundamental right” of choice 
in bearing children, and violated her 
“right lo privacy’ or ‘liberty’ in matters 
related to marriage, family or sex.” 
While the court followed precedents in 
acknowledging the rights of the unborn 
fetus, significantly if found such rights to 
be contingent on the birth of the baby. 

Although the law in question. had 
been liberalized subsequent to Dr. Belous 
conviction, the ruling still offers a vation- 
ale for challenging the constitutionality 
of any law that predicates legal abortion 
on the mother's safety. The court noted 
that this consideration dated to a time 
when such operations were medically dan 
gerous, whereas “It is now safer for a 
woman to have а hospital therapentic 
abortion during the first trimester [three 
months oj pregnancy] than to bear a 
child." The decision implied. that even. 
the most liberal abortion law may be un- 
sustainable if it merely addy exceptions te 
an otherwise prohibitive law, rather than 
recognizing abortion as a basic right. 


SKIPPER'S STRIPPERS 

SAN FRANCISCO—In a genteel, academic 
study of professional stripteasers, Iwo 
sociologists found that most of the girls 

* Are lured to the stage by the money. 

* Believe that the public considers strip- 
ping “dirty and immoral.” 

+ Came from broken or unstable homes 
where they received little parental affec- 
tion, 

* Reached puberty carly, had carly sex 
experiences, left home before 18 and hud 
always made the most of their physical 
endowments. 

+ “Had extremely — welldeveloped 
breasts, several approaching astronomical 
proportions.” 

The study, conducted by Dr. James К. 
Skipper, Dr. and Di. Charles. MeGaghy 
of Case Western Reserve Universit 
reported in a paper read by Dr. Skipper 
at the annual convention of the Ате 
can Sociological Association т San. Fran- 
cisco. If sympathetic with the problems 


ү. was 


of strippers, Dr. Skipper won no friends 
among militant feminists who distribul- 
ed a broadside denouncing his study as 
“simple-minded research” that 
merely obscures the veal problem—"male 
supremacy.” The leaflet concluded. with 
a ringing declaration: “We will not al- 
low you male sociologists to disassociate 
yourselves [rom your actions in oppress- 
ing over half the human тасе. Not only 
do you nse yaur sociology for the oppres- 
sion of women, you also. таре all the 


women im your life: cleaning women, 
female colleagues, students, secretaries 
and wives. You таре their spirit. their 


creativity, their labor and their bodies,” 


COMMISSIONERS IN CONFLICT 

WASHINGTON,  D.C— The President's 
Commission on Obscenity and Pornogya- 
phy has prepared an interim report out- 
dlining the approaches it will use to 
define pornography, muestigale traffic in 
it and determine ils social effects. Inter- 
nal dissension on the Commission came 
iuto the open when one of the members, 
the Reverend Morton. A. Hill, president 
of Morality m Media, declared that the 
Commission was spending 100 much time 
and money investigating the effects of por- 
nography rather than researching and 
recommending legislative action. In 1967, 
Hill, a veteran smut hunter, signed an 
open letter declaring, “Obscene material 
today glorifies and incites to promixuity, 
perversion, violence and dmg wage.” 
He dissented fiom the Commission's re- 
port on the grounds that “Behavioral 
scientists who have worked in this ave 
concede that causal relationship is ex 
tremely difficult, if not impossible to 
prove.” 


EXTRAMARITAL SEX 

In his new book, “The Affair,” Morton 
Hunt estimates that 60 percent of mar- 
ried men and 35 to 40 percent of mar- 
ried women engage m extiamarital sex. 
Imang these surveyed. half the men and 
two hives of the women gaze the same 
reason: “emotional boredom of marriage.” 
decoding (a Hunt, а major mol 
for infidelity ix “the need for self-este 
which is gratified by the husband or wife's 
realization that they are still attractive 


to someone else. 


PILL RULED “SATE” 

WASHINGTON, D.C.—In ils Second Re- 
poit on Oval Contrace pli the Food and. 
Drug Administration found that existing 
birth-conivel pills present some hazards 
and undesirable side effects, but ruled 
that “the ratio of benefit to vish [is] 
sufficiently high to justify the designation 
safe." The report, based on the recom- 
mendations of IS medical specialists, 
found no definite link between the pills 
and cancer, but called for further re- 
search. The report acknowledged a causal 


relationship between the pills and blood 
clotting in some women, but judged that 
the increased risk is statistically small 
enough to warrant continued use by wom- 
en with no history of such disorders. 


THE BIG DRUGSTORE 

Bob Dylan's line, “Everybody must get 
stoned,” may soon be the new national 
anthem, if present bends continue. The 
National Institute of Mental Health esti- 
mutes that perhaps as many as 20,000,000 
Americans—or one out of every ten—has 
now fried marijuana at least once: Sena- 
tor Gaylord Nelson's Small Business Sub- 
commillee calculates that about eight 
billion “ups (amphetamines) and 
downs” (barbiturates or. tranquilizers) 
are legally sold every year—of which 
somewhere between 10 and 75 percent are 
diverted into the black market, according 
10 the Federal Bureau of Narcotics; smug 
gling of hashish has increased 325 percent 
in a single year; and juvenile drug arrests 
have skyrocketed over 800 percent be 
tween 1960 and 1967, even as penalties 
have grown harsher, Ex perts—legistative, 
medical and otherwise—continue to grap 
ple with the situation, with discordant 
results: 

+ President Nixon has recommended 
tougher-Hun-ever penallies and a contro 
versial new “no-knock” law under which 
narcotics agents can obtain a search war- 
rant and then burst "suspects 
apartment without warning, through 
“auler or inner door or window.” 

+ All drug laws, but especially anti- 
marijuana laws, have come under in- 
creasing attack, even by highly placed 
government officials. Dr. Stanley Yolles, 
director of the National Institute of 
Mental Health, has declared that “mart 
juana is the mildest of the hallucinogens 


inte 


and not а very dangerous drug” and 
said of pot legislation: “I know of no 
Clearer instance [of] the punishment 


[bring] more harmful than the crime”; 
Dr. Roger Egeberg, medical chief of the 
Department of Health, Education and 
Welfare, predicted that grass will eventu- 
ally be as legal as alcohol; and Senator 
Harold E. Hughes described онг drug 
laws in general as “primitive, inconsist- 
ent, unenforceable and barbarie” Dr. 
Vincent P. Dole, pioneer in the success 
ful methadone treatment for heroin ad- 
diction, deseribed the Nixon program as 
“simplistic”; while Dr. Melvin Weinswig 
of the Butler University Drug Abuse 
Institute said that such legislation “ie 
fine for letting the politicians make a lot 
of noise, but it will not reduce the drug 
abuse problem”; and Dr. Joel Fort 
claimed that the recent success of the 
San Francisco police in cutting down 
the city's supply of marijuana has led to 
increased use of more powerful drugs, 
such as LSD and amphetamines. 


had the legal right to give anyone. Con- 
versely, no government should ever have 
the moral right to take anyone, be it for 
two years or permanently. 
The Rev. Brian Keith Pine 
Zelienople, Pennsylvani: 


As a mother, I would like to apologize 
to the men of America for the letter by 
Mrs. Thomas Hickey. She made me 
ashamed to be a Unlike Mrs. 
Hickey, Í am not a "professional" moth- 
er, but tending college and then 
spending two years in the Armed Forces, 
I miuried and became the mother of two 
fine children. 

It was ап honor to serve in the Armed 
Forces, but an honor only becuse I 
chose to serve. When an individual is 
given the choice between serving and 
five years at hard labor, it ceases ло be 
an honor. 


Mis. Cynthia Brooks 
South Bend, Indian 


Mis, Thomas Hickey's agonies and ec 
stasies as she fervidly offered to sacrifice 
her ma'e kin in ihe name of patriotism 
were enough to make me run for а 
basin, For every reader who finished her 
letter with damp eyes, a оз 
have simultaneously thrown up. 

Mrs. E. Malley, Jr. 
Vineyard. Haven, Massachusetts 


"The letter from Mrs. Hickey greatly 
interested me, as it called to mind one of 
the most controversial books in modern 
social psychology, Dr. Wilhelm Reich's 
The Mass Psychology of Fascism. Dr. 
Reich, who, according 10 some sources, 
joined the Communist Party in the 1930s, 
low faith in Marxism during Hitler 
rise to power, principally due to two fac 
tors: (1) the similarity in basic character 
structure between the young Communists 
and young Nazis he met while running 
mental-hygiene clinics in Berlin, and (2) 


bi 


vocabulary, is an ity to enjoy sex, 
even if one is, on the gross physiological 
level, function normally.” Reich a'so 
calls it orgastic impotence, meaning that 
the orgasm is dammed up or incomplete, 
compared to that of less neurotic indi- 
viduals) Dr. Reich concluded, pessini 
tically, that there was no hope for ba: 
improvement in human society 
as this character structure ren 
alem: for such people 


ned prev- 
rc masochistic, 


10 any authority, 


rensely self-doubting, 
insecure, and have a real need to find a 
Führer or other leader for whom they 
tyr themselves or otherwise make 
In short, they offer themselves 


the medical plagues of 
called upon his fellow psychi 
collectively to cure the infection, He 
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predicted that, lacking such massive psy- 
dhotherapy, the social problems of our 
time would never be solved, and every 
attempt to solve them would lead 10 
fascism, including what he called “Red 
fascism" and even "liberal fascism.” 

Ar times, 1 think Dr. Reich's theory is 
oversimplified: yet other times I am in- 
dined to think that he found the blunt 
truth (hat more complex theories have 
missed. After reading Mrs. Hickey—who 
describes life in typically masochistic 
terms as a series of burdens, is submis- 
ely willing to offer all her male rela- 
tives to the Azteclike god who sits in 
the Pentagon calling for blood sacrifices, 
and then throws in an irrelevant (but 
perhaps psychologically significant) attack 
on the “nude women" in your pages 
—1 am once again very impressed with 
Dr. Reich's thesis. 


ren Robertson. Ph.D. 
Mexico 


VOLUNTEERS AND THE MILITARY 

I may be putting my tail in а sling by 
writing this leer, but I must comment 
on the discussion of the draft, the war 
14 conscientious objectors in the August 
Playboy Forum. 

I joined the Navy, voluntarily, five 
years ago and am proud of the fact. But 
1 am also proud of my brother who is a 
pacifist and chose to serve our country 
through the Peace Corps. 1 respect his 
opinions and do not believe anyone 
should be forced to serve as a combatant 
if this opposes his moral principles. 

On a theo: level, I agree with 
those who would abolish the draft. Pres- 
ently, however, our country could not 


quire an adequate volunteer army. 
This will not be feasible until the mili- 
tuy is reformed and Servicemen are 


treated like human beings and not—as is 
the case today—like mals. Were such 
reforms enacted, the draft could be dis- 
carded and Servicemen would be proud 
of their uniforms. 
STG /3 John Е. Strout 
FPO New York, New York 


THE FACE OF WAR 

In the August Playboy Forum, an 
anonymous American in Vietnam wrote, 
“We busily go about our daily libe 
of this tragic country by blowing aw 


entire villages, by butchering prisoners 
nd by annihilating enemy hospitals, 


while our leaders mouth pious platitudes 
and resounding lies about freedom.” I 
wonder if this person has seen com 
firsthand, It is true that some villages 
have been wiped out: When enemy units 
infiltrate and occupy a village, we must 
do something. As for butchering prison- 
ers, my unit has found an American 
officer with arms, legs, head and penis 
cut off, and a noncom with his arms tied 
across his chest and 20 bullet holes in his 
back. It is also true that if we find enemy 
we destroy them, though first 


we airlift out the medicines, I personally 
watched the cnemy shoot up onc of our 
helicopters, clearly marked with a red 
cross, and they also recently launched a 
ground attack against one of our large 
hosp 
I've seen horrible things done by both 
sides, but who can say what is right or 
wrong in war? War itself is wrong. but I 
live with it every day and it doesn't dis 
app мез of how hard I try to 
escape from its reality. Nothing is ration- 
al. Things happen so fast, and you сту out, 
"Oh. Cod, this can't be happening to 
human beings!” But it happens, and the 
world goes on and you hope that they 
never happen again—but they do. 
Capt. Rusty Hi 
APO San Francisco, California 


WE ALL WANT PEACE 

The Playboy Forum for July included 
a letter from an infantryman in Vietn 
who sagely states that “we don't w 
be here.” No normal young man would 
choose to go to war in a country half- 
way around the world from home. But 
he incorrectly implies thar the majority 
of all American fighting men (“about 75 
percent of my company") feel as nega- 
tively as he does 

1 am a Marine officer who has just 
returned from 13 months in Vietnam. In 
my battalion, there was over 40 percent 
extension of duty: in the Marine Corps as 
а whole, the extension 
percent. This i» strong evidence that a 
great many of “those who are doing the 
fighting and dying” feel that what they 
are doing is necessary. 

None of the Ameri 3 
But anyone so bli to label our 
leaders in Washington "stubborn" is ioo 
nmature and selfish to understand the 
far-reaching effect of our commitment to 
the preservation of freedom for our allies 
and, ultimately, ourselves. 

Ist Lt. R. Theodore E 

Camp Lejeune, North 


e is over 30 


an men want wa 


1 


t, U.S. M.C. 
rolina 


TO DIE IN VAIN 
Т recently read an artide in Stars and 
Stripes, the newspaper for the U.S. 
Armed Forces Pacilic Command, in 
which the president of the Washington 
ne Society expressed her concern 
у, the astronaut 
SA, she 
an inhumane thing—and 
we abhor it. . . . The monkey һай no 
say in the mission, He was trained for 
months, Then he was strapped into the 
capsule—without choice—and sent spin- 
iz around the globe.” Naturally, there 
is an answer from space officials, one of 
whom solemnly assures us that Bonny 
“did not die in vain," since he contribut- 
ed to scientific knowledge. 
wi farce this debate is, on both 
sides! Our men in Vietnam ave exactly 
like Bonny—they are trained for mouths, 
then sent around the globe, without 


monkey. In 
wrote “It i 


nd without 
choice on their p: y of them 
die. And the military ies assure 
us that they, too, “did not die in 

After three years at West Point, I used 
to believe such words. Now I know bet- 
ter. The simple truth, my friends, is that 
any conscious entity who dies, not by his 
own choice bur as the result of decisions 
made by those who think they are his 
“superiors,” is a being who has died in 
vain, 


Mah. 
cisco, California 


Thom; 
APO San 


POT IN VIETNAM 

We just read the letter. from Beth 
the July Playboy Forum, which 
Ame military leaders for 
irying to prevent the troops in Vietnam 
from using marijuana. We are not what 
Miss Evans calls “American officials” who 
direc "bui 
try and ling the 
с, for the most 
part, well-disciplined soldiers who rely 
on quick reactions and thi 10 save 
themselves and their buddies from Vict 
Cong and North Vieınamese booby traps 
and ambushes. H Miss Evans’ ^i 
releasers" hinder a man fi 
the significance of a clump of grass or 
misplaced uee limb, he will lose some- 
thing [ar more vital than the “i 
and anxieties” that pot alley 


guard or on the move, a m 
fully aware of things as they are 
“traumas and anxieties” help 1 


alert and. think 
makes. 
Pot smoki 


bout every 


among the troops is а 
problem, but usually not for Iong. Once 
the men in the platoon realize that they 
can't trust a man to be a soldier all the 
"e, they find а way to remedy the 
situation, We've had men hospitalized 
for "slipping on a bar of soap" alter they 
were found by their buddies to be asleep 
on guard. Marijuana has no place whe 
soldiers have to rely оп each other 
hours а day to stay alive. 

Ist Lt. E. A. Drake 

Ist Li. T. M. Bohn 

Ist Lt. F. N. Vavrin 

Ist Lt. T. Ingles 

Ist Lr. C. D. Doyle 

2nd Lt, D. M. Rivers 

CWO B. F. Allen 

APO San Franci: 


о. California 


THE GRASS ROOTS 

In a pamphlet published by the U.S. 
Department of Health, Education and 
Welfare titled "Drug Dependence: Its 
Significance and Characteristics" four 
doctors describe the effects of marijus 
as follows: “Among somatic effects, often 
persiste e injection of the ciliary 
vessels and. orepharyngitis, chronic bron- 
chitis and asthma, These conditions and 
hypoglycemia, with ensuing bulimia, are 


We made the AMX 
look tougher this year because 
it's tougher this year. 


The 1970 AMX comes with a new 360 
cu. in. engine as standard equipment. 

It develops 290 horsepower, 65 more 
than we had last year. 

And this year we've added to our list 
of standard items. 

Togowith our completely redesigned 
instrument panel, we offer contoured 
high-back bucket seats with integral 
head restraints. 

Mag style wheels. 

A new air scoop system in the front 
bumper to aid brake cooling. 

And the Corning safety windshield is 
also available. It’s an American Motors 
exclusive. 

Of course, an all-synchromesh 4-on- 
the-floor with Hurst shifter is standard 


for’70 just as it was for '69. 

So are dual exhausts, fiberglass 
belted wide profile tires, an energy ab- 
sorbing anti-theft steering column, 
heavy duty shocks and springs, rear 
torque links, a 140 m.p.h. speedometer, 
and a big tach. 

As for optional extras, a 390 cu. in. 
engine and a functional Ram-Air hood 
scoop top a long list. 

But rather than elaborate any fur- 
ther, we'll rest our case on the standard 
AMX 


It's tough enough. 


PE American Motors 
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A CHRISTMAS CLASSIC. Topping 
the list year cfter year—PLAYBOY—No. 1 gift 
choice of discriminating men who want the 
right now . . . in living, involvement and en- 
tertainment. And PLAYBOY delivers just that, 
with a flair and style unmatched by any other 
magazine. This Christmas, give the gift you'd 
choose for yourself—12 spectacular issues 
of PLAYBOY. 


DELIVERING YOUR GOOD CHEER 
is lovely Connie Kreski, pictured at left and 
our No. 1 choice in 1969 as Playmate of the 
Year. We'll sign the handsome greeting card 
as you wish or send it along to you for per- 
sonal presentation. Just tell us. Then, through- 
out his gift year, a dazzling, triple-page, 
full-color Playmate of the Month unfolds 
in each and every issue for his viewing 
pleasure. 

HIS PRESTIGE PACKAGE ... a year 
of bright, bold entertainment . . . includes the 
glittering January Holiday Issue and the sump 
tuous December Gift Issue. (Each a double- 
size issue, selling for13/6d onthe newsstands.) 


Sf... 


* penetrating fact and provocative fiction— 
where the unexpected is the expected—from 
greats like Kenneth Tynan, Arthur С. Clarke, 
Irwin Shaw, Jules Feiffer and U.S. Supreme 
Court Justice William ©. Douglas to name but 
a few. 

| e Probing PLAYBOY Interviews with today's 
prominent pacemakers. 

e Success ideas, business tips and trends from 
financier J. Paul Getty. 

e Frivolity опа jollity from Silverstein, Gahan 
; Wilson, Interlandi, Erich Sokol and Dedini 
| plus the lively and quick Little Annie Fanny. 
* Outstanding jazz and fashion issues; the 
finest in food and drink; travel; sports cars; 
film, play, book and record reviews, PLUS 
all the other features that make PLAYBOY 
tops in masculine reading fare. 


TIE UP YOUR GOOD WISHES 
EARLY. Mail your holiday list today. At 
PLAYBOY's special subscription rates, your gift 
to him is worth more. For £5 Sterling ($12 
U.S.*), we'll help you cater the gift party of 
the year—keepit going all year long. There'll 
be a toost to you, too, for your good taste in 
giving PLAYBOY. Just send us your holiday list. 
We'll do the rest. 


im] the 


The pleasure of giving PLAYBOY is only 
exceeded by his exuberance and enthusiasm 


in receiving o gift rich in: *$15 in Germany. 


PLAYBOY x 


PLAYBOY, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60611 


U.S.A. or: PLAYBOY, 45 Park Lane, London W. I, Englond my none. - : 
Send my gift This hondsome card loleose print) 2 
To: name. -% will announce address. E 

(plecse print) your gift : 

of PLAYBOY magazine. city province... country 4 

address. —— TP : 

PLEASE COMPLETE : 

fos Pes e Enter ar [7] renew my own subscription. ~ 

: ЕГ? Send gift сога: [ ] ta recipient [7] to me personally H 

$ gift cord from : 

US Total subscriptions ordered: 
: (pleose print) - 
addres: $— —— enclosed, 


Tom enclosing cheque, postal draft, money order or currency $ 

for $12 U.S.*, £ 5 Sterling or in equivalent funds for my 

country for each subseriptian, understand thot credit orders? 

moy not be octepted. ; 
*$15 in Germany. 

See last page of this issue for world-wide rates. 


city __previnee. — country. 


gift cord from ` 


не 
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n: 


You can't give her too much 
of the real thing. 


Like real perfume. Not just cologne. 
Fabergé perfume. In five great fragrances. 
Made, bottled, sealed in France. 


All dressed up and ready to give. 


Choose Tigress, Aphrodisia, Woodhue, Flambeau, Kiku. 
Only from Fabergé. Two big, beautiful ounces 25.00. 
One ounce 17.50. One-half ounce 12.50. One-quarter ounce 7.50. 


jon, not of with- 


symptoms. of 
drawal, 

What do these awfulsounding words 
mean and how accurate arc they? 

AL/C Edward A. Pfcifler 
Tyndall AFB, 

In simple English, the doctors ave say- 
ing that marijuana produces red eyes, 
irritated throat and lungs, low blood 
sugar and strong hunger. The doctors ате 
right except when they state that such re- 
actions to the drug азе “often persistent” 
The most detailed studies of the subject 
thus far, especially the recent “double- 
blind" experiments by Drs. Zinberg and 
Weil at Boston University, indicate that 
these effects are temporary. 

Dx. Joel Fort, codirector of the Nation- 
al Sex and Drug Forum in San Francisco, 
provided us—for comparison purposes— 
an equally avfulsounding list of symp- 
toms: dyspnea, hypertension, depletion of 
body fluids with electrolyte imbalance, 
transitory diplopia, vertigo, rapid pulse, 
diaphoresis, dilated pupils, hypoalyee- 
mia, marked thirst, weak and lender 
muscles, labored speech, elevated carbon 
dioxide and epinephrine levels, and irra- 
tonal euphoria. 

Diagnosis? Completion of a 
match. 


tennis 


GRASS AND GAMBLING 
I have just returned from a five-day 
vacation in Lay Vegas. On the way to the 


airport, 1 was astonished by a huge sign 
that read: 
DON'T 6. MARIJUANA 
IN NEVADA 
POSSESSION... 90 YEARS 


SALE... LIFE 


Isn't it C that a state that legalizes 
gambling—a pastime responsible for 
countless broken homes, mental anguish 
id even suicide should take such 
nocuous drug t 


harms no one? 
Jack Hobbs 
Akron, Ohio 


CANNABIS AND CONSERVATISM 

The country’ vative in- 
telleaual, William F. Buckley, Jr, has 
now entered the r: 
[ог a saner 


zation. In 
wrote: 
Unfortunately, the dispute over 
marij has become highly ideolo- 


ed, and this is true of both sides, 


the ret 
mariju 
of those who believe 
Unfortunately, because there is obvi- 
ously a pressing need to know more 
pout a drug which, g to the 
test College Poll, has been tested 
by approximately 50 percent. of the 

graduate population, It may 


und 


prove, upon final assessment, to be 
опе of the wickedest inventions of 
ture; or it may prove to be physio- 
logically harmless. 

The socalled — “steppingstone 
theory holds that those who begin 
juana finish in hell. Th. 
they graduate from marijuana into 
narcotics. Dı. Robert Baird, ih 
director of the Haven Clinic at Har- 
is most emphatic on the point. 
[David] Smith [of the Haight- 
Ashbury Medical Clinic] believes 

js to be uter nonsense. He con- 
tends, and the figures as they appe; 


т, that the percentage of mari- 
juana smokers who graduate to hero- 
i I: about Í in 20, roughly 
speaking, and (altogether coi 
tally?) the same percentage 
whiskey and then go on to alcoholism. 

Dr. Smith contends that wl 
are talking about is people with 
latent. psychoses who will gravitate 
1o whatever sedative—hypnotic 
anesthetic-psychedelic or whatever 
in order to tune themselves out of 
the real world. 

Again, grass may prove to be a 
way station 10 hell. bur it would 
appear plain that (he mariju 

rc nor much more effective 
than Prohibition, Indeed they may 
prove to be no more eflec 
who desire pot probably find and 
smoke it, in about the same propor 
tion as those who desired booze 
found and drank i. We necd а 
h program of testing and investi- 
gation, and above all, the de-ideol- 
oxization of the arguments. 


laws 


It is good to see conservative princi- 
ples applied to the С. is controversy. 
I, for one, have always felt that conserva 


and their fear of every growth of Federal 
power, should have demanded, long be- 
fore the liberals, that the solons in Wash- 
ington first prove marijuana is harmful 
before they throw people in jail for 
possessing it. 


Frank Tucker 
Boston, Massachusetts 


REFORM VS. REVOLUTION 

My early support of the ideals of stu- 
dent activists in the mid Sixties has turned 
into a certain disillusionment. As а stu- 
dent at Berkeley in 1964, 1 favored the 
goals of the Free Speech Movement, the 
fist major confrontation of 
the decade, That movement was directed 
toward constructive g приз aca- 
demic reform and qu: ichment 
of an impersonal and bureaucratic edu- 
cational system. Tt used civil disobedi- 
ence as its tactic when existing channels 
еа. 
iolence was а paramount part of the 
M/s ideology. specific. aca- 


campus 


Non 
E 


demic reforms and extensive re-evaluation 
of the nature and purposes of the univer- 
sity resulted from this соп 

The central aim of the F. S. M. was the 
realization of Western liberal ideals of 
academic freedom and responsive democ- 
racy. Its methods were founded on the 
classical liberal philosophies of those em- 
nent individuslisis—Soo 
Gandhi and Martin Luthei 


King, Jr. 
The subsequent evolution of student 
activism has been toward the negation of 


as of the oni 


the beliefs and ga 
dissenters. ‘The 
lence as a means and the 
revolution as an ideology ma 
cnd of the student movement as а vehi- 
de for the renaissance of liberal and 
ic ideals, Too many student 
als today choose not merely ta dis- 
obey particular objectionable rega 
but to assault the university itself, ur 
forming the early liberal ideal 
a nascent totalit: 
ing to see Socrates, Thor 
replaced by such author 


ions 


ien- 
u and the others 
a intellec 
шаһ as Lenin, Mao Tse-tung and Ché 


Guevara as the philosophical standard- 
bearers of the student-prorest movement 
William Crosby 
South Pasadena, Californ 


THE PROBLEM OF LONG HAIR 

At Palmetto High School in Florida, 
hair provisions under the dress rules 
ate that, for males, hair should not be 
the eyes, cover the ears or extend over 
the coll When 1 was told by the 
principal that my hair was roo long, it 
was actually in accord with these rules; 
consequently, 1 brought my mother 10 
school to speak with him. I 
straight-A student and had no desire to 
make a martyr of myself over this busi 
ness, We were ready to comply w 
whatever rules there were—though Iw 
already in compliance with those officiall 
promulgated—but we wanted to see a 
written statem of ther 

‘The principal had no clear regulations, 
to give us. They were, we found, amor- 
phous commodities, pliable in his hands 
to fit whatever he felt the occasion de- 
minded. And, in this position, he cli d 
full support of the county school board. 
We pointed out that many of the stu- 
dents had hair longer than mine and 
sked why I had been singled out. There 
was ап uneasy silence, Neat day, deans 
were sent ош 10 put the finger on others, 
seemingly to obscure the incongruity we 
had demonstrated. 

We refused to satisfy what we felt was 
a personal whim of the principal rather 
than a legitimate school regulation. My 
mother was angry. At home, with m 
father's help, we tacked up some pick 
signs to protest the action and we re 
turned to walk the halls of Imeno 
High School. My parents were arrested, 
charged at first with trespassing but later 
with distu 
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in jail until they were released on bail 
of 5100 apiece. We felt at that point that 
we'd done all we could. We had made our 
now my hair was cut and I was 


At graduation time last June, I was 
chosen valedictorian, As my subject, Е 
selected dissent, peaceful and violent, 
g my preference for peaceful 


and the attempted overthrow of author- 
ity. After I submited a draft of my 
speech, T was called into the principals 
office. He told me he would not allow 
me to make the speech because he felt it 
inappropriate. When 1 asked him why 
it was inappropriate, he would not an 
swer. However, he assured me that, as 
valedictorian, I was free to write any- 
thing 1 wanted—as long as he approved 
it. Furthermore, he felt my hair was too 
long again and would have to be cut 
before graduation. 

This time, 1 was fed up. I couldn't 
bring mysell to compose a speech accept- 
able to the principal—one that would 
say nothing and consist of the rehashed 
trash we've all heard in so many previous 
graduation speeches. I picked up my 
diploma without attending the graduation 
ceremony and left for Michigan. 

Now, I've learned that quite a Пы 
support for me has developed back 
Florida: Newspaper articles about the 
е appeared there and in other parts of 
the country, letu ending my s 
were write the incident 
covered on TV. 
even prodaimed а “National Bill Bu 
saluting the valedictori 
etto High." 

The noise over long hair strikes me as 
bsurd. Long hair does not always stand 
for the doctrines of the hippies, but even 
if it did, why do people attack the sym- 
bol rather than the behavior and atti- 
tudes symbolized? And why attack at all? 
Maybe the answer is fear—fear that they 
won't be able to make it as society 
changes, fear that they themselves will 
have 10 change or go away and die, 

Whether your hair is long or your 
scalp shaved bald is not portant as 
having your head in the right place. 

Bill Burger 
Lowell, Michigan 


y of 


was 


OUR HIPPIE HERITAGE 

Asa student and a believer in individ- 
d like to call your attention 
| in The Atlanta 
ied “R. E. 


libert 
to an excellent editor 
Journal and Constitution, 
Lee, the Hippie”: 


An honor student of a hi 
in Florida did not make h 
valedicto 
did not like the speech he prepared, 

So much for the Firs Amend- 
me 

But the principal added that even 
had the young man prepared an 


n because the pi 


“acceptable” speedy, he would not 
allowed to participate in 
graduation exercises because he had. 
Tong hair. 

This kind of incident is occurring 
with revolting regularity these days. 
It makes us wonder if some judges 
and educators aren't traveling under 
the assumption that short h 
men was written inte the Constin 
tion. 

If they do believe that, let us be 
among those who can assure them 
that, in fact, most of the signers of 
the Constitution had long hair. And. 
some of them even wore wigs—pow- 
dered wigs. We are not aware that 
the length of their hair lessened the 
value of our nation's basic document, 

Having long hair did not make 
Washington Jess a President or Je 
Ferson less a statesman or Lee less a 
acral. And Ben Franklin did all 
ht for himself despite the hippie 
length of his tresses. 

We think these judges 
people would be making sounder 
contributions to these times if they 
looked to the substance of а man 
and not to the length of 
the growth of his whiskers. 

Iv is ironic that at this hour, the 
ages of three bearded, long-haired 


and Stonewall Jackson] 
rved the е ol Stone 
Mountain. On a clear day, that 
tain is visible from the court- 
where recently a young man 
сї ош [or special attention 
because of his hirsute appearance. 


imo sur 


Peter L. Irwin 
Athens, Georgi 


THE STATE OF THE NATION 

How can my good friend and respect- 
‚ Poul Anderson, claim (The 
Playboy Forum, July) that "police br 
tality is a minor problem compared with 
ty’? You might 
say that bribery among judges is a minor 
problem compared with bribery among 
protection gangs. 

The morning of the day I write, the 
London papers are headlining the death 
of a suspect at the hands of the British 
police. Irs the third ch a thing 
has happened this century (the other 
cases were in 1911 and 1951). Wanted in 
connection with а murder investigation, 
the man fired over 100 rounds at random 
from a rille and a sawed-off shotgun. The 
police in Glasgow—one of the roughest, 
toughest cities in Britain—apparently 
fired only two shots and nobody but the 
gunman himself was killed. I hold no 
special brief for the Glasgow police 
aving been manhandled by them dur- 
g а peace demonstr , but T don't 
regard a British policeman as dangerous. 
Ive been told тере: 


me 


visits to thc State 
there do so regard the badly u 
badly paid. badly educated and trigger- 
happy American police. And I must say 
that if I saw an angry man coming at me 
with a loaded pistol, believe me. Td 
vegard him as an enemy. My friends 
don't behave like that. 

But I fear Poul's entire letter exempli 
fes an all-too-connmon attitude, generally 
termed. conservative but more aptly de- 
scribed as penilicd. This attitude can be 
summed up in a single sentence: What 
we did last time didn't work, but it 
should have, so well do it again—only 
more so! 

Thus, prowl cars didn't solve the prob- 
Jem of urban unrest, so next time ill be 
armored сагы Night sticks didn't fis. 
things, so we'll issue gas grenades. And 
so on. up to the proposition advanced by 
Colonel Robert B. Rigg, formerly of 
U.S. Army Inicll 
zine for ] 
must be ori 
the cement 


at “Army units 
med and trained 10 know 
nd-asphalt jungle of every 


People with Poul's cast of mind d 
miss any evidence that contradicts their 
preconceptions as anomalous or irrel- 
evant. Yet, Denmark abolishes its ob- 
sccnity laws, and, funnily enough, less 
pornography is sold. Britain suspends 
the death penalty, and, funnily enough. 
fewer murders are committed. A local 
police force here pulls men out of head 
quarters and police patrol cars and. puts 
them back on the beat, unarmed but 
carrying walkietalkies to summon rap 
help: funnily enough, the crime rate in 
the town declines. 

How many members of Cosa Nostia 
have been attacked with Mace recently. 
and how many peace marchers, black 
civil rights demonstrators and students? 
If it weren't for the fact that the forces 
of nd order were coming after them 
with guns and gas, maybe those students 
would be learning something they (and 
Т) regard as really important—such 
how to get on better with their fellow 
human beings. 


John Brunner 

London, England 

John Brunner is a science-fiction writer 

whose books include “The Long Result 
‘No Future in 1t" and “Tele pathist. 


THE POLICE AND THEIR CRITICS 


Asa police officer, | wish to commend 
PLAYmOY for a very fine public 1 
agree completely with the ideas in The 


Playboy Philosophy; there is no excuse, 
ever, for a law that infringes on the pri- 
vate behavior of consenting adults, as long 
ocenit third parties are hurt. 

І would like to add, however, that 
some of the attitudes expressed. by cer- 
tain letters in The Playboy Forum—aud 
by Kenneth Rexroth in his article, Th 
Биз: (vLavwoy, July 1967)—seem to me 
very unfair. Have Mr. Rextoth and 
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these other police haters ever seen the tears 
in a policeman's eyes as he works des- 
perately 10 revive a drowned child? Have 
they exer seen policemen leap from thei 
cruisers, run into an overturned automo- 
bile and get badly burned in a desperate 
struggle to rescue the passengers? Do 
they know how an officer feels when he 
walks up to another car for inc 
license check and finds the snout of a 
pistol being pointed out the window at 
him? Or what a young rookie thinks 
when he is rolled into the emergency 
room of a hospital to have а load of 
buckshot removed from his intestines? 
Or what it is like to walk into a dark 
house to arrest a man who has gone 
berserk and discharged his shorgun at his 
neighbor's children? 

Sure, there 
why should we all be painted that w 
size, finally, that while 
n America is changing, 
our police departments are not standing 
still. Most of us in the profession are 
constantly striving to educare and im- 
prove ourselves so that our service to the 
whole public will be better. 

Michael Douglas Martin 
Eden, North Carolin: 


a rou 


с officers, but 
? 


EQUAL JUSTICE FOR ALL 
The following artide appeared 
cently in the Fort Lauderdale N 


re- 


A 2l-year-old man convicted of 
robbing a Colonel Sanders Kentucky- 
fried-chicken store near Plantation 
is in the Broward County jail, sei 
tenced to life imprisonment. 

Court of Record Judge F. 
mers Shelley imposed the sentence 
on Randolph Hopkins immediately 
after a sixmember jury found him 
y Friday. The jury deliberated 
0 minutes. 

Shelley s did not know 
whether Hopkins had been previously 
arrested and did not order a 
sentence investigation by the prob; 
tion and parole department because 
thing would have changed my 
mind." 


id he 


The sentence seems а bit € to 
me, J think there is, at least, a 50 per- 
cent chance that the young man is black. 
and a 100 percent certainty that he 
poor! 


John H. Allen 
Fort Lauderdale, Florida 
The defendant was both poor and 
black. 


PRISON REFORM 

In its early days, this county de- 
veloped the practice of taking offenders 
against the law and caging them for 
specified periods of time. This system 
tends to reduce the offenders to vegetable 
life, unable 10 cope or compete success- 
fully upon release, and it is increasingly 
expensive to the taxpayers. The cost of 


law enforcement is also steadily rising, to- 
gether with court administration—mostly 
because of the new crimes these men com 
mit after release, due to their improper 
piepiration for reentry into society. This 
has led sociologists and penologists to seck 
new approaches. 

One new concept was introduced in 
the Maryland. Penitentiary in the 1950s. 
Men were "separated" from the prison 
environment, while still wards of the 
state, and gradually reintegrated into 
free society as producing and participat- 
g members. Here im Louisiana, the 
practice is known as the Work Release 
Program and these men are, at all times, 
under the direct supervision of the ward- 
en of Louisiana State Penitent 
representative. They 
competitively. €: 
which they support their families (there 
by relieving the state welfare roles) and 
alo paying the costs of thi and 
supervision. After working under these 
conditions, the men are gradually freed 
through parole or discharge, but—unlike 
most ex-conviats—they are, at that time. 
already established as working members 
of society, paying their own зулу and able 
to hold their heads up. 

I am not yet on this program, but it 
gives me something to hope for—and 
hope is what a convict needs most. 

George Pittman, Jr, 
Jackson Barracks 
New Orleans, Loui 


na 


THE SODOMY FACTORIES 

I just finished reading J. C. Green's 
letter in your September Playboy Forum, 
and I would like ro confirm what J. C. 


had to say. I was a convict in the Mi 
souri Training Center for Men at the 
same time as J. Сы it's a training center, 


all right, but the things you learn there 
are not fit for а human bei 

I know that J. C. was forcibly raped by 
older convicts and that, when he reported 
this, the authorities absolutely refused to 
take action and merely labeled him a 
troublemaker. In a way, though, he was 
lucky; others who brought similar com. 
plaints to the Man often had their heads 
smashed 

Prison officials seem to lack the desi 
to help or rehabilitate, though older 
cons are caper to teach such useful arts 
s how to crack a safe, trip a burglar 
alarm or hot-wire а car. And the gencral 
public doesn't seem to gie a damn 
bout such matters, They will not open 
their eyes and realize that some of these 
prisoners are worth swing. They throw a 
human life to the dogs and pretend they 
arc helpi ather than hurting. The 
blindness even jeopardizes their own best 
interests, bec n cor- 
rupted by prison will eventually be re- 
leased to prey upon th and thei 
loved ones. 1 think the strongest opposi- 
tion to prison reform comes from the 
politicians and the churches; 1 would 


like 10 ask them: Are you perfect? Have 
you never done wrong in your whole 
life? (On second thought, don't answer: 
You would only lie to yourself.) But those 
of you who are not so righteous: Please 
believe me—only some of the guys inside 
re really warped and beyond the reach of 
human communication. There are more 
guys who want and deserve help. 

James R, Russell 

Grand. Junction, Colorado 


SEXUAL PREFERENCES 

As а family counselor, 1 wish to com- 
ment on your current debate about homo- 
sexuality. When I was but a slip of a 
teenage girl, doing homework to get all 
A's (as people said I should), | ace 
dentally nudged my left nipple with 
pencil dangling in my hand while read. 
ing а biology assignment about bugs. I 
received an immediate erotic respon 
which was nice. 

Later, I discovered that boys were nicer. 
and tried them—and my love for readin, 
and bugs, and A's and autocroticism took 
back seat t0 heterosexual preferences. 
All of us can respond, physically and 
erotically, 10 any kind of tactile stim: 
ion. Thus, it seems that those who 
remain entirely “fixated” on either homo 
sexuality, heterosesuality or the different 
forms of antocroticism are people with 
emotional preferences, not physical pref- 
erences, The essential problem does not 
concern the rationality of these partic 
lar physical choices, because in terms of 
the choosing individual, all such choices 
L” Rather, the crucial. prob- 
is why, emotionally, homosexuals 
nor let themselves be touched and 
santly stimulated by the opposite sex. 

The real mystery, then. is not sex acts 
themselves but love. 1 never fell in love 
pencil, nor a biology book, nor 
rade of A. Perhaps sexual desire 
all. totally separate from love 
need. People should uy 
everything once and then form a judg- 
ment. How сап one condemn other 
people's sexual preferences without any 
firsthand knowledge of what motivates 
these preferences? 


Mary Н. Malelyt 
Elmira, New York 


MORALITY AND THE HOMOSEXUAL 
with interest the 


defende 
AyBoy, it seems, not only 
upholds the right of homosexuals to be 
first-class citizens but also upholds their 
ight to defect, as it were, fom the 
ranks by seeking change through psycho- 
therapy. Dr. Kameny upholds the former 
ight but says that the action of the 
latter group is а surrender to prejudice 
nd is, therefore, immoral. 

In his September letter, Dr. К. 
explicitly den 


is 


bonny. 
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PLAYBOY 


group solidarity on homosexuals. He ar- 
s that the homosexual should stay a 
not out of loyalty to 


gu 


homosexual. his 


ty. It appea 


aywoy and Kameny ате up. 
holding the individual's right to be true to 
himself. The question is: Does being true 


to yourself 


mpose the duty of adherence 

ler undesirable 
the пис you— 
that which you 


in yourself? Which is 
that which vou are or 


v to be? Tt seems t the 
who cm be mused to find 
of such a quandary is the 


volved. PLAYBOY appears to 
adividual 
у ice you do not 
the homosexual—whether he 
al or turns heterosexual. 
n is basically OK. even if 
he turns heterosexual out of fear of prej- 
udice. Your view ot indi 
is, thu: 
meny's and. 
ning the debate so far. 

Hank Brummer 

New York, New York 


d is, thus. more true to 


THE NATURE OF HOMOSEXUALITY 
Tw frankly, revolted by the letter 
from William Edward Glover (The 
Playboy Forum, August), in which he re- 
proached rravsov for its attitude toward 
homosexuality. As a homosexual, I wish to 
state that I consider your opinions 100 
percent. impeccable. 
that homosexuality, in and of itself, re- 
gardless of social approval or condemna- 
tion, is a psychoscxual problem is being 
hopelessly unr . Beyond this how- 
exer, Тат annoyed at the 
person who should have been appreciative 
of your regular crusading for better treat- 
ment of homosexuals in a society that is 
still cruel to them in many instances. 
When I was 19, I met a man who 
asked me if I was homose: . When I 
admitted it, he said, “Ninety-nine people 
out of a hundred would have thought 
you were a decent boy.” 1 remember this 
as onc of the most inanc sentences I've 
ever heard, representative of the attitude 
PLAYBOY has consistently rejected 
opposed. Your reply to Mr. Glov 
far more temperate than he deserved 
(Name and address 
withheld by request) 


wi 


PROTECTING NORMAL SOCIETY 

Т feel sorry for Willi: McDonough, 
the mentally ill individual who wrote in 
the February Playboy Forum about his 
tion. After four admitted arrests 


t position by failing to learn from 
st experiences, He is not being 
punished for the misdeeds he might do 
but for his ty to conform to stand- 
ards of behavior set by the majority of 


normal citizens for their own protection. 
He has had at least three chances, cach 


of the three times he was released, 
prove he nocent. of any tendency 
to commit a crime in the future” He is 


fortunate 
rather tl 


to be adjudged mentally ill 
n a habitual criminal. Perhaps 
conditions at Patuxent Institution. for 
Defective Delinquents should be im- 
proved, but, for the sake of society, Mc- 
Donough and his kind should be kept 
there. 

1 speak as one who practiced medicine 
for 31 years. During a number of those 
years, 1 served as à medical examiner for 
hearings belore à superior-court judge on 
ally ill patients. 

Harry N. M M.D. 

Tahiti, French Polynesia 

Your opinion of this case doesn't an- 
swer the basic questions raised by it. 
Even four arrests and convictions do not 
justify society's treating а man in any 
way it sees fil. We do not agree that 
“failing to learn from his past. experi- 
ences” is а crime justifying a possible lije 
sentence. Your statement that McDonough 
is being punished “for his inability to 
conform” does seem to us a fairly ac- 
curate statement of this situation. The 
point is that this punishment, McDon- 
ough’s indefinite incarceration, is labeled 
“treatment,” and his ofjense is labeled 
‘mental illness" Whereas punishment is 
clearly defined and limited to fil. the 
»eabneni" can go on for the ve 
mainder of a person's life. Similarly, 
while the existence of a crime must be 
proved by the stale, McDonough must 
prove the nonexistence of his “mental 
illness” before he can secure his release. 
Thus, because he has been relegated to 
this category of the mentally ill, McDon- 
ough has less recourse and fewer civil 
Liberties than an ordinary criminal. Since 
you yourself have held a post that in- 
volved judging degrees of mental illness, 
your readiness to assume, just on the basis 
of his letter, tat McDonough should be 
kept at Patuxent is a good example of 
the kind of thinking this man is up 
against. 


crim, 


SEX AT AN EARLY AGE 

m a member of the younger gener 
tion who has already lost her virginity: 
however, I have no guilty feelings about 
this, My sex relations arc solely with my 
steady boyfriend, whom I love very much 
and who loves me also; I have no inten- 
tion of getting laid by any guy who 


comes along, either now or after my 
boyfriend and 1 break up. I'm sure many 
would argue that, at our age, what we 


feel for each other can't possibly be love, 
bur 1 have come to realize that one 
encounters many different kinds of love 
in the course of a lifetime and our love 
us now. We both feel 
there is nothing wrong in what we do: 
we hurt no one and we respect each 
other immensely. I feel this experience 


is very real for 


has given ше greater understan 
love and life. 

Though premarital sex has been good 
for us, 1 do not advocate it for every 
and boy. Many girls wish to remain 
s until marriage; 1 understand 
reasoning aud respect their opin 
Many feel that а body that has 
n touched sexually is a great 
gift to present to their chosen life part. 
ner. But for other girls, like myself, it is 
different. 

1 really wisl 
would end the 


our moralistic elders 
condemnation of pre. 


remain virgins until they are married 
will do so without being preached 10 


sex before marriage, this pr 
burdens us with extra emotio) 
culties at a time when coping with rc 
is tough enough. 
a a small, gossipridden town 
and must ask you to withhold my пате 
and address to protect myself, my boy- 
d our parents. 
(Name and address 
withheld by request) 


ON NEEDING ADULTERY 
Iam writing in reply to the Newsfront 
item published in the August Playboy Fo 
Tum concerning Dr. Leon Salzman's state- 
ment that most married people escape 
"serious guilt” over their infidelities be 
cause these episodes allow th 
ed, in an “otherwise 
relationship." 

Somebody's got to be ki 
If there were no scrious guilt, would there 
be any reason for such an excuse? And if 
the marriage is impossible without extra- 
marital allairs—is it really a marriage? 
Does the fact that the license hasn't been 
eled (via divorce) mean a marriage 
still exists? To me. ge license is a 
y people 
living with each other legally can't toler 
ate each other. The constitution of a 
true marriage is that two people can live 
together compatibly: whether or not these 
two people have a license sanctioned by 
our church and state is irrelevant. 

Occasional extramarital айай» 
nothing to be alarmed about (espec 
during the absence or illness of one’s 
mate). but if the couple truly loved each 
other, they wouldn't "need" adultery to 
hold their marriage togethi 


Ken Taylor 
Marion, Indiana 
THE REAL OTHER WOMAN 
So many letters have been published in 


ine and even more in wom 
en's maga pout how to keep a hu» 
band happy so he will not tur 
other wor 1 have had my fill: 


why 
doesn’t someone write about the man’s 


role and wh: 
wile and 
For years, 1 h. 


he should do to keep his 


е read that the good 
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‘THE TRUE OLD-STYLE KENTUCKY BOURBON 


ing individual, keeps a presentable home, 
ates a happy atmosphere for her hus- 
id to come home to, listens attentively, 
ins friends graciously. raises healthy 
. compliments her husband on his 
1s, docs not argue about moncy 
or in-laws, prepares favorite meals, makes 
a man feel like a man, aas like a lady 
nd does not deny her husband's sexual 
съ, CLC, ete, CIC. 

ead those platitudes and followed 
them because they fit my basic philoso- 
phy of marriage: If you treated а man 


like a king. he would treat you like a 
queen. Well. this ph lot of 
garbage. You are not treated Tike a 


q jou are treated like а door mat. It 
is you, not his girlfriend, who becomes 
“the other woman.” “Other” in the sense 
that аг else is more important. 
и and drinking every 
h lounges, engaging in activi- 
ic friends, spending weekends 
nually finding a. girlfriend. 
ist 


orm 
a mun could 
achieve happiness and satisfaction at 
home, and no one wrote that a man 
should look at his wife and sce the extra 
effort she expended only for him—the 


make-up, special dress and hairdo, favor- 
ite dinner and sexy nightgown. Our soci- 
ety tells the wife how to please the 


husband; it 
please her. 

Even now, society dict 
my child) lone and I alone explain 
why their father is not here. How do you 
tell a child his father prefers his fast car 
his cameras and месо equipment, his 
expensive clothing, his cocktail lounges 
and his girlfriends to his wife and chil- 
dren? How do you raise a five-year-old 
son to realize his own masculinity when 
he has no father figure to imitate? How 
do you teach а daughter about life and 
the wonders of marital Jove when you 
yoursell know only disillusionment? How 
do you explain to children that you must 
find a job to help support them and then 
must leave them in a stranger's care? How 
do you erase the stigmas of being a di- 
vorcee and ra 
broken home? All the publi 
cated that I followed the right marital 
road. Why wasn't there a road map lor 
my husband? 

And even 


never tells him to iry to 


es that 1 raise 


ow, to protect him from 


embarrassment, 1 ask that my name be 
withheld. 
(Name withheld by request) 
Boston, Massachusetts 


ADULTERY, FRENCH STYLE 

America is not the only country where 
moralistic opinions have undue influence 
on divorce legis Here in Paris, a 
French friend of mine is forced to go to 


unbelievable lengths to conceal the fact 
that, after she was abandoned without 
financial aid by her husband, she has 
taken a lover, Disclosure of this liaison 
would, in all probability, lead to her 
being judged the guilty party in divorce 
court, with the consequence that her 
children would be taken from her and 
iced in а state institutio 
There is a need tor The Playboy Phi- 
losophy in Europe, too. 

Duncan Richards 

Paris, France 


THE CIVILIZED SOCIETY 

PLavnoy's readers, [ know, are always 
interested to hear of social progress else- 
where in the world when the events are 
relevant to American society. А recent 
speech by Roy Jenkins, Britain's Chan- 
cellor of the Exchequer, offered (his 
thought provoking summary of the ways 
in which British life has improved over 
the past ten years: 


nt, not 


very fre- 
quently used, but attracting on the 
five or six occasions а year when 
it was, the most morbid picture of 
interest and horror throughout the 
country. We still treated homosexu- 

а Criminal offense. We 
the same with abortion. 

Our divorce ws were а 
hypocrisy, We had a theater censor- 
ship, carried out as am almost шь 
ble anachronism by a court 


cruel 


1 been given the pow 
E ly [8th Cenuny in 
order to exercise political control. 


Our literary censorship was just in 
the tentative process of change from 


sed upon a highly rest 
tive judgment of 1866, but there was 
no knowledge of how the courts 
would interpret the new law, Our 
licensing laws were out of line with 
every other European country. And 
our support for the arts, for cultur: 
activities generally, was niggardly in 
the extreme, 

What is the position today? Of 
the eight points, six have been dealt 
with, the last two Parli: 
ments, and a seventh—the need for 
а new divorce Iaw—is on the point 
of being met. 


five 


ins then dealt with the puritanical 
es who arc fighting a rear-guard action 
Ireedom by declaring 
“permissive society" that 
and disorderly. Jenkins 
nswered the charge thus: 


is both decadent 


The permissive society—alw 
misl 

lowed to become a dirty phrase. A 
bener phrase is the civilized society, 
a society based on the belief that di 
ferent individuals will wish to 
different. decisions about th 


ading description—has bee 


terns of behavior, and that, provided 
these do not restrict the freedom of 
others, they should be allowed to do 
so within a framework of understand- 
ing and tolerance. 


And the idea that our moderate 
progress tow: iving the individ- 
the law 


in matters of social conduct is re- 
sponsible for the troubles of modern 
society is plain nonsense. By keeping 
the kaw out of touch with enlight- 
ened, naturally law-abiding opinion, 
you do not increase respect for it 
where it really matters. You dimi 
ish it. You do not reduce crime. You 
are morc likely to increase it. 


Charle: 
Londi 


Tyrell 
gland 


SEX-EDUCATION CONTROVERSY 


that 


ouly 
about 25 percent of all American ma 
riages аге happy. Meanwhile, our local 
John Birchers are trying to have sex ed 
cation driven out of the schools. 

As the female partner in one of the 75 
percent of wretched mari. D just 
want to say that the primary cause for 

incompatibility is sexual igno- 
If my husband һай received а good 
sex education when he was young, he 
would not be the incompetent clod he is. 

(Name withheld by request) 
Anaheim, 


I received a letter from the Reverend 
Billy James Hargis of Christian Crusade, 
К g me that sex education “breaks 


down the pure, wholesome, God-given 
attitude given us in the Scriptures” and 
asking for a contribution “of S100, 550, 
$25, 510, 55 or even SI" to сот i 


t “this 
evil influence.” The following is my an- 
swer to him 


You ask if I have children. Yes, I 
lave two of them and love them 
dearly. "That is why 1 plan to protect 
them from th 
see that the ive a good, ade- 
we sex education, despite every- 
ng your Christian Crusade does 
to prevent it. 

Sex education is extremely impor- 
id more of 
growing up. There- 
fore, 1 cannot support your elforts to 
turn back the clock and no contribu- 
tion is enclosed. 


likes of you and to 


rec 


John E 
Silver 


Bregger 


pring, Maryland 


I quote from a recent issue of the 
Houston Chronicle: 


‘The Reverend Frands E. Fenton, а 
Catholic priest and member of the 
National Council of the Jolin Birch 
Society, says sex education belongs 
in the home only and must be 
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We've flipped our fleets! 
Now, rent this 1970 Pontiac LeMan 
for only $7 a дау/7 a mile! 


Why pay more? In most cities, our Buick Skylark, Chevrolet Impala, 
Olds Cutlass, Pontiac LeMans or similar full-sized car rents out for 
only $7 a day and 7¢ a mile, complete with power steering, auto- 
matic transmission, radio and proper insurance. Air conditioning is 
slightly more. Pay for only the gas you actually use. 


Il make a free telephone reservation for you to over 
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taught with a strong belief in God 
and the unchanging moral law of God. 

In a news conference, Fenton 
charged that the sex-education move- 
ment in public and parochial schools 
is a Communist plot “to make sex a 
common practice and destroy the rug- 
gedness of our youth.” 


What makes the good Father think 
that sex is not a "common practice" with 
or without sex education? Any biology 
text will indicate that it is, indeed, quite 
common in every spedes of plant and 
animal above the unicellular level; Kin- 
sey's statistics, common sense, ordinary 
observation and a reading of the classics, 
all tend to indicate that it has been 
“a common practice” among mankind 
hout our entire history. 

1 I doubt very much that sexual 
ty, in humans or in any of the other 
ruggedness.” The most 
er all, аге the sta 


recalcitrant horses, 
lions; gellings are comparatively docile. 
‘The same is true with steers as compared 
with uneastrated  bulls—which is why 
steers are never used in the bull ring. The 
laziest and least scrappy cats D have ever 
seen were always toms that had been 
ered” (as the euphemism has it). 
And among humans, the most eunuchal 
and least rugged specimens 1 have noted 
were among the professional cclibates, a 
fact that Father Fenton should ponder 
long and hard. 


Bart Masters 
Mexico City, Mexico 


Your coverage of the new right-wing 
delusion that sex, sex education, pornog- 
raphy, etc., are Communist plots is inter- 
esting and amusing. According to The 
Times Literary Supplement, one of the 
groups most opposed to the recent legali- 
tion of pornography in Denmark is the 
Danish Communist Party, which “pro- 
claimed that ‘pornography is the opium 
of the people, with the same insidious 
role among the working class as cheap 
liquor played a hundred years ago. 

Janet Cooper 
Boston, Massachusetts 


I noticed an interesting juxtaposition of 
topics in the July Forum Newsfront. 
One item is headed "Sex as a Communist 
Plon" another is * Capitalist 
Plot.” Both of these viewpoints turn out 
to be equivalent, asserting that sexual frec- 
dom is an insidious device of the other 
side. Both the alist Western regimes 
and the Communist Eastern regimes are 
characterized by a willingness to usc 
force and violence and by government 
intervention im private affairs of all 
kinds. Why is sexuality an anathema to 
authoritarian mentalities in both camps? 
Because sexual activity is manifestly the 
behavior of individual free agents 
in the case of mutual self-interest. Sex 
ual freedom can never be condoned by 
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the fascist elements in the West or by the 
totalitarian socialists of the East, because 
sexuality is a celebration of individual 
happiness and efficacy and thus makes 
the individual supreme. Sex is no good 
to totalitarian collectivists except [or 
purposes of reproduction, preferably de 
void of joy for the participants. So these 
two items in Forum Newsfront add new 
entries to the age-old list of condemna- 
ions of human sexuality by miscella- 
neous moralists of every form of religious 
and secular statism 


Carl T. Heli 
Rochester, New York 


witnessing a long bombardment 
ible drivel in pamphlet form 
from such ultraconservative groups as 
the John Birch Society (concerning sex 
education and its relationship to just 
about everything from illicit drug trafic 
to а purported Communist conspiracy to 
overthrew our Government), 1 can. no 
longer remain silent on the subject 
First, let me say that I am not. by 
nature, a crusader; 1 belong t0 no organ 
izations other than a labor union. ] am 
merely the father of a small boy (whose 
welfare is of great concern to me) and I 
have a certain sense of civic vesponsibi 
Until recently, I found it inconceivable 
that any group of reasonably intelligent 
Americans could fall pre 
type of mass hyst 
such mei 
the Salem witch trials and N. 
now that I was mudi too naiv 
I feel very strongly that sex education 
should be a required course of study in 
the schools across our nation and that 
the instruction should go deeply enough 
into the subject to be truly enlight 
In my opinion, it is a 
for people 
less able to control their emotions than we 
stalwart adults—to be fully aware of the 
function of their bodies. 
it is our responsibility to sec 
childr le to read and 


to the sime 


that our 
write, it i 
that they arc made aware of all 
possible physical, psychological and 
consequences of all forms of sexu 
ity, both normal and abnormal. 
Robert J. Manson 
St. Louis, Missouri 


also our responsibility to scc 
the 
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um mss. JOE NAMATH 


a candid conversation with the superswinger quarterback 


Last January's Superbowl victory by 
the New York Jets over the Baltimore 
Colis was by far professional sports most 
dramatic event since Bobby Thomson's 
ninth-inning home yun won a pennant 
for the New York Giants 18 years ago. 
The Jet win was doubly meaningful: It 
not only proved that the American 
Football Teague had achieved purity 
with the older N L.: it also indicated 
Jet quarterback Joe Namath, who boast 
ed before the game that his. 17-point 
underdog team would vanquish the sup- 
posedly invincible Colts. In an era when 
athletes are no longer averse to publicly 
their chances of victory, it 
seems ludicrous that Namath's cockiness 
could have so outraged the sporting 
world and the public at large, but it did 
—and docs. Namath scoffs at the selfless 
stoicism America demands [rom its ath- 
letes: his hedonistic, almost anarchie ap 
proach to life turns his fans on as 
sharply as it turns his detractors off. But 
at least one fact of Namatles life is be- 
yond contention: He is easily ihe most 
famboyant—and probably the premier 

quarterback in football today 

He ds аһа spons том publicized 
figure; seldom has America been as inter- 
ested in an athlete as i is in Joe Namath 
Transmogrified from grid superstar into 
cult hero, he now finds himself cast as а 
ind of Belmondo with a jockstrap. And 
Матай of}-the-heid actizilies—center- 
ing mostly on sexual. conquests—have 


mssessing 


assumed the dimensions of modern myth; 
he is already rumored to have befriended 


“The important thing is how long you're 
able lo make love. With the right girl, a 


guy can go just about all night long. And 
there have been times Mee done just that. 
Гт а great belicver in sex.” 


and bedded more women than Casanova 
in his prime. Even his most irrelevant 
idiosyncrasies—growing a goatee. owning 
a black mink coat (which was stolen from 
him) or having a few drinks—have be- 
come causes célèlwes in the popular press. 
That any young man should be the focal 
point of such approbation and abuse is re- 
markable; that it has happened to Joseph 
Willan Namath is truly extraordinary. 

Certamly, nothing in Namath's back- 
ground seems lo have qualified hin for 
the image he's acquired—and cheerfully 
accepted. Born on May 31, 1943, in Bea- 
wer Falls, Pennsylvania, a small steel 
town 30 miles west of Pittsburgh, Joe 
the youngest of four 
Hungarian household that included. an 
adopted daughter. His father 
steel-mill worker who, like many men in 


was sons in а 


was a 


the area, wanted his boys 19 make it 
in the world through athletics. Joes 
brothers, all of whom were athletes, stu- 
diously schooled their kid brother, until, 
by the time he 15, Namath had 


become an outstanding basketball, basc- 


was 


hall and football player. And an un- 
forgettable local character, as well: 
Namath’s flashy skintight attire was 


topped off by a black beret, sunglasses 
and a toothpick carried. jauntily in the 
his senior 
year—ihe only full season Joe played 
quarterback jor Beaver Falls High 
School—he completed 85 oj 146 passes 
for 1564 yards, led his team lo a Confer- 
ence championship and had virtually 


right side oj his mouth. In 


“There wasn't a single shred of fact in 
any of the charges made about Bachelors 
IL. The reasons I sold had nothing to do 
with the bar—and everything to do with 
the fact that T love playing football.” 


every major college scont in the country 
hanging around the family home. 

After a long selection process, Namath 
finally enrolled. at the University of 
Alabama, where he was coached by Paul 
W. (Bear) Bryant, who—by reputation, 
al denst—makes the Washington Red- 
shins’ disciplinarian Vince Lombardi 
seem a veritable brownie scoutmaster. In 
his sophomore season, Namath soon es 
tablished himsel] as a quarterback par 
excellence by completing 76 of 146 
passes and displaying the kind of decep 
tive ball-handling finesse that can be 
gained only through arduous practice. 
“On the field.” recalls Namath, “the mot- 
to was Kill or be killed. 1 worked for that 
man, ] even played defense: would you 
believe it?” Anyone ows Bryant, 


of course, would; on his office wall, there 
hangs a sign reading WINNING IS NOT 
EVERYTHING, BUT IT SURE. BEATS ANYTHING 
THAT COMES IN. SECOND, Bryant remem- 
bers Namath as a socially unsure young, 
ser who matured enormously at 
Alabama: “When Joe first came to onr 
school, he was timid and shy. But he 
never lacked any confidence on the foot 
ball fiel —and by the time he left here, 
he was a well-poised young man, I think 
Joe is the most talented player Poe ever 
been around. 

In his junior year, a maturing Namath 
showed he could think like a fox, run 
like a deer—and drink like a fish: With 
ral teammates, he broke the squad 


temperance rule one night and was 
promptly suspended for Ihe last two 


: by the time I'm 27,1 don't 
think FU have the quickness 1 have now. 
I dont know if PH be as good as Т 
was last year, 


because 1 don't know 
how my legs are going to hold up.” 
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games of the season. “Не made a mistake," 
Bryant said at the time, "but if he's 
the kind of person 1 think he is, Joe 
will prove worthy of another opportuni- 
Namath accepted. the suspension 
without involving the others with whom 
he had been drinking, Even though 
Bryant didn't really appreciate Namath's 
first goatee (Joe sensed his displeasure 
and shaved it off) nov the fact that Na- 
math once began a frug on the side lines 
while a marching band performed on the 
field, the coach and his superstar grew 
steadily closer; and in his senior year, 
Namath went on to become an All-Amer- 
ican—completing 64 percent of his passes 
on the gridiron and probably even more 
than that with Alabama's comely contin- 
gent of Southern belles. But Namath’s 
continuing. whispered adventures as а 
Lothario only added to the heroic stature 
he had achieved throughout the state. 

Though injured in the fourth game of 
the season, Namath grittily kept playing, 
despite a torn cartilage in his right knee 
he wasn't about to let an injury sque 
him out of a fat professional contract. In 
practice several days before Alabama's 
1955 Orange Bowl date with the Unwer- 
sity of Texas, Namath's damaged knee 
suddenly collapsed, and he was slated to 
sit out the game; but he was called on to 
play when the team's substitute quarter- 
bach couldn't gel the offense moving. Joe 
sponded by connecting on 15 of 37 
passes—and was named the Orange 
Bowls Most Valuable Player. 

With the last game of his college ca 
reer behind him, Namath began weigh- 
ing offers from the two teams that had 
drafted Тате A.F.I. Jets and the 
N.F. L. St. Louis Cardinals. Ai the time, 
the leagues were involved in a talent- 
buying contest and the younger league, 
with little prestige to recommend it, had 
10 put its money where its ambitions were. 
Sonny Werblin, then head of the Jets, 
was searching for a quarterback with a 
personality fans could latch onto. Said. 
show-businessoriented Werblin (former 
ly president of the Music Corporation of 
America): “I needed to build a franchise 
with somebody who could do more than 
just play. So we went down to Birming- 
ham and the minute Joe walked into the 
room and lit it up, 1 knew he was our 
man.” After much deliberation, Namath 
signed with New York for a reported 
$427,000. 

He was rechristened Broadway Joe al- 
most immediately, and comments about 
his unprecedented contract ranged from 
the caustic to the coy. (Said Bob Hope, 
oe Namath’s the only quarterback in 
history who'll play in a business suit.) 
Before entering the Sunday wars, how- 
ever, Namath first had to enter Manhat- 
tan’s Lenox Hill Hospital for knee 
surgery. АП the cartilage in Мата 


right knee was removed, bul the opera- 
tion was а success. Soon afterward, he was 
found physically unfit for militar 
ice, and a huge public outcry erupted, 
with the result that Namath was re- 
examined—only to flunk the physical 
Tow can 1 п, man?" he said. 
1p 1 say Pm glad. Um a trailor, 
and if 1 say I'm sorry, I'm а fool." 

Since then, precious little about Na- 
math's life has gone unreported: In 1965, 
Joe moved to Manhattan, where he in- 
stalled himself in a luxurious East Side 
apariment. Decorated at a сом of 
$25,000, Namath's penthouse pad fea- 
tures such sybarilic touches as Siberian 
snow-leopard throw pillows, brown-suede 
sofas, an oval bed, a blach-leather bar 
and the pièce de résistance, а wall-to-wall 
white llama rug. Namath instantly be- 
came the darling of New York's media— 
and of a significant segment of its most 
striking young women as well. And when 
autumn Joe showed he 
worth every penny of his pay check: In 
his first pro season, he threw 18 touch- 
down passes, was voted Rookie of the 
Year and the A.F.L. AllStar game's 
Most Valuable Player. Jet receiver Don 
Maynard, an All-Pro in his own right, re- 
marked during Namatl's first year, “The 
big thing about him is his coolness under 
stress. ] don't think you can do anything 
In make thie guy lose his poise. He also 
knows his football.” 

Since 1965, Namath has steadily honed 
his gridiron skills to a fine edge and last 
year, in leading his team to the Eastern 
Division title, A. F. L. championship and 
Superbowl! victory, proved beyond any 
doubt how accomplished a quarterback 
he is. Off the field, meanwhile, his activi- 
ties have added spice to the mystique 
that already surrounds the 20-year-old 
superpro. In. 1967, several months after 
another knee operation, Namath ducked 
out of training camp опе night and 
allegedly (Namath says it didn't hap- 
pen) got into а bar brawl with Ti 
magazine sports editor Charles Parmitei; 
then he grew the only Fu Manchu mus- 
lache ever to become a national conlro- 
versy, and finally shaved it off—for a fee 
of $10,000 from the Schick Electric Razor 
Company. Aud the girl talk escalated: 
He was supposedly cavorting with hordes 
of socialites and celebrities, from Kay 
Stevens (which he denies) to Mamie 
Van Doren (which he doesn’t). 

Then. in the midst of last season, 
Namath and former Alabama teammate 
Ray Abruzzese put up the cash for an 
East Side Manhattan cocktail lounge 
they called Bachelors HI (partner num- 
ber three was Joe. Dellapina, who man- 
aged the bar). In the afterglow of the 
Jet Superbowl championship, Namath 
held court almost nightly at his club, 
which quickly Manhattan's 


seru- 


arrived, was 


ne 


became 


toughest nightery to get into. All was 
copacetic for Namath, it seemed, until 
June sixth, when he shocked the sporting 
world by announcing at а hastily organ- 
1 press conference that football com- 
missioner Pete Rozelle had ordered him 
to sell his interest in Bachelors HI be- 
cause mobsters were reportedly frequent 
ing the bar; after weighing the facts, said 
Namath, he concluded that the allega- 
tions were untrue and he had, therefore, 
chosen la retire from football rather 
than sell out. Seven weeks later, after a 
series of meetings wih Rozelle—and 
amid a rash of purple prose in the press, 
of which agreed with Rozelle's 
charges—Namath came out of his short 
rettrement, agreed to sell his half owner- 
ship in Bachelors IH, again maintained 
that the bar was free of Мара clientele 
and finally got down to the tongh busi- 
ness of training for the ситет football 
season—his last according to Joe, because 


most 


of his worsening knees. 

PLAYHOY Associate Editor Lawrence 
Linderman, who conducted this exclusive 
interview with Namath, reports: “I met 
Joe a week after his retirement announce: 
ment—at midnight in Bachelors HI. The 
bar was filled with couples; й'х а pleasant, 
quiet spot to drink, and unremarkable in 
every way, А few minutes before 12, the 
pace of the place suddenly quichened. 1 
turned in time to see Namath entering 
with a gorgeous blonde on his arm and 
а drink being placed in his free hand. He 
cuts one hell of a striking figure: today's 
fashions ave tailored Jor men of modest 
physique; Namath, at six feet, two and 
183 pounds, has a boxer's build—slim ai 
the waist, broad through the torso—and. 
this night, in a white-lace body shirt and 
broadly striped bell-bottom stacks, he was 
Errol Flynn swashbuckling his way into 
the hearts of стеу girl in the club. They 
really come on with him, and vice versa 

"After a quick introduction, 1 was able 
to tear Joe away from friends and celeb- 
rily touchers, and we went downstairs to 
discuss the interview in his cramped 
office: on the way, we passed the men's 
room and Namath shouted in, 'I don't 
mind if you guys use the pay phones, but 
do me a favor, will ya? Call your bookie 
from somewhere else? Much choriling 
from the urinals, We arranged to meet 
that Friday morning in Boston at. the 
Sheraton. 

“Namath arrived half an hour after I 
did; and that evening, the same blonde 
who'd been with Namath when I met him 
in New York flew up to spend the werk 
end with him. I had hoped to monopolize 
Namath's atiention for the interview, but 
1 was clearly overmatched. We spent the 
night dining and drinking at Gino Cap- 
pelletiis The Point After restaurant; and 
the next morning, retired Boston Patriot 
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receiver Jim Colclough and his wife, Na- 
math and his girl, along with me and my 
lape recorder—still unused—fl 
Lear jet to oceanside Provincetown. 
“After arriving at our hotel, we went 
into town and the first thing we did was 
buy a football; the second thing we did 
was buy two bottles of Johnnie Walker 
Red Label Scotch; the third thing we 
did was hit the beach, where we threw 
the football and drank the Scotch. In the 
evening, Namath disinterestedly taped 


ina 


some background information for me 
while watching a lelevised college All-Star 
football game. We finally talked. infor- 
mally for ап hour when we got bach to 
the hotel, and then caught the jet back 
10 Boston. But I still had no interview; 
so, several weeks later, after Namath had 
returned to football, E dropped in unan 
nounced at Hofstra University in Hemp 
stead, New York, where the Jels were 
holding their pre-season training camp 
H had been raining steadily [от the bet 
ter part of a week and he and I—at long 
last- 
many hours over the course of two days. 
Namath’s return to the Jets was less than 
a week old at the time, and the Bache- 
lors HI controversy was still being played 
up in the press. Since the entire affair so 
obviously rankled him, it provided the 
logical opening Jor our interview.” 


were able to talk productively for 


PLAYBOY. Although sold hali 
ownership in Bachelors ILI, your last word 
on the subject was that the Manhattan 
t spot was not a hangout for mob. 
мет». Are you absolutely sure about that? 
NAMATH: Damned right 1 There 
wasn’t a single shred of fact in any ol 


the charges made about Bachelors Ш 


am. 


The reasons 1 sold had nothing to do 
with the bar itself—and everything to do 
with not disappointing a hell of a lot of 
people I know and the [act that 1 hap 
pen to love playing football. IL you'd 
like to hear what really happened, IH 
tell it to you, 

PLAYBOY: We're listening. 

NAMATH: 1 aud. Ray Abruzzese, my room- 
mate in New York and а former 
mate at Alabama, decided we wanted to 
buy а bar in Manhattan and use it as a 
place w hang out in—a place where we 
could meet our friends aud feel comfort 
able. So we got a list of available bars 
trom walked 
Manhattan for about six months, check- 
ing places out. We finally decided on the 
right place, called it Bachelors Ш and 
opened for business Гам. November. We 
weren't looking to make money or lose 
money on it: once it opened, though 
Bachelors Ш showed a profit—not a big 
profit, but we were more than satisfied 
with it. It was just extra gravy. 

PLAYBOY: When did you first learn that 
Bachelors ШІ was being investigated? 
NAMATH: The first word of any kind 1 
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called the bath kilt. One size fits 
all. For playmates: our bath sari in 
S, M, L sizes secures her snugly 
with side buttons, Each in conven- 
ient carrying case. Clever “His” and 
“Hers” gift thinking. Kilt, MM326, 
$5; Sari, MM327, $6. Use product 
numbers and add 50¢ for handling. 


Shall we send a gift card in your name? 
Please send check or money order to 
Playboy Products. Department MY06 

Playboy Building, 919 М. Michigan Ave., 


Chicago, Ш. 60611, Playboy Club credit 
keyholders may charge to their Keys. 


The Playboy Ski Sweater makes 
the runs: later. the lodge fun. The 
finest pure virgin worsted wool 
fashioned for full-speed-ahead 
comfort. With the Playboy Rabbi: 
erwoven in white on cardinal 
red or black, and black on white. 
Playboy's, WA101, 5, M, L, XL 
sizes; playmat WA201, 5, M, L 
sizes. $25 cach. Please use product 
number and add 50 for handling. | 


Shall we send a gift card in your name? 
Please send check or money order to 
Playboy Products, Department WYo22 

Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Аус. 
Chicago, Ш. б0бї1, Playboy Club credit 


keyholders may charge to their Key-Card 


Save 
Christmas 


And New Year's Eve. And Valentine's Day. 
And the 4th of July. And Halloween. 
And Thanksgiving. And all the good times 
ahead, Including your own special 
holidays. Because your life is so full of 
sound, our life is building the finest tape 
recorders in the world. And the most popular 
Such as this Sony /Superscope 

Model 130 stereo Cassette-Corder®. Compact 


Push-button easy. A complete home stereo 
system with his and her stereophonic speakers. 
It's only one of the more than thirty 
different models priced from just $69.50 
your Sony/Superscope dealer offers this 
Christmas. Including monophonic. Stereophonic 
Portable, Deck, System. Cartridge. 
Recl-to-reel. And cassette. 
Don't let tomorrow get away 


| 


SUPEFSCOPI 


You never heard it so good. 


500) Supe rope, Тс. 8152 Vineland Ave, Son Valley. Calif. 01152. Send for Bee catalog. 
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954 


уед Please or- 
der by No. 

BD10901 and 

ae. make checks 


payoble to: 
PLAYBOY PRESS 
Playboy Building 
919 North Michigan 
Avenue, Chicago, 
Minois 60611. Playboy 
Club credit keyholders 
may charge to their Keys. 
At bookdealers, too. 


received about the place came in Febru- 
ary, when someone in the New York Jets 
office handed me а list of nine names 
ad told me that the men on it were 
unsavory characters” who were hanging 
out at Bachelors 111 and who could be a 
source of trouble for me. Well, the firs 
name on that list was one of our manag- 
ers and the second was one of our attor- 
neys. Both of these me 
guys; and although Т sure didn't think 
much of that list, I had it sent down to 
the district attorney's office. Detectives 
there promised to tell us if анун 
happening—if mob guys were coming in. 
Well, they investi nd told us we 
had nothing to worry about, so we 
didn't. That was . Then, in 
t the Foot! s Association 
New York, а couple of guys 
L-A. F. L. security—alter rak- 
ing us to a private room—told coach 
Weeb Ewbank and me that Bachelors III 
was going to be raided and closed up the 
following day and that the league wamed 
me to sell out that night. I couldn't even 
answer them, man. I didn't know ebat to 
say—or think. I immediately called up 
my lawyers, Mike Bite and Jimmy 
Walsh, and they drove right over to talk 
with me. To tell you the truth, 
nt know what the hell to do. 
Then, right alter the banquet, Pete Ro- 
zelle called me to say there was no need 
to sell that night, because the raid had 
been postpo! Xd to meet with him 
the following morning, а Wednexc 
y d I met with Rozelle 
and two guys from league security, who 
told us that Bachelors HE had been under 
surveillance almost since we bought it 
The word from dependable sources was 
that Bachelors HI was going t0 be closed 
down on Friday—and that I definitely 
had то sell by then 
PLAYBOY: What w: 
this? 
NAMATH: The news really caught me by 
surprise. 1 mean, we'd checked the thir 
out in February and didn't think any- 
thing more about it. Anyway, here it 
Wednesday, and T had to sell belore 
the raid took place on Friday. Well, my 
lawyers and 1 got straight to the heart of 
the thing in a hurry. It wasn't right that 
1 to sell, we all agreed on that, but 
s certainly the logical thing to do 
logical in that if Bachelors HI was 10 
be closed down by the police, they must 
have reasons for it; and even if I felt 
that there were no reasons, they obvious- 
ly had the inside track. But I couldn't 
come up with any indications from any 
of the local branches 
that Ba аз in trouble. So 1 
asked a few guys for advice. One of the 
people I talked to was Tom Marshall, 
president of the Broadway Joe restaurant 


was 


your reaction to all 


| 


| That wet day in September. 


P i ' In Central Park with Paula. 
| Young and beautiful and a 
trifle mad... 


You see her as the poet sees her— 
anew breed of poet who prefers 
camera to quill. who speaks in pictures 
rather than words. His camera, most 
likely, isa Nikon. It almost always is. 
Not because he would be mute with 
another, but because with Nikon, he 

J finds it easier to express himself. Let 

us tell you more about it. Write. 

Nikon Inc, Garden City, N.Y 11530. 
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chain. Tom was really straight with me 
“Listen,” he said, “you have to do what 
you feel is right. J know it'll hurt the 
company some, it might hurt the stock; 
but, damn it, you have to live with 
yourself, not us, so don't ger hung up 
about the company." That helped me 
ош a lot. Anyway, by Friday, the day 
of the great raid, instead of selling, 
retired. 

PLAYBOY: And was Bachelors H1 raided? 
NAMATH: Hell, no. Like 1 told you, there 
as never any reason for the place to be 
closed down, and it never was. Mean- 
while, we kept checking with the law 
nobody knew anything about a 
being planned for Bachelors HI. If you'll 
excuse the expression, I run 
joint. 

PLAYBOY; What happened 
NAMATH: What happened n 
met with Rozelle and this time caught 
him by surprise. 1 found out—as I told 
Rozclle—that his information came fra 
an AF, L-N. F. L. security guy, who told 
this story to several people: About four 
years ago, this guy supposedly came over 
to my table at a restaurant, pulled out 
his identification and told me the people 
T was with were mob guys, that I shouldn't 
be seen talking to them ait he didn’t 
want me to talk to them. | supposedly 
told him, “Listen, when Pm nor ou 
football field, 1 hang with whocver I 
want to hang with: and as long as it 
doesn't allect what 1 do ou the field, you 
Can just go fuck yourself.” Since he sup- 
posedly was with a couple of people at 
the time, he took that badly and got very, 
very upset. 

PLAYBOY: You say this confrontation "sup- 
posedly" took place. Did it or didn't it? 
NAMATH: Maybe it did, maybe it didit; E 
can't remember all the people I've talked 
to over the past four years and what I've 
said ro ‘em, Anyway since then, 
this guy has carried а vendetta against 
me and was dumb cnough to admit it to 
of the Jets. Не told them how 
Vd told him to go fuck himself, that 
T was bad for the game and t as long 
as І stayed in pro football, I'd be a thorn 
n his side, This man started everything. 
Vm not 
the 


n ever 


seve 


going to give you the names of 
Jets he talked to; but when Rorelle 


came out to our tr 


ing camp in June, 
he was told about this conversation. John- 
ny Sample, who isn't with the Jets 
more, asked Rozelle a very direct 
question: How can he allow a man to 
work in the security office when he ad- 
mits to having a tremendous grudge 
against a ballplayer? Aren't the security 
guys supposed to help us, protect us, 
rather than. going all out to screw us up? 

Alter first springing all this оп Ro- 
zelle, I asked him for about the 9000th 


100 time to document one single charge 


st Bachelors Ш. 1 told him if I was 
in the wrong—if Bachelors Ш was being 
frequented by mobsters—then I'd sell 

ediarely, because 1 wouldn't want 
any part of й. I mean, I know where my 
number-one thing is at: Thats football, 
and 1 don't want to put it in jeopardy. 
But damn, they couldnt show me one 
thing wrong. Just lois of talk about, 


"Well, I'm acting on reliable m 
по l asked Roselle, “What reliable 
information? We have reliable informa- 


ble infc is 


tion that your reli 
unreliable.” But Rozelle said he had 
different people in all the law branches 
telling him different things than they 
told me. It seemed like everybody was 
getting into the act, but there was no 
action taken against Bachelors HI. Even 
so, Rovelle m't about to be budged. 
PLAYBOY: Did you feel he was out to get 
you, too? 

NAMATH: Definitely not, man. Our talks 
were very friendly and we got g 
well. But he felt he had to act on the 
information he received from his secu 
people: it just happened vo be the wrong 
information. Meanwhile, | was geting 
slaughtered by the press: Life mag 
id Sports Illustrated, the bastards, w; 
ed some juice to sell their magazines, so 
they started writing all kinds of shit about 
Well, Rozelle said the m. 
now become su exposed to ihe public ihar 
it was all out of proportion. He felt that 
between the magazines and 
people, there had been about 25 charges 
brought up—things like somebody using 
our Bachelors HE telephones to call in 
bets, “undesirable” up to 
hold crap g tment, etc. 
pa only one 
or two turn out to be right," he said, 
“then you've got to be in the wrong 
agree with you," I said, "but nonc of 
them are true. 
PLAYBOY: Could vou claborate on that 
Sports Hlustrated story about crap games 
with mobsters in your apartment? 
NAMATH: I think Sports Hustrated might 
check out their stories а litle more 
closely before publishing them. If they 
had, they would have discovered that my 
next-door neighbors are three FBI agents 
sharing a pad. Somehow, I don't think it 
would be very wise for mobsters to hold 
big аар games in a location like ul 
Actually, when I first read the story, 
I thought, shit, this is kinda fu 
then I got properly pissed oif. 1 me 
they're implying that old. Joe is tied up 
with Maña people. In an i 


alon 


me. ter had 


ious screwy 


gain—only 


this time they 
math himself w 
ment when the crap games were going 
on. I think they were simply irying to 
k off. Beats the hell out of me how 
they got the story, but the son of a bitch 


who wrote it oi 


ht to be working for 
Looney Tunes. We're deciding whether 
or not to go ahead with a lawsuit. 

PLAYBOY: Whit finally made you decide 
to sell your interest in Bachelors Ш and 
ро back to foot 
NAMATH: Well. 
I rea 


up u 
ly didn't think 1 would ever play 
. Rozelle and I were meet 
id that even though I might ag 
to sell Ше bar, from now on, 1 also had. 
to slay oul of Bachelors HI. Well, I 
wouldn't give him my word on th 
because some wight I might just want to 
drop in, with а girl or solo. My friends 
were there and 1 just wasn't going to 

a ay permanently. And then h 
said, "You know. Joc. if you really want 
to, you can do it. You gave up smoking 
like that. When you put your mind 
something, you do it" And 1 said. 


he s: 


“Whit the hell is this all about? 1 don't 
want to sell—so 


m not selli 
g for two and a half hours 
L knew what was right and I 
ind 10 it: Do what the hell you 
and, if you hurt 
anybody, then you're OK. Well, at that 
рош, Mike Bite and Jimmy Walsh and 
Rozelle sat down to talk f п hour and 
when they ca . we talked for 
other hoar, concessions were made 
and finally 1 хаар. the hell with it. 
So | soll. Bot 1 wouldn't h 
were just me involved, 
PLAYBOY: Wasn't it just you involved? 
NAMATH: No. First of all. I had a whole 
lot of ti ik of. One 
doem't even come dose to being respon- 
sible for a football club's success, but 
quarter 
if I stepped out oi 
be hurt—and ther 
the team, mysell 
a nother 
there were other business partners who 
were getting hurt financially while this 
thing was going on: Stock in Broadw 
Joes fell һ four points. 
lawyers wei 
But mostly, it was my mother 
d all those damned lies in the 
press and got really upset, and 
times as I told her not to bel 
stuli, E knew she was still di 
wasn't true, how co 
п black and white? When I 
did it because 1 felt one way 
whole thing: Fuck the money 


g" Wed 
be 
and, m. 


put my 


want to 


) meet 


do have 


ve sold if it 


ion and, 
them, the Jets would 
€ a lot of guys on 
included, who think we 
Superbowl. Secondly, 


My 
nervous wiccks, all because 


ore th: 


s many 
ve that 
inking: that 
was there 
retired, 1 
bout the 


thing else. 1 was right, there was 
nothing wrong with Bachelors HI. But 
finally, with the concessions and all, the 


point just didn't seem all that 
PLAYBOY: What kind of conces 
NAMATH: First, let me tell you w 
had to be concessions: Í think Rozelle 
was right in the way he acted, in that it's 
his job to keep football 
"hat's why he's comn 


bove susp 
oner. When 


"Tis the season 
to be Tuesday. 


Problems. Problems. Our Managing Director 
recently pointed out that Christmas wont fall on 
a Tuesday until 1975. 

And the entire world now knows (he 
©) continued) that we have selected Tuesday as 


| Are we possibly depriving some good 
| people (he pursued) of one of the traditional 
41 joys of Christmas? 
i, Well, look at it this way, sir (we hazard- 
ed). Through a peculiar bit of luck, Twelfth- night 
will fall on a Tuesday this year. By celebrating 
Twelfth-night somewhat in advance-say Decem 
ber 25th—all inconvenience should be avoided. 
The Old Gentleman appeared considerably 
relieved and has authorized the publication of the 
above. Fa-la-la-la-la la-la la Ја! 


Teacher's Scotch 
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the magazine stories were out, the public 
was wondering just what the hell was 
going to happen. Well, I realized then, 
as I do now, that to answer the public 
and keep any question about football's 
integrity from even being raised, getting 
me the hell out of Bachelors ПШ was the 
only answer. So he was right in doing 
what he had to do—and 1 was right in 
doing what / had to do, which was to 
retire. But Rozelle didn't want me to 
quit football almost as much ay / didu'e 
want to quit, which is why we had mect- 
ings and why there were compromises 
оп each side—with my main concession 
being to sell Bachelors HI in New Yor 
By selling and having pro football take 
me back, I think it indicates that I 
wasn't involved with any person or estab- 
lishment or with any crap games and 
things like that. If his information had 
been factual, I think there's no doubt 
they would have told me to мау out of 
football or at least given me a years 
suspensi hermore, Rozelle and I 
ed that even though I'm selling the 
New York Bachelors HH. Fm free to 
open up other Bachelors IIs with the 
ne management—which we've already 
done in Boston, and plan to do in L 
chelors HI. was bad, 
certainly wouldn't allow me to stay 
in business with the same people. Finall 
Tm glad Rozelle helped me “unretire 
Sports has done everything for me: it's 
been my life since high school and prob- 
ably even before that. 
PLAYBOY: Were you what sportsw: 
а “high school. phenom"? 
NAMATH. | was—but not 
least not right away. Until my senior 
year, baseball and basketball were my 
best spots: and even when 1 was a 
senior, I still wanted to play baseball 
professionally. But rhe family w 
to go to college and I guess I 
with them or else E would hay 
some of the offers I sot. 
PLAYBOY: How many were there? 

teams were interested in 
2 Louis Cardinals wanted. to 
sign me for 515.000 when I was a junior 
in high school. When my dad asked me 
what 1 planned to do with the 


ters call 


in football, at 


ited me 
greed 
ccepted 


‘our 


ne, The St 


k it would 
а that’s all 1 want 
ei. Anyway, the Orioles and Kansas City 
A's wanted ‚ too: but the bi, 
got my senior уса 
Chicago Cubs offered me $50,000, 
PLAYBOY: What had you done to attract 
all this attention? 

NAMATH: Nothing in particul; 
just a really outstanding, power 


offer E 
the 


was , when 


l was 


ting 


outfielder. I could throw and 1 could hit. 
I have no idea what my batting average 
was in high school, but I know it wasn’t 


below 450, and that's pretty good hitting 
where I come from. 
PLAYBOY: Do you think you could have 
gouen as far in baseball as you have in 
football? 
NAMATH: No. I think I could have be- 
come an outstanding professional base- 
ball player, but I don't think I could 
have reached the heights that 1 have in 
football—being one of the very top play 
ers in the game, being а world champi- 
on, 1 might have been part of a team 
that won the World Series, 1 guess, but 1 
don't think [ would have gonen the 
acclaim that I've gotten so far in football, 
PLAYBOY: Is that why you finally passed 
up the baseball offers? 
NAMATH: No. Shoot, when I got those 
offers, I sure as hell wanted to take dic 
money and тип. But, like | said, my 
mom and dad wanted me to go to cok 
lege: so did my three older brothers. 
PLAYBOY: Were they athletes, ioo? 
eah, and starting about the 
they'd get out every day 
пе. My brother Bobby 
preuy good quarterback, but he 
never finished high school. He was three 
years behind my brother John in school 
md when John went into the Service, 
Bob had to quit in order to work and 
help Mom and Dad out. Bobby was never 
able to put the time in athletics that 
he needed to. My brother Frank did well 
1 high school and got a football scholar- 
ship to Kentucky. When he went to 
Kentucky, though, Frank didn't know 
he'd had а baseball offer; My father had. 
been contacted by a major-league team 
that wanted to sign Frank, but because 
he wanted Frank in college, he just 
didn't tell him about it. Frank later 
found out when he was in college, got 
very upset and ended up quitting school 
and working. 
PLAYBOY: Did u 
between them? 
NAMATH: Yes, but they've made up. Frank 
moved Irom Detroit to Beaver Falls a 
few months ago, has a nice family and 
very well in the insurance busi- 
way, my father didn't want to 
go through something like that again, 
so he told me about my offers and left 
up to me. Football only happened in my 
senior year; in my sophomore year, I was 


ud work with 


cause a serious break 


the smallest guy on the team and played 


two m g the season. on de- 
fense. In my junior season, I started the 
fist (wo or three games at quarterback 
and must have caused around 93 fum- 
bles. It really ridiculous, man; f 
couldwt play worth а flip. But before 
my senior year, we practiced all summe: 
and in the fall. we beat everybody and 
won the western-Pet ia champion- 
ship. 

PLAYBOY: How good did you think you 
were by that time? 


mnes dur 


syl 


NAMATH: I rated myself best in the coun- 
uy, and thats the truth. I made all-state 
nd I felt I could play better than any. 
body else in that position, And then, of 
course, I got all those college scholarship 
offers, which were proof to me that J 
knew what I was doing on a football 
feld. 

PLAYBOY: How many offers were there? 
NAMATH: I usually say 52, but it was 
more than that. Athletes today get a hell 
of a lot more offers than that, because 
more colleges ате offering more scholar- 
ships than they did in 1961, when 1 grad- 
uated from high school. But it was strange 
coming out of high school and having 
colleges offer me as much money as my 
ther made year—and they did just 
that. This softened my disappointment 
on the baseball thing, because the 
schools were going to pay me. 

PLAYBOY: Which schools made the biggest 
offers: 
NAMATH: I'm пог copping out, but I 
don't think it would be right for me to 
name them, because this stuff. rook place 
eight and a half years ago: and if I told 
you the schools, а lot of them could be 
under different systems now. Thi 
could have changed and telling you 
would only be detrimental to them. I'm 
not saying things have changed, only 
that they may have changed. But I will 
tell you that the two schools I finally got 
serious about—Maryland and Alabam 
were the only colleges that offered 
straight scholarship and the standard 515 
a month for laundry. I got around the 
country a lot before 1 boiled it down, 


TES 


though: I visited Arizona State, Mi 
ta, Iowa, Miami, Indiana, Maryland 
Notre Dame. 


PLAYBOY: W 
for Notre Dam 
NAMATH: Two reasons: | talked with their 
coach, who at the time was Joc Kularich. 
and | wasn't very impressed by him. More 
important was the fact (hat there were 
no girls at Notre Dame. Man, they told 
me they had a women’s college right across 
the lake. What was I supposed to do— 
swim over to make a date? Anyway, when 
I finally decided where I w 0 to 


did you decide not to play 
> 


ed to 


erity of Maryland 
ds score 
mission 


school—the U 
couldn't get in, Mv colle: 
was five points below their 
requirement 


-bo: 


PLAYBOY: And Alabama was your second 
choice? 
NAMATH: No; at that point, T hadn't been 


in any contact wi at all. What 
happened was that Tom t, Mary- 
land's coach, got on the phone to P 
Bryant at Alabama to tell him that E was 
still loose and to come after me. 1 found 
out later that he called Alabama because 
Maryland never plays Alabama and Nu- 
gent didn't want me to wind up on a 


VOLKSWAGEN OF AMERICA, INC 


The 1970 Volkswagen. 


Great Scott, it's the Loch Ness monster. 

Nope, it's the Volkswagen Bug with the 
greatest service story ever told: 

For we now hove a service system that 
can actually tell you you have a problem 
early, before it becomes a real problem, 

It's called VW Diagnosis 

And it's like getting Medicare aid for 
your cor. Ifyou will, Medi-car. 


Four free Medi-car checkups come with 
every new Volkswagen 

They're performed by specially troined 
technicians using specially made diagnos- 
tic equipment. (See weird picture above.) 

The equipment is much foster ond more 
thorough thon апу mechoric olive. 

For instance, in a matter of minutes it 
can tell you the resistance in one of your 


spark plug wires is too high. 

(Nothing serious, but something that 
could reduce your доз mileage and foul 
up your spark plugs.! 

The point is that the world's greatest 
mechanic cauldn'tspotthis prob- 
lem during o normal checkup. 

AMedi-car checkup con 
long live the Bug. 
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104 NAMATH: Nope. Not a rough 


team he'd be facing someday. I guess the 
reason I finally chose Alabama was be- 
se my brother Frank had played ur 
der two of Alabama's coaches when they 
were at Kentucky and another of Ala- 
bDama's coaches had been a senior at 
Kentucky when Frank had been a fresh- 
there. He liked the guys and 
thought it was a good idea for me to go 
down there. By that time, I was so dis- 
gusted with the whole recruitment busi- 
nes that 1 just said screw it and agreed 
to go to Alabama. I hadn't even visited 
the campus. 

PLAYBOY: How did you like it when you 


hell, man. I was a North- 
erner and 99 percent of the guys were 
Southerners. It was really lonely for guys 
Irom up North. We had a kid from 
Cleveland, one from Silver Creek, New 
York, one from Dayton and one from 
Rhode Island: but in our freshman year, 
they all quit. 

PLAYBOY: Why? 

NAMATH: Partly because they couldn't cut 
it on the football field, partly because of 
scholastics, but mostly because they were 
just plain homesick. When 1 got to my 
sophomore year, only one other “North 
emner” was on the team—and he was 
from Virginia. At that time, coming from 
the North and goi to school in the 
South was rougher than it is today. 
PLAYBOY: In what way? 

NAMATH: ‘The race thing. It was really 
out of sight. man. My family lived in a 
part of Beaver Falls that was called the 
Lower End, a low-income part of tow! 
I was a predominately black neighbor- 
hood and the guys I hung out with were 
black. Like, in high school, I was the 
only white boy on the starting basketball 
team and the four other guys were black; 
they were all friends of minc from the 
neighborhood. The only time I'd ever 
run into any kind of race thing had been 
when I was little, when me la black. 
kid went into a pizza place and got 
thrown out. The lady who ran it just 
told. us to get the hell out, so we both 
left. But when I got to the University of 
Alban Coming from where I 
came from, I couldnt believe it. Water 
fountains for whites were painted wl 
there were different bathrooms for whites 
and blacks; blacks had to sit in the backs 
of buses and whites had to sit up front. 
1 just couldn't understand i 
PLAYBOY: W there any black students 
there at the time? 

NAMATH: When I first got there, no. The 
integrated in my sophomore year, right 
after George Wallace, who was governor 
then, stood in the doorway and tried to 
keep them out. 

PLAYBOY: Did you ever get into any argu- 
ments about race? 


wow! 


iment, 


. But I did get the 
Nigger, and that, of course, had to do 
with race. In my freshman. y 
sitting in my room doing something and 
one of the fellas picked up a picture of 
the Beaver Falls High School football 
queen and her court. My girl at the time 
was the football queen and the Gown 
bearer was a black girl. The guy asked, 
“Hey Joc, is this your girl?” and 1 an- 
swered ves, thinking he was pointing at 
the qucci Wg at the 
and ran 


calling me Nigger. 1 had a lot of bad 
times in the beginning, but it all changed. 
They got to respect the way 1 felt and 
I think I might even have turned some 
of them around on a few things. In my 
senior year, they voted me captain of the 
team; 1 when I think about it —ábout 
ed in with a bunch of guys from 
Tennessee, Mississippi, Georgia, 
lorida—I consider it a very high honor. 
PLAYBOY: By the time you left the Uni- 
versity of Alabama in 1905, did you see 
ny evidence that race attitudes had 
ged? 


di 
NAMATH: Oh, I think they're. 


tting more 
liberal in the South, I guess because 
they're getting more educated. But 1 
don't think the South will ever be com- 
pletely integrated; in fact, we probably 
won't live to see complete integration 
ivwhere in America. The problem is 
stronger in the South, because that's 
where it all originated, but I sce plenty 
of segregation everywhere, Even in New 
York, there's a lot of restaurants that 
don't like to admit black people. ИЗ 
going to take a long time before the 
ace problem gets straightened out, but 
its changed plenty since I fira got to 
Alabam 
PLAYBOY: Why were you the only North 
emer who didn't quit during that first 
year? 

NAMATH: I w 


nted to quit about 15 times 
during my freshman year. 1 wanted to 
t and play professional baseball. But 
ked to a guy named Bubba Cl 
who used to pich for the Philadelpi 
Phillies. He was living in Mobile at the 


arch 


time and coach Bryant knew what J was 
thinking and, since he didn't want me to 
чий, he asked Bubba to come up and 


talk to me. Bubba explained that 1 could 
still play baseball after college and that 
getting an edu. 
never regret; whereas I 
afterward and be son 
school. But 1 told him I didn't care, T 
just wanted to go home. Well, right then 
and there, Bubba just pulled some mon- 
ey ош of his wallet and said, "You fly 
home. You can stay there if you like, but 
I think it would be better for you to 
come back." Well, after I got home, I 


led maybe Bubba was right, and I 
decided to stick it out. 
PLAYBOY: How much did Bryant coi 
bute to your development as a quar 
terback? 
NAMATH: A hell of a lot. 1 guess 
coaches know a good deal about 
technical side of the game, but onb 
very few of them are able to demand. 
and receive 110 percent effort from cach 
of their players. This is true about coach 
Bryant. In the years | played for him, he 
taught me that on the football field. you 
play to win and to hate even the thon 
of losing. He's а man I totally respect 
Coach Bryant also gave good advice 
when 1 was drafted by both the Ameri- 
can and National football leagues in my 
senior year. 
PLAYBOY: What kind of advice? 
NAMATH: Well, after the 
senior year, he came i 
room and said, "Joc. you know these 
profootball people are going to be œm- 
iug around to sce you. Do you have any 
idea how much money you're goi 
k foi?" Shoot, I didn't know. He told 
me to for $200,000. "You might not 
get $200,000," he said, "but it's a good 
place to start from, and maybe you'll wind 
up with 5150,000 or so." The first team 1 
talked with was the N.F. L.'s St. Louis 
Cardinals; when they asked me what 1 
wanted, I was embarrassed, but ] told 
theni—5200,000. They agreed to it. 
PLAYBOY: Did that surprise you? 
NAMATH: [ almost had a coronary right 
there. But I hadn't yer talked to the Jer, 
so T decided to see their people, too. 
Actually, the final sums offered by both 
out equal and the quarter 
back situations were the 
The Jets needed a quarterback bad and 
so did the Cardinals, because their guy, 
Charley Johnson, had a two-year Service 
ation to fulfill, although he didn't 
‘my until two у 
later. 1 signed with the Jets because ol 
two people: Sonny Werblin, who was 
then head of the Jets, because he seemed 
genuinely interested in me and con- 
vinced me that the A. F. L. was going to 
be better than the N.F. L. in short 
; and the Jets’ coach, Weeb Ewbank 
. Bryant told me that over the years, 
Weeb had impresed the hell out of 
him, that his coaching records had been 
outstanding and that he was in every 
possible way a good football man. So I 
signed a Jet contract 
PLAYBOY: For how much? 
NAMATH: It was $127,000, to be paid out 
over a three-year period, and it was bro- 
ken down in various ways so that | 
could get the best tax breaks possible 
Man, I didn't know what the hell to do 
with all that bread. In fact, tli 
all ] knew: that I wasn't capable of 
"dling any big fi ters So T 
had to get people who specialized in 


most 
the 


to our dressing 


teams were 


bout same: 
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those things, whose advice could be trust- 
ed. I'm learning about business now, but 
itll be a long time before I go into any 
heavy investments without. checking on 
the opinions of associates. But at the 
ne | signed, J really wasnt thinking 
about all those things. I was just happy. 
PLAYBOY: Did you know that your con- 
пасі was the biggest ever given to a 
football player up to then? Most veteran 
pros, in fact, reacted in much the same 
way as former Cleveland. quarterback 
Frank R. who said, “И Namath’s 
worth $400,000, Fm worth a million. 
NAMATH: Then all I can say is that L 
hope he gor his million. Sure, there was 
hostility, but I hoped a lot of it wouldnt 
be directed at mc. I sort of thought that 
other players could point to my salary to 
justify asking for raises of their ow 
after ай. 1 wasn't taking any bread out 
of their mouths. 

PLAYBOY: What was the reaction of your 
Jet teammate 
NAMATH: Well, some of the guys resented 
it; but I nderstand that, too. That 
year, though, we had a couple of other 
high-paid draft choices: John Huarte of 


Notre Dame got $200,000 and Bob 
Schweickert of Virginia ‘Tech got 
$150,000, Anyway, 1 felt that il. 1 could 


do the job on the field, then nobody had 
right to gripe about. my salary, even 
if they paid me $2,000,000. But the pub- 
licity the contract caused didn't help me 
get sertled in with my temm 
PLAYBOY: Were they also upset about. the 
fact that nearly every word being written 
about the Jets seemed 10 he about you 
NAMATH: Sure they were; and 1 can't 
really blame them for that, either. Shit, 
before 1 came to camp, it was football as 
usual; and then, all of a sudden, it 
became like a show-busi ng, with 
all kinds of photographers and writers 
round. It wasn't all bad, though, One 
of the things rookies have to do is sing 
their team fight song in front of the rest 
of the guys: but when I got up, every- 
body started singing There's No Business 
Like Show Business and it was a good 
gig. But 1 could see where it could be 
upsetting to them, like that Broadway 
Joe thing, 
PLAYBOY: How did the nickname come 
about? 
NAMATH: In 1965, Sports Hlustrated ran a 
story about the Jets highly paid rookies; 
as Í said, T was only one of "em, but 
Sports Mlustrated van a cover photo of 
me standing in the middle of Broadway 
in uniform—at about 8:30 in the eve- 
ning. We were in the locker room the 
day the magazine came out and offensive 
Plunkett looked at it, 
kind of shook his head a little and said, 
“There goes Broadway Joe" And it 
stuck. 
PLAYBOY: And grew to legendary propor- 
tions. What do you think of all the 
publicity that surrounds you? 


ess t 


106 NAMATH: Not much, believe me. I don't 


pick up a newspaper every day, because 
there have been so many dumb things 
written about me—by so many people 
who haven't even talked to me—that it's 
just ridiculous, man. As far as football 
writers go, | don't think one of them 
really knows what's happening on the 
field—why the team has to do one thing 
more than another at a particular point 
in the game, They simply don't spend 
enough time around the ball club to be 
well educated about the technical side of 
the game, and football is very complicat- 
cd. It’s not going to happen, but teams 
should give football writers in their cities 
ekly clinics on what the hell the game 
the press could be more 
formed spectators. An- 
t happens to almost every 
s that quotes get jumbled up 
ng fierce. Usually, even if report- 
crs get the words right in a quote, they 
screw up the emphasis, and the next 
morning, you discover you've said some- 
thing you just never said. In general, I 
think most sportswriters want to do a 
nd if they talk straight to me, 
1 give the ht answers, But about 
the only T speak to regularly are 
all in New York—guys like Dave Ande: 
son of The New York Times, Larry Mer- 
chant of the Post and Murray Јапой of 
Newsday. Mostly, I don't dig the press. 
PLAYBOY: Because they're not football ex- 
perts? 

NAMATH: No, because the press doesn’t 
care how much it hurts people like me, 
so long as there’s a good headline. Look, 
I realize I wouldn't be where I am 
without the press, but alter a while, you 
can't help getting annoyed over th 
bullshit papers print about you. I'm not 
ng to go into what they were writing 
the Bachelors HI thing 
good example hap- 
pened last уса when I was 
stopped for speeding. The front page of 
The Miami Herald. тап something like 
"NAMATH ARRESTED IN CAR CHASE, 
the only chase that took place was i 
headline and in а lot of headlines 
pers all over the county 
was so stupid. 1 was tagged for going 15 
miles above the speed limit: it was either 
50 in a 35-mile zone or 55 in a 40-mile 
rone. The ollicer also tried to give me a 
reckless-driving dirge, but all I did was 
swerve out of one lanc—swhich had con 
struction blocking it—into another. The 
olhcer said 1 was drunk and 1 called him 
a damn liar, and then he got pissed ot 
and 1 got pissed off aud 1 wound up taking 
а dirunkometer test three times and passed 
it all thee times. Well, they dropped that 
charge and the recklessdriving charge. But 
because the prick h; уе 
thing, he gave me a speeding ticket 
although he had no proof of that and I 
don't sce how he could have, since he 
bout a half mile away ше 
speeding supposedly took place. So 1 
wound up with a $50 fine; and after all 


other thin 
ballpla 


someth 


good job, 


1 to 


some- 


whe 


the headlines about drunken and reck- 
less driving, there was a little paragraph 
hidden in the Miami papers that said 
something like “Namath drunken-driving 
charge dropped.” Period. 
Ш their аарру socalled reportin 
ways think of it like the Pueblo thing— 
how innocent we were and w 
they were to capture our ship; 
months later, om the third page of The 
New York Times, about the sixth col- 
umn over and four lines from the bottom, 
we find out that the Pueblo was spy 
on the North Koreans, just 
daimed. Well, shit, that's wl 


but five 


they print? When I read 
know flat-out that th 
sense, why should I t 
anything else, particularly when they keep 
screwing up? Talk about credibility gaps. 
the American press has any politi- 
beat by а long shot. 

PLAYBOY: Is the Broadway Joe life style 
simply a myth manufactured. by the 
press? 

NAMATH: Parts of it are, parts of it aren't. 
For instance, there are a lot of stories 
about me trying to be flamboyant by 
wearing white football shoes. When 1 
was playing at Alab: our lootball 
shoes felt too light on my fect, flimsy; 
and when 1 ran, they would turn out on 
me. So before every game, I taped them. 
up for support, which made them h 
jer, until they felt like they were kind of 
part of me. Well, the one game 1 didn't 
tape them up was in my senior year 
against North Carolina State, when 
knee collapsed. 1 wasn't hit on the pl 
my knee just went, So I've been taping 
them up ever since, including when Í got 
to the Jets. But one day, when 1 got to 
Shea Stadium, а pair of white shoes was 
in my locker; 1 never asked for ‘em, but 
there they were, so I started wearing 
them. 

PLAYBOY: "The Broadway Joe legend also 
picures jou as one of the gre: 
irers of our time. Do you think your repu- 
tation for amorous exploits is merited? 
NAMATH: I think it's merited, in the sense 
that Im young, single, 1 have some mon- 
in the press а lot, and so 1 do 
ith the ladies 
PLAYBOY: What about the thousands of 
sexual conquests that have been attribut- 
ed to you? 

NAMATH: Oh, 1 wouldn't put the number 
that high 

PLAYBOY: How high would you put it? 
NAMATH: A conservative estimate? 
PLAYBOY: That would be fine. 

NAMATH: I'd say at least 300—but that's a 
conservative estimate, Probably too con- 
ive, because when 1 was in boring 
classe: Alabama, I used to start mak- 
ing out lists to see how well I was doing 
and I guess I was pretty close to 300 by 
the time I graduated. 

PLAYEOY: You say that with a great big 


ma 


woman- 
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smile. Ате those fond тетот 
NAMATH: They sure аге. And the older I 
get, the more I enjoy sex—and the more 
l learn about it. For instance. when I 
was younger, the aim of making love was 
simply to reach a climax, achieve your 
own ‘satisfaction and not even worry 
about your partner's. Well, as you grow 
up, you start understanding that sex is а 
two-way street and that it’s much better 
for both of you to be sexually satisfied. 
Once you realize this, you should really 
1 out and make a sincere effort to 
c ‘em happy, because then sex be- 
comes a very beautiful thing. 
PLAYBOY: That sounds like the kind of 
k Vince Lombardi would give if 
е coaching a team in the Sexual 
Freedom League. There are thousands of 
guys—some of them fairly glamorous ce- 
Iebrities—who feel the same way about 
giving as well as getting sexual satisfac- 
tion. But they don't make out like you 
do. What's your secret? 
NAMATH: I really like women. But I'm 
mot a very forward There are so 
many times when I sce a girl I'd love to 
get to know, but I won't approach her. 1 
usually don't feel like going over and 
introducing myself, because right after I 
say something like, "Hello, my name is 
ath, whats yours" there are 
too many times when I get a quick stare 
what?" 1 mean, a lot of 
agonistic, man. If expressions 
Га be hearing things like, 
“You think you're such a big deal. You 
expec me to go to bed with you just 
because you're Joe Namath; but I won't, 
because I'm differen Hell, 1 don't 
expect to go to bed with every good-look- 
ing girl 1 meet. I'd like it, but I don't 
expect it. AH I want to do is get to know 
them and hope to get sexually involved 
with them. 
PLAYBOY: What do you do when you meet. 
a girl who's intent on putting you down? 
NAMATH: I immediately drop back 15 
yards and punt, Why waste my time and 
hers? 
PLAYBOY: How do you like to spend your 
time with those who like you—aside 
from the traditional way? 
NAMATH: Well, 1 don't like going out on 
а date unless I know the broad a litde 
bit beforehand. By the way, broad to me 
is not a detrimental term for оте! 
simply another word for female, Anyway, 
І don't really go out a whole lot, be 
there aren't many girls I like to ta 
and spend a whole evening w 
least not an evening in public. 1 enjoy 
staying in with a girl much more than 
going out. Mostly, I prefer just meeting 
a girl at a nice, quiet bar, where we can 
get to know cach other. That's one of 
the reasons I guess I got into Bachelors 
IIL. It was a good way to meet girls, and 
it still is. 
PLAYBOY: Arc there any particular types 
108 of girls that especially attract you? 


PLAYBOY 


girls ge 


girls—I mear 
“That's not sa 
it's just that when I see 
doesn't have to be beautiful for me to 
look two or three times when she walks 
by. Also, I'm а leg man more than a 
chest man. I like a quiet girl, as opposed 
to a talkative, laughing, boisterous extro- 
vert. I mean, I don't hold it against a 
girl if she talks a lot or if she laughs a 
lot, but 1 enjoy myself better, I feel more 
comfortable with a soft-spoken girl. 
PLAYBOY: According to reputation, you've 
sampled girls from every region in Amer- 
ica. Is there any area you prefer? 
NAMATH: I like Southern girls. For some 
reason, they seem sweeter, gentler, 
They're not as hard as New York girls, 
simply because they're not confronted 
with the things that girls in Manhattan 
are confronted with every day: vulgar 
language in the streets and a toughness 
caused by fear of all the sex crimes that 
take place in New York. New York girls 
are more hardened than Southern girls, 
but as I said just after the Jets won the 
A.F.L. championship, I want to thank 
the broads in New York for all they did 
for me last season. They really helped 
build my morale. 

PLAYBOY: Do you get many proposi 
from female admirers? 

МАМАТ! ©: I've received letters that 
were just out-and-out sexual invitations 
on several occasions, But I don't remem- 
ber ever following any of them up. 
PLAYBOY: Why not? 

NAMATH: Well, I don't find it strange for 
a girl to write a letter like that, but it 
would certainly be strange if she expect- 
ed me to answer her. I mean, if its on 
her mind and it'll е her feel good to 
let me know, I appreciate it. 1 guess if 1 
really dug а broad or felt like I did, I 
might send a letter to her to find out if 
we could get together; possibly, we could 
get together. But I don't like answering 
those requests, because you never know 
at's in back of them. It could be a 
practical joke or it could be a plan to 
get me into some kind of trouble. You 
don't know what it's goin' to be, man; it 
could end up in a deal, and 1 have 
enough trouble without having to go 
look for it. If 1 happen to run into a girl 
who feels that way about me, though, it 
can be a different story. 

PLAYBOY: Does that kind of thing happen 
to you often? 

NAMATH: I don’t know how often it hap- 
pens, but it happens. And most of the 
time, I don't even mind if they're inter- 
ested in me just because I'm Joe Na- 
math. If that's the way they come on and 
they can swing with it, I guess 1 can, too, 
PLAYBOY: Do you think you're as good in 
bed as you are on a football field? 
NAMATH: I can't honestly answer that 
question, because in football, there are 
comparisons you can make, but I don't 


a blonde, she 


ns 


think you can do the same with sex. First 
of all, you're only at your best with a 
rl who really turns you on. It’s a total 
thing that has to do with how much 
feeling she has for you and how you feel 
about her x more important 
than if she's beautiful or well built. You 
certainly can't measure your perform 
ance by the number of climaxes you 
reach, because after the first few times, 
you just can't expect to keep ha 
orgasms. I think the important thing is 
how long you're able to make love. With 
the right girl, a guy can go just about all 
ight long. And there have been lots of 
times when I've done just that, Im a 
great believer in sex. 

PLAYBOY: We've noticed that. One of 
sports’ great traditions decrees that the 
night before the big game, the athlete 
goes to bed early—and by himself. Do 
you? 

NAMATH: No. I spent the nights before 
the Jets’ two biggest games last year—for 
the A. F. L. championship and the Super- 
bowl—with girls But 1 don't consider 
that bad or foolish of mc. Look, I'm a 
football player, and that’s my number- 
one thing; I'm not about to take a 
chance on how I perform by breaking 
my own schedule. But Гус been. playing 
football for a long d by now, 1 
know what I should do and shouldn't do 
to stay ready at all times. The night 


before a game, | prepare myself both 
mentally 
l think a 
play well; and if that involves being 


night, he should do it. If 
some ballplayers don't feel that way, 
they shouldn't do it. But / feel that way. 
PLAYBOY: Do you make a point of going 


with a girl rh: 


to bed with a girl on the eve of a game? 
NAMATH: I try to; it depends on how I 
feel that night. Before one game last 
year, I just sat home by myself and 
watched television, drank a little tequila 
to relax and went to sleep fairly early. 
But most of the nig games, TIL 
be with a girl. One of the Jets’ team 
doctors, in fact, told me that it's a good 
idea to € sexual relations before a 
game, because it gets rid of the kind of 
nervous tension an athlete doesn’t need. 
PLAYBOY: Did the doctor relay this bit of 
medical advice to Weeb Ewbank? 
NAMATH: No, he didn nd if he ever 
does, I don’t think Weeb will go out and 
hire 40 prostitutes to make sure the Jets 
are pro football's most relaxed team, 
Since a lot of the guys on the team are 
married, 1 want their wives to know that 
when we're on the road, the married 
fellas really mope around the hotel all 
day and all night, But 1 don't. 

PLAYBOY: In line with your much-reported 
fondness for Johnnie Walker Red Label 
Has drinking ever taken any- 
p away from your performance on 
the field? 


ng could. But T 


When you come on in aVan Heusen shirt 


` 


the rest come off like a bunch of stiffs. 


-——t < 
The people who unstuffed the shirt 


don't drink too much. I know m 
ing limits and I rarely take а 

the night before a game. 

PLAYBOY: Have you ever played high? 
NAMATH: No, but I do remember the 
only game 1 wasn't prepared for. In 


1966, we were playing Boston in the last 
game of the season. and it didn't matter 
I whether we won or lost, as far as 
our place in the standings was con- 
cerned, but Boston needed 00 win to 
for the Eastern Division title. Well, the 
night before the game. 1 was up Lue, 
after owning around and drinking a 
little more than 1 usually do, 1 had a 
hell of a headache in the first half, but 1 
was feeling no pain afier halftime: We 
won, 38 to 98. Last year, though, I decid- 
ed to give up drinking entirely before 
the Bullalo game. It turned out to be our 
worst afternoon of the season: we lost, 
37 ао 35. A little later in the season 
before we played Oakland, I told a cou- 
ple of teammates that E was thinking of 
knocking off drinking again. Dave Her- 
man, a guy 1 wouldn't want 10 mess 
with, came up and said, “If you don't 
want to drink, ТЇЇ grab. you and pour 
it down your throat myself.” So E haven't 
given up booze and | don't plan to. 
PLAYBOY. Doesn't the league fiown on 
ballplayers who drink in public? 
NAMATH: Yes, but | think it's childish, in 
the sense that we're all at least three 
times seven, and if we didn't know by 
now how to handle our bodies, then we 
wouldn't be capable of playing—and if a 
guy can't do his job, he should be fired. 
‘The owners may worry about the pub- 
action on seeing a player out 
ing, but 1 sure as hell don't. Rules 
like that arc really hypocritical and out- 
dated. In a standard player contract, 
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there are at least a half-dozen fool rules 
that the team doesn't even enforce. One 
rule, for instance: Players must ar all 


mes wear coats and ties while in a hotel 
lobby. Hell, that's nor important at all. 
And then there's this whole insane reac- 
tion to а guy if he doesn't keep his hair 


cut shor 
PLAYBOY: Whose reaction are you talking 
about? 

NAMATH: People in professional sports 
and the majority of the public. Look, 
Ive dedicated myself to football; I'v 


played the game for a long t 
id. 1 am absolutely positive about one 
thing: My hair does not slow me down. 
But I've read so many times d 
vt play football or baseball w 
that’s the least bit long. Well, if coaches 
feel that way, their n are geuing 
away from the game. I think if the 
concentrate on the sport and [or 
guy's hair style or clothes, everybody will 
be better off, man. Too many times, we 
judge a person by the way he dresses or 
cuts his hair. 
PLAYBOY: Has a lot of that kind of cri 
cism been directed your way? 
110 NAMATH: Last year, when I li 


| a mus- 


tache, I got hundreds of letters, saying 
it’s bad for the image or it's bad for 
children to see a ballplayer with side- 


burns mustache. Who tells the chil- 


dren 
at fault, because they tell their child that 
mustiches and long hair are only worn 
by freaks. Where else does a kid get the 
idea that hes shouldn't be wo 
have more ili 
2 As soon as that child looks at 
our history books and sees all that 
on our forefathers, he's gonna wondes 
what the hell kind of history we've had. 
PLAYBOY: Do you think of yourself as a 
rebel? 
МАМАТ! 


12 Parenis—ihey re the ones 


I've been reading things and 
; people say I'm a rebel. that 1 
utional person and 
not true. H [ don't 
ag, though, Гап not 
gonna go along with it: it has nothing 
to do with being anti-cstablishment or 
whatever: its just that if its not right 
for me, then I can't go along with it. I'm 
not tying to fight society—Im just 
trying to be myself and do what 1 think 
is best. 1 don’t bother anybody and I 
dowt want anybody to bother me, And 
І don't think | do anything wrong—a 
least I wy hard not хо. Ol 


but that's 


such. 
believe in оше 


an autograph: but even that doesn’t hap- 
pen often, if I'm in a place where there 
aren't going to be too many 
just don't dig people who thi 
w go along with ihing 
do. 

PLAYBOY: Is there anything you'd like to 
do that you don't or can't? 

NAMATH: Yes. I'd like to be able to run 
the way 1 used to: but for that, I'd need 
new kuees. When 1 was in college, 1 
hued right in with couch P 
olfense: Quarterbacks did a 
е our most cllec- 
1 pass option, 
ior year, 1 was 
n 4.7 seconds, 
terback in 


ak Í have 
$ 1 don't want 10 


lot of ru 


tive play was usually the 
Before 1 was hurt in my se 
able to cover 40 yards 
which is pretty fast for 
form, It’s lucky foi 
wt necessary for a pro quarterback. to- 
day: the only time you run with the ball 
is to try to make a first down on a broken- 
pass play or, if it’s the only thing you 
cu move the ball out of bounds. 
PLAYBOY: How seriously are your kn 
injured? 

NAMATH: Preity seriously. Гус had two 
operations on the right knee, one on the 


es 


left, and I have more coming up. But 
Tm not looking for amy sympathy. I 
think that for a quarterback, 1 still have 


good mobility. 1 can drop back to throw 
а pass faster and deeper than most qua 

terbacks, But during a season, my knees 
hurt my cectivenes, because alter a 
game, they swell up and get sore for a 
few days and 1 can't pr 
du 


etice very much 


g the week, Practicing just puts too 
much pressure and strain on the Ene 


During a game, it’s all pain; but except 


for running luerally, my movements 
aren't affected all that much, and. that’s 
the important thing. Of course. I have a 
definite weakness: If 1 were to pet hit 
with a direct shot ıo the knee, then I 
would be out of the game for good. But 
anyone, even with good knees, can be in 
trouble if he geis hit that way. 

PLAYBOY: Do your knees give you trouble 
olf the field as well? 

МАМАТ! hey sure do. Going up and 
down stairs is а problem for me, once 
the season is under way, and even walk- 
i s something you 


ing bothers me. But 
just accept; shit, that’s the way it is 
You're lucky if you have legs 
if they hurt, they hurt. 1 know d 


the 50, Т 


bur (here isn’ 
thing I can do about it, so there's no 
seme in tying up my mind with shit like 
that. 
PLAYBOY: How do you relieve the pain? 
NAMATH: Fluid is always collecting on my 
knees, so when they hi too much or 
the flexion is decreased, 1 ger the fluid 
drained. Before a game, 1 ly get 
shots of cortisone and. bui їп, and 
alterward, PH have a few suff drink: 
Icohol helps as a painkiller. 
PLAYBOY: Do a lot of pros go through the 
same physical pain you do? 
NAMATH: You just don't play football to- 
day without being injured. 1 know very 
few players who are really healthy, espe- 
cially during the season. M. 
guys play even though they're hur 
after the game, they hurt all the more. 
Lots of us couldn't. pi all without 
various medications; | know I couldn't 
pla es without the shots. 
PLAYBOY: Did you undergo the same kind 
Ol physical punishment in collegi 
NAMATH: No. because in college. you play 
many games, if you count 
m games, and you're young 
er and betier able to recuperate from 
. And the guys who are hitting 
you aren't 275-pound linemen. Learning 
t up with pain is part of becom 
pro: and if you don’t have terribly 
jur very easy p: 
compared with what you have to learn 
and learn quickly—in order to stick 
with a prot 
PLAYBOY: Is professional football really 
that ditlicult for а collegiate All-American 
to master? 
NAMATH: 1175 dificult becuse in college, 
you can be the best ballplayer in the 
country; but when you come out, you're 
playin inst professional guys with 
a hell of a lot more experience. And 
they're пог going to make the errors 
you're going to make: they've been there 
that many times more, Also. pro defenses 
re so much more sophisticated, 
offenses are, than 


in the college game 
For instance, a pro lineman today doesn't 
merely hit his man; he has to hit and 
move his opponent almost to the exact 
spot the coach points то. The precision 
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all_where you have to 
be of All-American caliber just to sit on 
the bench- kes it much tougher than 
the college game. 
PLAYBOY: What was the toughest part of 
breaking into the pros for you? 
NAMATH: Learning how to read the other 
team’s defenses and calling the proper 
adible—changing the play at the line of 
scrimmage. In college, we never ran any 
real audibles; me and two other guys on 
the team would exchange signals if the 
play was being changed, because coach 
Bryant felt that real audibles would pro- 
vide too much chance for error on a 
college team—that one of the 11 guys on 
the field would miss the play or goof up. 
PLAYBOY: Did you have any doubts when 
you joined the Jets that you'd become а 
good pro quarterback? 
NAMATH: | guess so. At first, it didn't 
seem too hard, especially at the begin- 
ing of my rookie season: I wasn't start- 
and J wasn't playing. But when I 
lly did start playing—damn, it was 
really a tough job to figure out. 
PLAYBOY: In what way? 


involved in pro 


PLAYBUY 


ing 


strong impression—of bodies movin’ a 
over the place. But the only way a quar- 
terback learns is by playing. He can look 
at all the films he wants to off the field, 
and he can practice all day long out 
there on the field, but the only time he's 
going to be tested is when he gets into 
th: ме batle. When those 


guys are 
coming at you, they're going to do a job 
on you—if they get to you. And the 


other guys are playing a defense you're 
not fan h. You can watch. them 
all you want on film, but you still have 
to be out there to get the experience 
that counts, 

PLAYBOY: What was the first time you 
proved to yourself that you could really 
make it in the pro ranks? 

NAMATH; In my rookie year, we were 


playing against the Boston Patriots in а 
Close game. Boston was using a stunt 
defense: a lot of the time, their lineback- 


ers and some of their linemen would 
shift around, making it necessary to 
change most of the plays at the line of 
scrimmage. They were only three points 
behind the Jets, with eight minutes and 
40 seconds left: but we started ап 
offensive drive and wound up holding 
the ball for that long—and scoring а 
touchdown to clinch the game. Well, 
when we controlled the ball against the 
Patriots that long, | was very pleased; 
the play calling, which had to do with 
figuring out their defenses and reacting 
to them on the spot, was good. After that 
game, I felt I was a real pro quarterback. 
PLAYBOY- How long does it usually take a 
college star to become a good pro quar- 
terback? 
NAMATH: Well, I thought I was good in 
my first year, but I wasn't what you 
12 could call topflight, because 1 was only a 


damn rookie; Т just didn't have the expe- 
rience. Daryle Lamonica of the Oakland 
Raiders said а while back that it takes a 
good college quarterback five years to 
become good in the pros, but that's a 
bunch of shit. E was a good quarterback 
in my third year. 
PLAYBOY: Who do you think is the best 
quarterback currently playing? 
NAMATH: Naturally, I think I am. I could 
say someone else, to be polite, but no 
one else is better than me. You have to 
take into consideration, though, that 1 
also feel every player should think he's 
the best inan at his position. 
PLAYBOY: Why do you think you're pro 
football's number-one quarterback? 
NAMATH: A lot of things go into being 
a quarterback. The most important: You 
have to be able to throw. I think I can. 
throw better than anybody else. After a 
couple of other abilities—like calling the 
ht plays and reading defenses—the 
next most important asset of а quarter- 
back is his attitude, and 1 think I have 
the right attitude and the right tempera- 
ment. 
PLAYBOY: What do you mean? 
NAMATH: Knowing that you're going to 
win and getting it across to the rest of 
the players. When I say something about 
winning, I think the team is going to 
believe me—they do now, anyway. And 
that attitude spreads. When a guy like 
Winston Hill tells me he can block his 
man, I know he can block him: he won't 
tell me he can do something he can't. 
Whe guy like Don Maynard telly me 
he can get open on a pass play, he can. 
And does. Pretty soon, nobody says they 
n do something just because of anxiety. 
That's a big part of a winning attitude. 
PLAYBOY: Are there any outstanding foot- 
ball players who don’t have this attitude? 
NAMATH: If there are, I don't know them. 
Hell, I think how much you want to win 
has practically as much to do with play 
ing as ability docs. As long as you're in 
good physical condition, attitude is just 
about the biggest part of your game. 
Sometimes, people wonder why an under- 
dog occasionally beats a heavily favored 
team, the way Denver and Bullalo b 
us Tast year. Well, they had more desire 
ro win than we did. The Jets went into 
those games half-assed and lackadaisical, 
and Denver and Buffalo didn't. They 
jumped on us with both feet; and in pro 
football, when you give any club a head 
start on you, they're hard to catch up to. 
So when your team is а 20-point favorite, 
you've got to watch out for a letdown. 
PLAYBOY: Do you ever find yourself hav- 
ng to manufacture that all-out will to 
win in such a situation? 
NAMATH: Yes, because sometimes, when 
you play a really weak team, you can't 
help playing а sloppy game, But in that 
situation, you tend to wake up as soon as 
you look at the scoreboard and sec it's 
not the way it should be. The Buffalo 
and Denver games 1 mentioned were 


about the only two games I remember 
mot being mentally ready for, and by 
that I mean not having the top anxiety 
and top enthusiasm about playing the 
game. 

PLAYBOY: Is there an aspect to quarter- 
backing that you ffnd you have to work 
on especially hard? 

NAMATH: No, not anymore. 1 work on 
everything fairly hard, but there's not 
one phase of the game I think I have to 
stress over other things. I practice throw- 
ing every day, reading defenses, ball han- 
dling and footwork. I have no problem 
dropping back various ways, backpedal- 
ing, turning and going back. 

PLAYBOY: Even though you've already 
rterbacked a championship team, do 
you think you've yet to hit your peak as 
a pro? 

NAMATH: I really don't know, because 
I'm a guy who believes young people are 
better. I'm 26 now; by the time I'm 27, 1 
don't think I'll have the quickness that T 
have now. I don't know if, by the end of 
this season, I'll be as good as I was last 
year, because I don't know how my legs 
are going to hold up. The onc phase of 
quarterbacking that I know Гуе im- 
proved on, though, is play calling. In 
fact, last year I began approaching the 
game differently 

PLAYBOY: In what way? 

NAMATH: J suppose J began to get more 
conservative. In our loss to Buffalo last 
year, I did a very dumb thing: There 
was no reason for the Jets to. be guing 
out there and trying to score like crazy. 
Instead of passing as much as I did, we 
could have gone out there and run three 
plays and punted to Buffalo and let 
them make the mistakes, because they 
didn’t have a quarterback; the starter 
and the backup passer had both been 
injured. They had no offense at all. so 
we should have let them commit the 
errors. But I kept getting us in trouble 
by having passes intercepted, and we kept 
getting out, and we finally ended up 
blowing the game, 37 to 35. Alter that, 
I got conservative to а certain extent: I 
knew our defense could hold the other 
team and that we could wait for their 
mistakes. You've got to do whatever it 
takes to win and after those two bad 
games, we did. 

PLAYBOY: You went from 28 intercepted 
passes in 1967 to 17 in 1968. How did 
you manage that? 

NAMATH: There are always reasons for 
i ns. Out of the 17 last year, 
mc in two games. Some of them 
just downright good defensive plays, 
some of them were downright stupid 
plays on my part and some of them were 
breaks of the game—a ball bounces up 
and into an opponent's. 
nowing that our defense 
ne from worrying 
а game. 
covered and if 


Again, I th 
was so tough stopped 


about scoring carly a 
So if my first receiver 
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my second also hadn't gotten free. 
stead of going to the third or fourth and 
taking a big chance on having the pass 
intercepted, Pd just throw it away or 
keep it. A couple of years ago. | read 
that Johnny Unitas once said, “When 
you know what уоште doing. you don't 


get intercepted.” That year, he just 
about led the | i werceptions. I 
remember a pretty 


stupid thing 5 
PLAYBOY: There's респ а gr 
quick rele: 
ity to get rid of a pass quickly. Do you 
think it's a vital asset? 
NAMATH: No question about it. The 
quicker you can get rid of the ball, the 
lewer times you're going to get caught 
with it—and the faster the ball gets to the 
receiver. I'd say I save at least two tenths 
of a second, and probably even more 
than that, on а pass play. That's worth a 
lot. when you consider that on a pass 
play, the quarterback would like to have 
four seconds from the time the ball is 
pped until he throws it. You'd ike to 
have four seconds, but you don’t always 
get it. Pro football is а lot more compli- 
cated than most people think: In those 
few seconds, you have to pick from 
among four or five receivers. locating, 
them and judging instantly how well 
they're covered. 
PLAYBOY: At the same time, 280-poundd 
defensive linemen are trying to get to 
you before you pass the ball. When your 
receivers aren't free for а pass and oppo- 
nents are about to tackle you, how do 
you brace yourself? 
NAMATH: I don't. You know you're going 
to get hit. but you can't do anything 
differently, because then you'll just screw 
up. By that 1 mean that you'll rush a 
pass, and that’s usually when vou get 
intercepted. So you have to ignore the 
you get hit, well, 


5 the hardest you ever 
| held? 


got hit ou a fool 
NAMATH: Well, I hate to give the 
tards credit for hing, but when I was 
in college, Gcorgia Tech really creamed 
me in а game. 1 didn’t know one of their 
guys was coming at me and he just about 
crunched every bone in my body: I 
mean, he really knocked the hell out of 
me. E way almost completely out, 
PLAYBOY: How hard did Ben Davidson of 
the Oaklend Raiders hit you when he 
broke your cheekbone? 

1 enough to break it but 
to put me out of the 
рош getting hil—even 
s that it doesn't bother you 
I on the field. While 
you're moving around, the adrenaline is 
. But it really gets bad after you 
cool olf when you feel the aches 
and pains and discover all the bruises. I 
don't think the game is too physically 
demanding, but it’s really something else 
to see such guys in such great shape 


coming at you. A let of pro linemen 
e siv-six and six-seven, run just as fast 
s the litle guys, are very, very 
weigh close to 300 pounds—and can 
really slam you. 
PLAYBOY: As а key to the Jet offense, do 
you ever feel that opposing linemen 
would like to sideline you with an injury 
rather than simply tackle you before you 
get rid of the ball? 
NAMATH: Of course. We want to get their 
quarterbacks out of action, too. You get 
the quarterback out and you got a good 
shot at winning the game 
PLAYBOY: How cleanly is this d 
NAMATH: Well, 1 know our guys don't do 
anything dirty—but they do uy to kill 
the other quarterback. When there's an 
nterception, for instance, our guys are 
still supposed to find the paser and hit 
him hard. 
PLAYBOY: What do you do when you 
throw an interception? 
NAMATH: Backtrack; I look around pretty 
good. But everybody knows the other 
guy making a living and that if you 
play dirty. you get paid back—and so 
wterback. Because the other 


other team is going to look him up 
hurry. That doesn’t happen very often; 
it's about the ugliest part of the sport. 
PLAYBOY: Whit do you consider—for you 
—the best part of the game? 

NAMATH: Winning; th 
about it. After that, it’s feeling Im the 
best of anybody at my job, and that’s the 
ng thought 1 have about 
all. And then putting it all together 
and being on the best team and becom- 
ing world champions. That's what you 
have to strive lor: to be the best. 
PLAYBOY: To the 'ement of most foot- 
ball experts on. the Jets 
proved the 
the Baltimore Colts 


Super- 


bowl When did you first think your 
could win the championsl 
Well, certainly not in traini 


Us а long season, and the thing 
we were really trying to do was to win 
our divi: and then, if we won thc 
A. F. L. championship. great, we'd be in 
the Superbowl. But it was a long road to 
get there. 1 think it started happening 
right after we beat San Diego, in the 
llth game of the season. The week be- 
Tore. we had lost to Oakland when they 
scored two touchdowns in the last nine 
seconds; but we recovered from that and 
beat San Diego pretty good. That's when 
І knew we had a good football team; 1 
Us when we started thinking 
about going to the Superbowl. 

two Superbowls prior to 
this year's, the Green Bay Packers twice 
soundly defeated A. F. L. championship 
teams. Most people felt those victories 
dicative of N. F. L. supremacy. 
Did you? 


camp; 


NAMATH: No. I thought that was a stupid 
way to think. Hell. the Packers beat just 
about everybody they played that bad. I 
know they had a couple of tough games 
ih s Cowboys, but they al- 
- All I thought about the 


pro something they 
«d shown all year long. But thar didn't 
say anything to me about the strength of 
the two leagues. The thing everybody 
kept conveniently forgetting was that the 
A. F. L. has been drafting its players from 
the same source as the N.F. L. and get 
ting top talent for a lot of years. In 
preseason games last year, A. F. L. teams 
kicked hell out of N. F. L. teams and 
nobody wanted to believe it. It was there 
in front of them all the time. It id of 
bothered me that not only were the 
teams in the А. F. L. downgraded but so 
were the players. 

PLAYBOY: Whom do you have in mind? 
NAMATH: I have A.F. L. quarterbacks in 
mind. Look, before the Superbowl, a lot 
of people thought I was bum-rapping 
Earl Могай of the Baltimore Colts 
when 1 said there were four guys in the 
L. who were better than he is. Well, 
n't putting him down. Bur when 
k about quarterbacks, you've got 
п Had! of San Diego, Bob 
Miami, Daryle Lamonica and 


you га 
to put Jol 
Griese of 
myself right up there. Sure, you can't 


uke from N 


L. quarter- 


rt Starr and. Johnny Uni- 
point is that no one wanted 
to recognize that the A.F. L. has more 
than its share of topflight quarterbacks. 
А lot of people still don’t want to, but 
because we won the Superbowl last sea- 
son, they have to. 

PLAYBOY: In Miami. just a few days be- 
fore the Superbowl, you bragged, “The 
I guarantee it.” 
Certainly, the Colts had to be among the 
Strongest teams you faced all year; were 
you really that confident, or was that 
remark intended to boost your cam- 
mates’ morale? 

NAMATH: Well, it may have had that 
effect on some people, but a whole lot of 
Jets were almost as sure as 1 was that we 
were going to beat the Colts. You know, 
there lot of wr "E 
d and advising me not to say any- 
the Colts were going to 
what Pd said and really get up 
for the game. Well, I knew—and I'm 
they did, too—that if they needed some 
thing like that to get them fired up lor a 
ball game, then they were in big trouble. 
ampionship game, you don't need 
to build up incentive to want to win: 
The championship is enough. We had а 
lot of faith in ourselves, and if I seemed 
to have more faith than anybody else on 
the team, it was because of what I saw 
the films of Colt games—and what I 


were а comi 


ers 
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It was the finest hour. 

It was the most delicious hour in the 
day. 

It was the Hour of Ghosts. 

In Timothy's room, an extraordinary 
mist spun round, took shape. 

In Ralph’s room, a second phantom of 
incredible size and mysterious mien reared 
up. ^ 
E In Alice's hideaway, across the hall, а 

third and mournful stranger wove itself 

from shuttling light, air, and pollens of 
dust. 

In the parlor, below, Father enjoyed 
his Visitation. 

And Mother? She moved and worked 
in the kitchen while the Brewing Witch 

leaned near upon the warm bake-oven air, 
to spices, rifling cookbooks, ad- 
ing mixtures. 

You would have had to thrust out 
your hand to find which was real. Your 
fingers would have gone right through the 
Wise Old Thing. Your fingers would have 
stopped on summer flesh: the Lady of this 
house. 

“Gosh, this is great!" cried Timothy. 


a short story by Ray Bradbury 


The Hour Of 
Ghosts 


Ray Bradbury, 1969 


“You can walk all the way round 
them!” said Ralph. 

And this was true. 

And they circled all around their 
Ghosts, the private electronie miracles 
beamed into their rooms. 

“They're real!” 

“And yet not quite . . . 

“Say it all again," said Alice to the 
bright air. 

“ү, 


said the boys. "Speak!" 

And in Timothy's room, Marley’s 
Ghost shook his money-box chains, grieved 
for his lost soul, and fixed the boy with a 
pale oyster eye: 

“О woe is me! I wear the chains I 
forged in life! .. . No rest. No peace! Be- 
ware, Ebenezer Scrooge!’ 

While by Ralph's bed, the spectre of 
Blind Pew clutched a bit of paper with a 
dark circle inked thereon and cried: 

“The Black Spot! I'm doomed!” 

And sank in а half-swoon as, from the 
shadowed corners of the room, came the 
bang, step, bang, the tread of a one-legged 
man striding a dark road by some far-off 
sea. 

Alice was in raptures. 


Her Ghost, a young woman, hair blow- 
ing in the wind, tapped at a snow-blind 
window and called а wild man's name: 


in the midst of the air, a 
door swung wide on the winter's night. A 
man. answering, plunged out and vanished 


Nr and extra spe cial machines. . 

aid Ralph, younger but 
tnt know that. Y just want 
ts are the greatest things ever. 
v I got King Tut and the 
Phantom Rickshaw and—heck! why not 
now!?” 

He stabbed а button. The laser light 
rewove its lapestry. Blind Pew unraveled 
and fled, pursued by a one-legged tattoo. 

Out of moorland fogs, in a crack of 
lightning and a drizzle of rain, a Hound 
with бегу eyes rose up and bayed. 
said Ralph. “Good 


In the parlor, the ghost of Hamlet’s 
father mournes 
st. O List! Hamlet . 


. . remember 


me!” 

“One cup of cooking sherry,” said the 
Cooking Ghost, the computerized memory 
of how to work well between oven and 
table. “Two...” 

“Much obliged,” said Mother, and 
touched a switch. 

The Kitchen Ghost, obedient to light- 


nner!” called Mother, in the hall. 

“You,” said C Timothy-like-Serooge, 
“are nothing but a blot of mustard, a frag- 
ment of under-done potato . . . 

At which old Marley collapsed upon 
his bones with a final despairing ery, and 
жаз по more. 

"Come back at eight!” said Ralph. 

And the Hound hid deep in the moor- 
lands grass of the carpet. 

“Oh, such lovely Ghosts.” Alice wept 
as the Figures of Heatheliff and his love ran 


t Elsinore, dawn lit the parlor airs. 
ther withdrew. And the father 

e stood up and went to dinner. 
‘As the real children, drawn by 
a real mother with real food. 

"The hour of Ghosts was done. 

The dusk of laser Visitations was 
through, 

But night lay fresh ahead. And wait- 
ing in their rooms, after homework, after 
ies, other spectres stood alert. The 
Ghosts of Christmas Past, Present, Future 
abided in the walls, The Phantom Signal- 
man beckoned his spirit lantern at the top 
of the stairs. The house was indeed 
Hi ed. 
‘I’ve taken the liberty,” said Father, 
“of inviting Plato and Aristotle to din- 
Ders 


“They talk too much!” said Ralph. 

But suddenly, the two old men were 
there, gently, at. their elbows. 

“How goes the Republic?" asked Tim. 

“Well |. .” And Plato told him, sweet- 
ly, fine, and true. 

And even Ralph was astounded after 
awhile and sat up, blinked, and said, “That 
last. Tell it again.” 

And Plato told. 

And it was almost as good as Blind 
Pew and the whine and bark of the far 
Hound on the moors ... . 


Are these the Ghosts of Christmas 
Future? 

Yes. 

Not зо far off across the sill of Tomor- 
row, three-dimensional holograms will 
"visit" your house. 

These friendly Phantoms, invited in 
through your telecommunications system, 
will delight, cdify, and educate. Or, if 
Muns the Word, be still, as you wish. 

These are such stuffs as dreams are 
made of. 

Built upon the very fabric of light and 
air in any room. View them from north- 
south-east-west. Walkaround them. They'll 
have as many sides as you have angles. 

Watch for these friendly spirits. 


Ray Bradbury 
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knew I could do to them if I was on my 
game. 

PLAYBOY: What was it you saw? 

NAMATH: "That they used a lot of various 
safety blitzes 1 was absolutely confident 
y tried that stuff against us— 
and they had to. because it was their 
game—we could move the ball on them, 
score on them. First of all, we have 
excellent blocking in the backfield along 
ı the line: our line is one of the very 
best in pro football. George Sauer and 
Don Maynard and Pete Lammons and 1, 
along with the backs, read defenses very 
well; so I felt that as soon as any of our 
guys detected а weakness, we would 
move with it. It was obvious to us early 
in the game that the Colis had to use 
double coverage on Don Maynard to 
protect against the long pass. Don had 
had à pulled n uscle, and if Fd known it 
was still sore, I don't think I would have 
overthrown him when he shook free and 
was all alone for a touchdown. This left 
single coverage on George Sauer, and 
he's too good to be guarded by one man; 
George probably runs the best. pass pat- 
terns in football today. Anyway, we 
knew before the game that we would 
figure out their weaknesses. We knew 
that guys like Winston Hill and Bob 
Talamini—I was sorry to see him retire 
this year—could be depended on to 
block their men. I was sure Matt Snell 
was going to have a fine game, and it 
didn't come as a surprise to me when 
he had a great game. So we thought 
we could pass on them, we thought we 
could run оп them, but we didn’t know 
what wed be able to do best until the 
game actually started. The one thing we 
knew, though, was that we coukl get 
some points up on the board, enough 
points to win. Actually, I think we could 
have gotten more points. I threw only 28 
passes against the Colts all day; hell, I've 
thrown more than that in a quarter. But 
isn’t about to take a ices. We 
did. And by win- 
L. docsn't 
have to take a back seat to the N. F. L. 
id that we were and are the best team 
in pro football. 

PLAYBOY: Do you think the Jets can do it 
again? 

NAMATH: If everybody stays healthy, I 
know we can do it again. When you've 
won a championship, you have a lot of 
confidence going for you. You know you 
did it, did it as а heavy underdog and 
ader pressure that was supposedly only 
on us, not on the Colts. This year, I 
think we should make fewer mistakes 
and so be that much better. The onc 
thing that could stop this new 
mn A. F. L. two-game play-off for the 
championship. IL we finish first or second 
in our di which we'll do, we'll still 
have to play two tough games back to 
back before we qualify for the Super- 


—and wi 


s 


Tig bowl. At the end of a season, a lot of 


guys are worn down physically: I know 
it's true for the other teams as well, but 
it still means that we won't be at the top 
of our game. 

PLAYBOY: There are many fans and sports- 
writers who think that the Jets’ Super- 
bowl victory was a fluke. How do you 
feel about it? 

NAMATH: People can tell us we had a 
lucky year, but athletes know beter. 
"They can say our victory was a fluke, bu 

the [act is that we did it. They can talk 
about Baltimore coming buck and get- 
ting revenge by beating us in 1970. Well, 
they might come back and they might 
b but last season's Superbowl 
going to be something they'll remember 
Tor the rest of their lives: they know they 
can't take that away from us. January 1 
1969, belonged to the Jets and Baltimos 
cant ever get even for it. They lost it; 
they got beat 

PLAYBOY: How many more seasons do you 
think you'll be able to play? 

NAMATH: I honestly don't know. Some- 
times, | think not more than another 
year, which is why Im investing my 
money in different things and looking 
ош for what's ahead. 

g of money, how much 
year, all told? 

NAMATH: Again, I honestly don't know. 
cly, about $200,000 in ordi- 
income—salary and dillerent phases 
of contracts. That's just а base; I also 
have a few percentage things going. The 
nice thing about baving this kind of 
bread is thai when Fm through with 


football—something 1 don't usually think 
about—I cin take my time getting into 
someth 


ng new. 
PLAYBO: ! summer, you 
Norwood, a film starring Glen Campbell. 
Are you pl g to do what former 
Cleveland fullback Jim Brown has do 
pursue an acting career alter retirement? 
NAMATH: [ don't have any suong am 
tions about it at this stage. because 1 
don't know enough about act 
don’t know whether or not I really 
and what kind of talent I have, But un- 
til I make up my mind either way, I'm go- 
ing to ride with it. Now, I know damned 
well that right now I'm no actor: 
never even acted in grade school or hij 
school. But a lot of people have been 
talking (о me about more films, and 
there's a gas of a comedy that Гус agreed 
10 play the lead in, called The Sidelong 
Glances of a Pigeon Kicker. 

PLAYBOY: What do you think of your act- 
g in Norwood? 

NAMATH: I saw 


ppeared in 


ishes last summer, when 
I was in California for the film. I liked 
the way I photographed, but I felt like а 
fool watching myself talk. Ic didn’t seem 
very natural to me. It’s hard to know if I 
was good or lousy in the movie, because 
I'm not sur 
Iked to aren't saying nice things just to 
make me feel good. About the straightest 


е 


that the movie people I^ 


thing I can go on is that they want me 
10 do some more; if theyre willing to 
bank money on me, it indicates that 
they're happy. 

PLAYBOY: Is Hen any aspect of ad 
that you disli 

NAMATH: Yes, ie schedule: T don't 
the idea of getting up at five or six in 
ihe morning and going out for a long 
day's work—which, in movies, means sit- 
ting around most of the time. 
PLAYBOY: Did that timetable cut 
your night-owl rounds during the Bln 
of Norwood? 

NAMATH: Absolutely not. I wouldn't let 
it. Fd hate to think about a future in 
which my work would cancel out seeing 
women. 

PLAYBOY: Would you ako hate (o think 
about a future that might include mar- 


ri 


е 


NAMATH. Not at 
with a girl n 
years and 1 feel that someday I'm goi 
to marty her. But I'm not ready to get 
married yet; | dont think 1 could be 
Mul. Ts very idealistic and seldom 
true, but when youre m. 


ng thar when E get ma 
to be that way; but I'm going to try my 
best not to clown around, because, be- 
lieve it or not, I really don't want to. If 
you're going to play those games, then 
you've gor to expect your wile w do ше 
Same, and 1 don't think any man wants 
to put up with that. J sure don't. Im nor 
aying that when I get married, 1 won't 
ever see another girl for sexual reasons, 
but Fd try not to do that. And right 
now. I can't honestly say that Em ready 
to be true to one girl. Suzie is very 
understanding about it. And E think tha 
as far as Ше two of us are concerned. 
time is on her side. 
PLAYBOY: And wha 
self in ише? 

NAMATH: I've got a good thing poing. | 
don't think PIL ever have to worry about 
being able to support a [amily. It's really 
nice havi but only so that you 
dont have to think about it. 1 don't 
have any extravagant tastes: I don't hav 
any expensive hobbies. 1 spend my 
dough on girls, clothes and. good. times, 
and I don't need more to enjoy myself. If 
I get hurt playing football tomorrow and 
I can't come back, it’s good to feel that 1 
won't have to change the way 1 live. I can 
look around until 1 find something to do 
with my life that turns me on. The bread 
d all the fame hasn't loused me up, 
and I don’t think it ever will. I've always 
been my own man, always been free. 1 
live my life according to one rule: As long 
ts you don't hurt anybody and you don't 
hurt yourself, do what you want to do. 
That's just what I'm going to do. 


do you see for your 


ig money 


WHAT SORT OF MAN READS PLAYBOY? 


An outgoing guy whose flair for giving great gifts makes pretty faces light up all year round. And 
especially during the holidays. An expansive shopper, he's the first to go first class whenever 
he buys, for others or for himself. Facts: PLAYBOY leads all major media in percentage of men 
who are very heavy buyers of new products. PLAYBOY is also tops in men who are very heavy pur- 
chasers of premium-priced brands. Today's gift market? PLAYBOY wraps it up. (Source: 1968 BRI) 
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fiction By ELDRIDGE CLEAVER rrom rac onstacte encountered and conquered, 
Stacy sapped fresh strength with which to confront the next; and from that next conquest, hi 
depleted drive was again restored and poised to meet the latest oncoming task. Life to him was 
an endless series of regularly spaced hurdles he had to leap over. This was the form of his 
imagination—not that he was in any big hurry to reach some particular goal in life. But life 
was motion and motion required a direction and Stacy was young and saw the years stretched 
out before him as he sprinted down the track of his days. He hated de 
and wanted 


nation 
ways to sce ahead ample room for maneuver. He thought of himself as having no 
lear, as a strong, rough cat who would become even more so, because in the world hc knew, 
strength seemed to have the edge. 

He was lord of his gang and his word was law. He was light and quick on his feet, and a 
fierce, turbulent spirit drove him on, like a dynamo imprisoned in the blood, flesh and bone 
of his body. He set the pace. It was not that his gang did only the things Stacy did best but 
that everything they did he scemed to do better. The others deferred to him as though he 
iber than theirs, as if 
п gun and they with built-in knives. They did not ques- 
tion or resent this. To them, it was life, nature. They were glad to have Stacy as one of their 
own and they followed his lead. 

Stacy was conscious of the role he played, but he did not prance before the grandstands. 
It could be said that he was humble in his way and bowed low before the others even as he 
bullied them about, because there was alw ng that ultimate hostility 
of which they all knew he was so capable when up against cats from other neighborhoods. 
Among them, there was knowledge of each other, the thick glue of the brotherhood of youth, 
ol th ate selves bound into опе, If Stacy made a decision, it was only the sum- 
n of their interests whole, because as far as they wanted nything, they all wanted 
ne things. He was the repository of their youthful collective sovereignty. Perhaps, then, 
correct to say that Stacy's word was law. Their law was that of a roving band owing 
allegiance to itself alone. Stacy occupied his peculiar place among them precisely because he 
knew the restraints actions implicit in the mechanics and spirit of a functioning g 
Had he been less skillful in his choices, less willing to risk all on the curve of his instincts, it 
would have been their loss as much as his. Together they formed a unit, clinging to one 
other for support. What he had he gave to them and the others did the same. There w 
nothing premeditated about it. It just happened that 
smile, the rebuking frown, the assenting nod, the admonitory shake of the head. 


Of late, however, Stacy was growing friendlily disgusted with the others, prima 
they seemed content to continue in the same rut. He was beginning to feel mı 


absent [rom this bully 


vas 
cy had the power of the endearing 


у because 
erably trapped 


HE ГАПОН 
it was both his prized possession and something that possessed 
him-—a metallic tube that held the mysteries of his futur 


nd hemmed in by the thick futility of the very things he had loved and pursued with sa 
on and a sense of fulfillment. Only a few weeks ago, he could still draw delight and deep con- 
tentment from the raids they threw on El Serrano, from kic ng in a window and ransacking а 
store, from stripping the hubcaps, wheels and accessories from cars, from stealing the clothing 
from clotheslines or from breaking into a restaurant or café after it had closed and eating up as 
much food as they could hold in their guts and taking away with them all they could carry. 
‘These things no longer filled him with a warm glow alter they were all over: rather, he would 
teel dejected and somehow disappointed in himself and the others, as if it all had been a big 
waste of When he went on a raid now, it was only because he knew the others depended 
upon him and that they would be angry and contused if he refused to go with them. Besides, 
he did not have anything clsc in mind to do, and he was not the type to enjoy doing nothing. 

Stacy liked the money and the extra clothes that thievery brought him, but he was burned 
out on the ritual of these raids. As far back as he could remember, they had been a part of his 


stac- 


122 


e, and he knew from neighborhood lore that the practice of the raids existed as a tradition 
in Crescent Heights long before he or the others came along. It seemed natural (ог the youth of 


Crescent Heights to steal whatever they could [rom the white people of El Serrano. At this time 


in Stacy's life. Crescent Heights was separated from El Serrano by two miles of unimproved 
vacant lots that ran up to the top of à hill, so that from Crescent Heights, El Serrano could 
not even be seen. The long slope of the hill was a wall between the N 
lived in Crescent Heights and the whites of El Serrano. 

On a clear night, the lights of El Serrano could be seen 
Heights; but Irom El Serrano, the sky over Crescent Hei 
by the moon and star 


oes and Mexicans who 


тайпы. the sky from Crescent 
his looked black 
Stacy was fascinated by this contrast. Many times, cither when setting 


nd unbroken, even 


xd over it. 
The darkness in which Crescent. Heights was wrapped scemed familiar and safe to him, warm 
and protecting, while the lights of El Serrano held both 


out on a raid or on his way back, Stacy would pause at the top of the hill and brc 


and а terror for him. He 


nation 


ally aware of the lights because they were central to the 
n to his gang that “where there 


was princi tual of the raids. It was 
s light there is wealth.” They often repeated this to 


each other when searching through El Serr 


а my 


no for things to steal. 

Each neighborhood had its own school. The police si 
both a 
ness section, while Crescent Heights was a residential slum devoid of any business except Гог 
а lew corner grocer 


ion 


ad fire department servicing 
located in Fl Serrano. El Serrano was a thriving community with a [risky busi- 


as station: 

‘The only swimming pool and motion-picture thi 
during the summer, the kids from Crescent Heights hiked over the steep hill. paid. their 
money and went in for а swim. On Saturday 


stores, liquor stor 


and beer joints 


er in the region were in El Serrano, ar 


and Sunday, they'd go to the movies and, on their 
alih of 
to have increased. in proportion to а corresponding decrease in that. of 
s gang not only g pool 
or movies but two or three times each week, they'd wait for nightlall and then trek over the 
hill to throw a raid. 

AM this seemed so futile to Stacy now. He could feel that a change had to be madle— just 
1, he could not tell. But he knew that something would happen and a way would open 
ued to lead the raids and, although he would be just 
as systematic and cautious as ever, it was no longer a pleasure. It was a task. 


way home, lan out through El Serrano, looking for loot. By bedtime. the w 
Heights was cert 
Serrano's. Stac 


rescent 


ked up things on the way back from the sw 


wh 


up for him. In the meantime, he cont 


Stacy loved Crescent Heights. He did not feel comfortable or secure anywhere else. When 
he ventured out of the nei 
Watts, he was always relieved when the trip was over and he was back among the lami 
sights and sounds of Crescent. H 
of Crescent Heights that he felt 


shborhood, on infrequent trips downtown or to the East Side or to 


ghis. Even school was still far enough away from his part 


ien and uncomfortable until he was away from the school 
and back on his own stamping grounds. He hated the teachers at Crescent Heights School for 
ilking down to the Negro and Mexic 


their way of ttitude he saw 
reflected in them. He hated most of all the discipline they imposed upon him, the authority 
they wied to assert over him, to which they wanted him willi 
resisted and rebelled against. The school seemed to him more like a prison than a school, the 


teachers seemed more like custodial guards than 


an students and the superior 


ly to submit but which he 


tructors and the atmosphere seemed more 
like that of a battlefield than of a place of learning. Stacy never got into fights with the 
teacher s some of the others did, but he let it be known that if any of the teachers ever hit 
him—if the boys’ vice-principal, for example, ever took him into his office and tried to force 
him to bend over and look at the rainbow colors drawn on the lower part of the wall, while 
the v.p. swatted him on his ass with his huge perforated paddle, as he did some of the others 
—there would be blood. Underst 


heads from certain 


nding this, the teachers would turn the 

infractions when committed by Stacy, while they would pounce on other students for precisely 

nsgressions. Sometimes, in the dreams of his heart, Stacy longed for one of the 

a hand on him, so that he could work him over. In his mind, he saw himself 

grabbing a teacher and beating him down to a bloody pulp. The te: 
of this desire in him, left him alone. 

Stacy loved the freedom he found in Crescent Heights. He felt he was losing it each time 

he set foot on the school grounds. H was not that he found the schoolwork difficult —he found it 

easy and was quick to catch on—but the whole situation repelled him. He felt that books 


chers, sensing something 


ad 
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the knowledge in them were part of a 
world that was against him, a world to 
which he did not belong and which he 
did not want to enter, the world of 
which the hateful teachers were repre- 
sentatives and symbols. After school each 
v it took several blocks of walking 
before he was free of its field of force. 
Then he blossomed, felt himself. His pace 
quickened and became his own again 
Stacy's loyalty went to Crescent 
Heights. To him, his neighborhood was 
the center of the world, Isolated some- 
what from the rest of Los Angeles, in the 
ay that each part of that scattered 
metropolis is isolated from every other, 
Crescent Heights was a refuge. If Stacy 
had been captured by beings from anoth- 
er planet, who cast him into a prison 
pitants from all the plan- 
һе were asked by the others 
ed, he would have said: 
Stacy Mims from Crescent 


ets, and 
where he | 
T m 


y would remember, "Crescent. 
Heights is the name of my neighborhood. 
I'm from Ph ет Earth. Crescent Heights 
is on - Is in the United States of 
America, in the state of Califor 

The nucleus of the neighborhood was 
the Crescent Heights housing project, a 
low-rent complex of 100 units, laid out 
long rows. They looked like two-story 
elongated. boxcars painted a pale yellow 
or a weak pink, the colors alternating 
row by row. At the center of the proj/ct 


as the administration building and in 
back of it was a large playground. Be- 


hind the playground was a huge inciner- 
ator with a chimney that towered high 
above the buildings of Crescent Heig'ts. 
Tenants from all over the project 
brought their trash to tl inerator to 
burn. The project sit down in sort of 
valley formed by hills on three sides, 
h the fourth side wide open and 
leading down to Los Angeles. All trafic 
entered Crecent Heights trough this 
side. As one traveled farther up into the 
valley, the streets ran out of pavement 
and asphalt and became dirt roads. The 
dirt roads turned into well-worn foor- 
aths: the paths tapered into intermit- 
tent trails: the trails evaporated into the 
rolling hills, which the people of Cres- 
cent Heights regarded with a peculiar 
love. And while the county of Los Ange- 
les had built the housing project with its 
drawn-toscale playground laid out scien- 
tifically— basketball court here, volleyball 
court there, borseshoe pits here, swings 
there, slide over there, monkey bars and 
ladder here, tetherball there, hopscotch 
here—Stacy's playground and that of the 
members of d always been the 


the hills sur- 
t were the ramshackle 
amilies, the houses 


rounding the proj 
houses of the old 


Stacy and his gang grew up in. There 
was a subtle distinction. berween the old 
families, who lived in the hills, and the 
inhabitants of the project. It was not 
that the houses in the hills had been 
there long years before the project: there 
had been similar houses on the e 
where the project now stood. The own- 
ers of those houses had been evicted by 
the county and state authorities after a 
bitter fight, which was lost by the home- 
owners before it ever began. The mem- 
ory of it wa fresh, and there was а 
lingering undercurrent of resentment at 
this encroachment. The project itself was 
а symbol of the forces that had gutted 
the old neighborhood against the will 
and desire of the people, breaking up 
lifelong friendships and alliances, demol- 
ishing the familiar environment and 
substituting a new one. Although this 
prejudice was not as strong as in former 
times, it lingered on in the lore of the 
people. 

The major point of difference was that 
most of the inhabitants of the project 
were women with small children, women 
who had not grown up in Crescent 
Heights but who had come there from 
other areas of Los Angeles, whose 
were with friends and relations who w 
srangers to the people who had lived 


on the Housing Authotity's long waiting 
Ist downtown and, cager to get the 
apartment for which they might have 
been waiting for a year or more, they 
accepted a vacancy in Cre: 
sight unseen. These were unwed mothers 
on state aid, divorcees, women who had 
ndoned by their men and the 
iving on allotment checks, 
of Servicemen stationed always somewhere 
‘The turnover was rapid among 
ts ol the project; someone always 
seemed to be moving in or out. But no 
one ever moved out of the surrounding 
hills. There, whole families lived. Most of 
them, like Stacy's family, owned the little 
plots of ground on which they lived 


Alter school each day, and after they 
К смен their evening me: 
formed whatever chores they had to do, 
Stacy's gang used to meet at the p 
ground in the project. pouring down 
from the hills, drawn there like moths to 
ight. On weekends and holidays, they 
айу hiked deep into the hills, They 
would take along their slingshots to shoot 
at the doves, pigeons and quail, which 
were plentiful in those h 
they would return home in the evening 
with fowl for their mothers to cook. Or 
they would give the birds to women 
the project, who always received them 
gladly, sometimes giving the boys soi 
small change in return. In season, they 
would collect wild walnuts [rom the 
trees, and there were wild peaches, apri- 
cots, pears, figs, loquats and quince. Wild 


berries grew in patches here and there. 


Old Mexican men plowed sections of the 
ad sowed them w squash 
nd sugar са s plenty 


for all who took the trouble to help 
themselves. Stacy and the others would 
sometimes harvest large quantities of this 
corn and sell it to the women of the 
project. 

Those hills were the soul of Crescent 
Heights. Old-timers spun. out. legends 
concerning them. They told how some 
where in those hills was hidden an 
cient Indian burial ground and that the 
graves were filled with priceless treasures. 
There was gold, intricately worked by 
artisans and set with splendid jewels, gob- 
lets encrusted with precious stones. The 
old-timers would talk and the youngsters 
would listen. A curse would fall on any- 
one who went looking for the treasures; 
to reach them, one had to disturb the 
sleep of the dead. It was said that many 
people had gone into those hills and 


were never seen or heard from again 
ous cloud, Stacy 


Under this on nd the 
others would test their courage by roam- 
ing deep into the hills, their eyes peeled 
for signs of an Indian grave, half expect- 
ing to be pounced upon by supernatural 
guardians of the dead, deliciously savor 
ing the sweet taste of fear defied. With a 
gentle breeze waving the tall grass, they 
walked barefooted under the sun, draw- 
ing strength from each kiss of the soil on 
the soles of their feet. 

Once in a while, shepherds from out 
of nowhere would appear, bringing huge 
herds of sheep to pasture 
for a few months. From his house, Stacy 
sometimes looked out to sce the dark, 
undulating shaggy creatures 
sweeping in 
hills, the bells tinkling round the necks 
of the leaders and the sheep dogs run 
ng back and forth, keeping the sirays 
in line. The shepherds would be seen 
with long st trudging along with 
their locks. It always reminded Stacy of 
scenes from the Bible, Only the style of 
clothes had changed. 

During summer, when the grass on the 
hills dried out, sometimes it would catch 
on fire, by the wor of the su 
through the prism of a broken wine 
boule, Sometimes Stacy and che others 
grew impatient with the sun and would, 
ош of sight of everyone, toss a match or 
two and wait for the fire trucks to come 
racing over from El Serrano. They would 
hear the sirens screaming in the distance, 
listening tensely as they came closer and 
closer. until finally the huge red engines 
would swing into sight and the firemei 
would go into action. With guilty knowl- 
edge or not, Stacy and the others would 
watch the firemen and sometimes would 
even help them. Sometimes, to avoid 
convenient surprises and possible di 
ters, the county would send out. crews 
and deliberately set а fire and control 

(continued on page 287) 


15 15 an embarrassing sub- 
ject. Genius is so irregular, 
disputed and uncontrollcd a 
phenomenon that writing 
about it is like discussing un- 
identified Aying objects. То 
have seen а UFO oneself does 
not make the task any casier, 
especially if it has landed in 
one's own garden and little 
green men with antennae 
have emerged. But at least 
geniuses silently recognize one 
another by the way they come 
into a room and sit down. 

"The word genius in its mod- 
crn sense first appeared in 
18th Century England. This 
was presently exported to Ger- 
many, there blown up ro- 
mantically and reimported to 
England in the 19th Century. 
It implied an incommunicable 
power of inventive thought 
found among a few very un- 
usual people who somehow did 
not depend on academic cdu- 
cation for their discoveries or 
performances. Fielding first 
used the word so in his Tom 
Jones (1749): "By the won- 
derful force of genius only, 
without the least assistance of 
learning. . . ." Genius in this 
sense is now contrasted with 
mere talent, which means the 
intelligent exploitation of dis- 
coveries made by genius. 

Not long ago, 1 overheard а 
group of American professors 
wondering about the small 
Greck state of Fifth Century 
в. с. Athens, It seemed impossi- 
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ble, they agreed, that an equal 
percentage of historically im- 
portant figures could appear 
today in any part of the Unit- 
ed States, despite the recent 
massive increase of education- 
al facilities. But why? they 
wondered. One of them hope- 
fully suggested that the tite 
genius is too grudgingly 
awarded nowadays; so that 
most of the numcrous first- 
dass physicists working in the 
States, whose technical know- 
how would have staggered 
Perides, Socrates, Plato, Alci- 
biades, Aeschylus, Sophocles, 
Euripides, Anaxagoras Zeno 
and all the other Athenian 
geniuses, are denied the title. 
But these professors seemed to 
mc to be confusing historical 
importance with scientific tal- 
ent, and scientific talent with 
the unfathomably original way 
of thought now associated with 
nius For example, Frank- 
lin, Watt, Marconi and Edi- 
son were men of unusual 
scientific talent and attained 
considerable historical fame; 
whereas Clerk Maxwell, Ro- 
wan Hamilton, Thompson (of 
the genes) and Rutherford, 
whose work displayed all the 
signs of genius, remain almost 
unknown to the gencral pub- 
lic. Peridean Athens, of course, 
fascinates modern Americans. 
Pericles first democratized 
Athens by breaking the power 
of the ancient religious aristoc- 
racy and glorified his own 


name by an expansion of the 
Athenian fleet and colonial 
empire; also by fostering art, 
industry and commerce. 

Yet Í associate genius with 
the Athens of Pericles largely 
in a negative sense, His merdi- 
lesly dictatorial government, 
however neatly disguised as 
democracy, implied the exploi- 
tation of a large, industrious 
slave class and the deliberate 
rejection of ancient religious 
myths that had thitherto guid- 
ed the social conscience, in 
favor of an oversimplified po- 
litical logic. He made Athens 
a loveless city of agnostics, 
famed for its prestige architec- 
ture, statuary and philosophy 
and sadly lacking in political 
honor. 

Plato, who was born two 
years before Pericles’ death, 
proved himself a notorious 
enemy of genius by baring 
pocts from his ideal republic: 
1 suppose because poetry at its 
most intense and memorable 
transcends logical argument, he 
dismissed it as “madness.” Even 
today, the dead hand of Plato 
compels students to think logi- 
cally; and as more and more 
universities are Josing their in- 
dependence through being fi- 
nanced by the state or business 
corporations, the more and 
more logical docs the educa 
tional system. become. This 
beri trend explains the 
marked dedine in native 
American genius since the turn 


of the century; for Platonists 
hold that nothing that cannot 
be logically proved is truc, and 
this includes genius. 

The original sense of genius 
was a far simpler mystery to 
accept and handle than the 
present one. The word genius 
is not Greek but Latin. Other 
Latin words of the same forma- 
tion are progenitor, generate, 
engender and genitals. But 
genius had a spiritual rather 
than a physical sense and im- 
plied the primitive creative 
power with which a man is 
born and which accompanics 
him throughout life as his high- 
est spiritual self, his protector, 
his oracle. A Roman who be- 
haved evilly or foolishly was 
said to have “defrauded his gen- 
ius.” Genius was his primitive 
male dignity, his sense of love 
and his power of instinctive 
thought, the preservation of 
which was his constant duty. 
Because such genius was con- 
sidered noble and inspiring, 
the adjective generous, which 
in Latin implied a family tra- 
n of honorablé dea 
as formed from it. A simi 
formation was genial, which 
implied the incessant and com- 
forting radiations of genius on 
a man's equals and subordi- 
nates. Yet another formation 
was genuine, meaning the au- 
thenticity of this power. Ho- 
ratius’ inspired defense of the 
Tiber bridge against the whole 
Emuscan army was quoted as 
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a typical example of personal genius. The 
Greeks, however, rejected this concept 
by philosophically opposing the good 
genius with an evil one. The imported 
Greck notion of opposing demons fight- 
ing for the possession of a man's soul 
weakened the Roman's simple confidence 
in a mystic power that took possession of 
him in times of crisi: 

What we now call genius cannot be 
wholly separated from its original Roman 
sense, even though the structure of mod- 
етп society has become hostile to it. In a 
plutodemocracy, the state provides com- 
pulsory education of a logical, secular 
and wholly impersonal sort; all profes- 


sors, from the college principal down, 
have their knives into any student who 


cannot conceal his individualism; they 
are required to diagnose cither a criminal 
tendency or mental ill health. 
Scientists have tended since the 
of Lombroso (1836-1909) to equate gen- 
ius with madness—a view natural to all 
who pride themselves on their logic and 
for whom madness means illogical think. 
ing, But what, after all, is logic? In Greek, 
lozik meant no more than “verbaliza- 
tion,” the power of thinking in an or- 
dered sequence of words, rather than in 
agery, sound and sensation, i 
animals do. Since, however, most words 
are no more than increasingly abstract 
generalizations, they сап never convey 
the full, singular essence of any particu- 
object, feeling or happening. Logic is 
to real thought as corned beef and 
canned beans are to the natural prod- 
ucts. Moreover, Greek logic came to be 
used as а means of forcing opinions on 
the listener by arranging words in such 
а sequence that their conclusion seemed 
uncontadictable; nor letting the victim 
realize how insecure these generalizations 
were if compared with whatever act, fact 
or experience they were verbalizing. From 
ic developed. thetoric—the art of per- 
ng people by a deliberate slanting of 
logic that a good cause was a bad cause, 


or vice versa. 
The concept of good and evil genius is 
а contradiction in terms. С i 
truth and love naturally pursued. 
is a talented logic that challenges love 
truth by arguing that since all h 
beings are by nature selfish and fallible, 
any pursuit of virtue must be hypocrisy. 
Modern scientists indinc toward evil 
by refusing to accept. “good,” "beautiful" 
or “honorable” as acceptable scientific 
terms, or to olfer more than a polite 
supercilious bow to truth and love. They 
do not even foster the natural beauty of 
their own bodies, as Pericles’ Greeks did, 
and tend to think with a morbid 1 
intellect, never with the "sane mind in a 
healthy body." "They hold that nothing 


128 has reality that cannot be recorded 


either in words or in conventional scien- 
tific symbols. This is precisely why the 
work of genius is never strictly logical. 
Geniuses when at work think largely in 
pictorial images, and the consequent ex- 
actness of their thought tempts logici. 
to dismiss them as liars, guessers or mad- 
men. 

But poetry is composed of words 
alone: Is there, then, no genius in poct- 
ry? The difference between prose logic 


ns 


and poetic thought is simple. The logi- 
cian uses words as a builder uses bricks, 
of his 


lor the unemotional deadness 
academic prose, and is 
newer, deader words, 
preference for Greek formations. The poet 
avoids the entire vocabulary of logic, 
unless for satiric purposes, and treats 
words as living creatures, with a prefer- 
ence for those with long emotional histo- 
rics dating from medieval times. Poetry 
at its purest is, indeed, a defiance of 
logic. In art, the equivalence of madness 
and geniu sier to defend wherever 
the artistic impulse is symptomatic of 
schizophrenia. Vincent van Gogh, an un- 
talented academic artist before he tur 
schizophrenic and thus lost what 
gists call his "color compensation 
came famous for his startling records of 
how schizophrenes see such common ob- 
jects as chairs or sunflowers. But schizo- 
phrenia is a splitting of the mind and 
schizophrenic art in its later stages be- 
comes wholly detached from re: 
genius, the mind always retains its health 
and integrity. 

Genius in its startling modern sense 
seems, indeed, to imply genius in the 
Roman sense: a confidence in a spiritual 
guardian that сап foreknow and deliver 
the otherwise impossible and that goes 
straight to the answer, without recourse 
to logical argument or its equivalent in 
mathematics or music, It seems that man, 
in his gradual ascent from rudimentary 
forms of life, has elaborated successive 
mechanisms of thought, the most recent 
and by no means the most cllective of 
these being the logical use of cause and 
effect that is solidly linked with the 
cramping notion of measurable time and 
now rules the materialistic world. 

In sleep. the mind reverts to primi- 
tive thought mechanisms that occur on 
increasingly deeper levels, from light 
trances to so profoundly drugged a con- 
dition that its dreams convey ima 
иапшаМе to the waking intelligence. 
Sudden reversion in waking up to a 
prehominoid level of thought as the re- 
sult, for example, of shock caused by a 
blockbusting explosion, can send a group 
of professional men scrabbling for escape 
on a tile foor, rather than, as would 
happen under a Jesser shock, merely run- 
ning away or having hysterics. Some of 
us inherit a primitive sensibility to signs 


with a 


of danger that evade our educated senses, 
but of which cats, dogs and horses are 
often conscious; others arc, from time to 
me, granted clear visions of future 
events, ghosts of ancient history or hap- 
penings at a distance, no doubt induced 
by an equally primitive thought mecha- 
n. Yet all such psychic phenomena ате 
rejected by scientists because th 
plainly not subject to repeatable c: 
ment. 

Below the rational level of. conscious- 
then, lie dream levels. The deeper 
the sleep, the more difficult it is for the 
dr aking, to recall his dreams; 
their archaic imagery confuses him. It 
has now bee ed that the need to 
sleep is simply the need to dream: in 
other words, the need to store up the 
day's conscious experience by t 
it into dream language for one’s memory 
files. When one sleeps on a problem and 
wakes up with a satisfactory answer, per- 
sonal genius has obviously been at work 
and has diagnosed the situation. Bad 
dreams are warnings that danger is 
about; the genius has pricked up his cars 
at some element that the ional mind 
had The trance into which a 
genius falls during the creative act gives 
him access to the whole treasure house of 
personal and inherited memory. since 
modern abstract painting began as an 
attempt to recover and record genn 
dream experience, a nonfigurative paint- 
сг is not necessarily die impostor that 
logicians assume. But neither do his 
paintings deserve to be described as 
art being by wadition i 
il they record. personal mes- 
s that have lost their coherence even 
Tor himself. Genius will thus include the 
power to interpret а dream that would 
sccm absolute nonsense if told out of 
context at the breakfast table. 

When Kekulé von Stradonitz (1829. 
1896) made his most sensational chemi 
cal discovery, it came 10 him in comic 
dream form. As 1 wrote in the Marmo 
site's Miscellany (London, 1925) 


are 
pe 


lating 


missed. 


The maunderings of a maniac signi- 
fying nothing 

1 hold in respect; 1 hear his tale ont. 

Thought comes often clad in the 
strangest clothin. 

So Kek 
weird rout 

Of eager atom-serpents writhing in 
and out 

And waltzing tail to mouth. In that 
absurd guise 

Appeared benzine and anilin, their 
drugs and their dyes. 


wli the chemist watched the 


ja wonied by the logical стих 
that if we know the solution of a prob- 
lem, then there is по problem; whercas 
if we do not know the soluti 
(continued on puge 275) 
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HOMAGE TO TOULOUSE-LAUTREC 


england’ estimable master of graphic satire pays lighthearted tribute to 
the greatest delineator of the demimonde 


By Ronald Searle 


THE SECOND COMING OF THE ARTIST 


SUSANNAH AND THE ELDERS 


HENRI DE TOULOUSE-LAUTREC was a tragic figure—ugly, crippled, addicted to alcohol, dead at 37—but tragic figures 
often have a way of achieving greatness, and Lautrec's output stands as a monument to his enormous talent. Lautrec 
brought an incredible originality and excitement to his paintings; he roamed the night clubs, brothels, courtrooms, 
circuses and hospitals of Paris in his search for subjects that he could use to mirror and interpret the contemporary scene. 
For some 15 years, he wielded his brushes and pastels, until he finally died a drunk in 1901. Among his other successes, 
he took the poster and illustration and raised them to the level of art. Perhaps it was inevitable, then, that Ronold 
Searle—a renowned British cartoonist and coricaturist—shovld have developed an offinity for Lautrec and his work. 
Searle first thought of honoring Toulouse-Lautrec in 1961, when the smell publishing house of which he was director 
wos preparing to bring out a biography of Lautrec. Searle combed the artist's old haunts in France, in an effort to 
unearth material for use in illustrating the book. He discovered, among other things, c cache of previously unknown 
photographs and—in Toulouse—a gentleman in his 905 who told him how he had been a close companion to 
Lautrec during the painter's ramblings around the Moulin Rouge and music halls of Paris. As Searle proceeded with 
his search and accumulated more details and insights into the artist's life, he found himself visualizing an hommage, 
or tribute, in the form of a pastiche based on photographs of Lautrec's girls. Last spring, after seven years, the project 
finally began to take shape. Searle made some 50 drawings and settled on six to be printed in black and white by 
stone lithography. Alain Digard, owner of the Galerie La Pochade in Paris and proprietor of Edition Empreinte, of 
fered to publish the lithographs and drawings cs a combination book and catalog to accompany an exhibition of the 
work, and a special portfolio of the six lithographs limited to 100 copies, signed and numbered) was prepared. The 
stones were then destroyed. Lautrec’s girls, as Searle has emphasized in the lithographs shown here, appear to have 
been a pretty plain lot at best. Often small-breasted and broad-hipped, these women hardly could have appealed 
to Lautrec's artistic and occasionally lustful eye on the grounds of beauty alone. They must have been worm-blooded 
creatures, indeed, to compensate for their lack of physical charm, just as Lautrec himself reputedly made up in virility 
what he lacked in attractiveness and height. Perhaps the most delightful aspect of this hommage to Lautrec is Searle's 
insistence on showing the artist not ct an easel or in a cofé but covorting with a collection of lusty girls. Ronald 
Searle has imaginatively ignored the clichés, choosing instead to portray Loutrec as the man he was—a cripple who 
overcame his deformity to leave a lasting impression on the world of art, a dwarfed creature whose tremendous vitality 
and vaunted sexual prowess made it possible for him to find at least с modicum of pleasure in life before his untimely 
death. This unusual tribute to an artist, by an artist, honors not only Lautrec the painter but Lautrec the man as well. 
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GUIDELINES TO HELP THE BUDDING EXECUTIVE DECIDE 
WHETHER HIS FUTURE LIES IN BIG BUSINESS OR SMALL 


ARTICLE BY J. PAUL GETTY 


THIS PAST FALL, it was estimated that there were some 120,000 millionaires in the United States 
—105,000 more than there had been in 1948. This astounding 700 percent jump in the 
number of American millionaires in 21 years forcefully underlines what 1 have so often 
reiterated in my articles in PLAYBOY: There 1s more opportunity to achieve success in business 
today than at any previous time in history. 

Countless business leaders agree, predict even bigger and better things yet to come and 
аге banking immense amounts of capital on their predictions. The essence of all such prophe- 
cies has been boiled down into two simple, but striking, sentences by Charles Bates ("Tex") 
"Thornton. "There's really no place to stop," he has declared. "We will never reach our 
destination." 

Thornton’s statements can hardly be taken lightly. He is the head of Litton Industries, a 
titan of the business world that, according to published accounts, “made him a millionaire 40 
times over . . . and made millionaires of 20 other Litton executives” ingle decade. 

It should be obvious what these statistics and prognostications mean for the beginner in 
iness. Today's college graduates and budding executives can embark on business careers 
ce age, the sky is no longer the 


bu 
confident—il a play оп words is permitted—that in this sp 
limit. 

Not only does our present era offer unprecedented opportunity but the tyro is given 
n infinite choice of immediate opportunities for starting and building his carcer. The wor- 
ried college grad of yesteryear who, diploma in hand, Sapere forth from the groves of 
academe to EP desperately for a job—almost any job—is but a faded memory. Nowadays, 
corporate mountains come to seek matriculated Mohammeds long before graduation day. 
Management recruiters for the nation’s executive hungry companies are familiar figures on 
college campuses—and they scrutinize likely candi аз covetously as professional-football 
scouts eye star quarterbacks. 

A promising young man can all but write his own ticket, A dozen or more firms will 
vie for his services, offering him starting salaries that may well go into the five-figure range. 
"There is certainly no need for him to grab blindly; he need only accept the offer that attracts 
him most. 

On the job, the novice may expect to receive every aid and assistance, not only in accli- 
mating himself to his new environment but also in training and grooming himself for rapid 
promotion. If he demonstrates ability, he soon finds other companies and executive head 
hunters wooing him with promises of more pay and perquisites, greater responsibility and 
better. prospects for even further promotion. 

In over 50 years as an active businessman, I've never seen anything to equal the cur 
rently prevailing climate of opportunity. But there is little need for additional prefatory 
comment. I assume anyone reading this article is already aware of the range and number ol 
employment opportunities available to young executives. 

However, although the ointment is rich and practically fly-tree, the tyro is confronted by 
one very important choice even before he gets up to the starting line: Is he a big- or a small- 
business type? It is this problem—which has received comparatively little general attention 
—that I intend to explore 

Where would the budding executive function best and most fully realize his poten 
in the highly organized, structured work situations found in most giant corporations ог 
less formal environment usually characteristic of smaller companies? 

These questions are seldom asked and even less frequently (continued on page 142) 
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AMERICA’ - 


TRIBAL LOVE-ROCK 
MUSICAL IS 
TURNING ON AUBIENCES), 
THE WORLD OVERS AND ¥ 
TURNING OUT A 
FREEWHEELING ARRAY 
OF FEMALE PERFORMERS 

т 


FLORENCE ROLLIN OF PARIS 
(INSET) AND DÜSSELDORF'S 
DONNA LEE SING IN DIFFERENT 
LANGUAGES, BUT BOTH OPT 
FOR PEACE AND LOVE. 


"April 1968 blew a 
gaping hole in the 
ig Berlin Wall 


ач попе in Chicago, 
(Los Angeles and San 
PUE sco have made pro- 


ao an Tribal Loye-Rock 

sical” a left-field, contem- 

other and Apple Pie. But using 
Gisharmony-and-anderstandingmes- 

age as a passport, Hair has also played 

fo enthusiastic audiences in England, 

France, Germany, Yugoslavia and Aus- 

ia, issuing a multilingual declaration 

of independence for young people 
thfoughout the world. The cast members, 
hand-picked in each city from literally 
thousands of hirsute hopefuls, often devel- 

“op a communal, mystical group spirit, and 
collective decisions are frequently influenced 
by astrological considerations. Having consulted 
our own маг charts, we present this pictorial 
galaxy of the loveliest, hippest girls of Нат. 
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SHELLEY PLIMPTON (TOP), ONCE DESCRIBED 
AS "A PRETTY DUNGAREE OF A GIRL," 
IS AN ORIGINAL MEMBER OF THE BROADWAY 
CAST; DARK-EYED LYVIA BAUER (ABOVE) 
GRACES THE DÜSSELDORF PRODUCTION. 


JUTTA WEINHOLD (ABOVE) IS A 
TURNED-ON FRAULEIN WHO BOASTS 
MEASUREMENTS OF 95-60-90 
(CENTIMETERS, OF COURSE). 


IR-HAIRED HANNY KIRCHHOFF (ABOVE), 
ER OF DÜSSELDORF'S ASSETS, ENJOYS 
SKIING AND MOVING"; CAROLYN 

KELY (CENTER) OF THE NEW YORK 

P" PRQVES THAT BLACK IS BEAUTIFUL. 


NINETEEN-YEAR-OLD LEATA 
GALLOWAY (LEFT) SOUNDS AS 
GOOD AS SHE LOOKS, HAVING 
ACQUIRED BOTH SINGING 

AND ACTING EXPERIENCE 

AT NEW YORK'S WASHINGTON HIGH 
SCHOOL; SHE HOPES TO FOLLOW 

| HER STAGE WORK ON BROADWAY 
WITH A RECORDING CAREER. 

BETTY BERR (BOTTOM LEFT) IS A 
STRIKING JEUNE FILLE WHO 
COMBINES ANTI-ESTABLISHMENT 
POLITICAL VIEWS WITH TYPICAL 
PARISIAN ROMANTICISM; 

AND IN DÜSSELDORF, ELISABETH 
BERGER (CENTER) SPENDS HER 
SPARE TIME LISTENING TO 
"KLASSISCHE UND SOUL MUSIK.” 


NEW YORK'S LYNN KELLOG 
(ABOVE) HAS ALREADY BEGUN A 
SUCCESSFUL SINGING CAREER; AND 
CHRISTINE GUENTHER (RIGHT) 
HOPES TO ACT IN THE UNITED 

E STATES WHEN SHE LEAVES 
DUSSELDORF. PARISIENNE VANINA 
MICHEL (BOTTOM RIGHT) MANNED 
THE BARRICADES IN THE MAY 
STUDENT REVOLT. 


ИСЕ OTTAWA (BELOW LEFT) ENJOYS DANCING IN THE DÜSSELDORF COMPANY AND HEARTILY 
PORTS THE ANTI-POLITICAL, ANTI-WAR THEMES OF THE SHOW. NEW YORK'S SALLY 
EATON (BOTTOM LEFT), LIKE MANY CAST MEMBERS, MAKES ASTRAL PROJECTIONS FOR HER 
FUTURE (HER OWN SIGN IS ARIES WITH AQUARIUS RISING). GAYLE HAYDEN (BELOW RIGHT) 
OF THE SAN FRANCISCO COMPANY IS A LIBRA BORN IN NEIGHBORING PALO ALTO. 


BESPECTACLED CORINNE BROSKETT 
(BELOW) IS DOING HER THING 

AT THE AQUARIUS THEATER 

IN TOM SMOTHERS' LOS ANGELES 
PRODUCTION OF HAIR. 
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TWO PATHS TO THE TOP 


probed and analyzed to the extent they 
deserve. Each year, very large numbers 
of men leave college and go automatical- 
ly into big business 

One reason why 
business is that the 
after them and the 
William H. Whyte, Jr, has written, 

Furthermore, it has been my experi- 
ence that both executive job scekers and 
recruiters are often prone to ignore vary- 
ing individual potential quotients vis 
vis big versus small business. 

Truc, there are many men who, be- 
cause of their nature, intellectual and 
emotional patterning and a host of other 
factors, are best fired to work for large 
corporations. They function more ef- 
Giendy, advance more rapidly and are 
personally more content in structured 
work situations, interacting with others 


seniors prefer big 
big companies go 
small ones don' 


become progressively larger gears—and, 
hopefully, at last the generator—in the 
intricate machinery. 

e multitudes of fine big- 
business executives, and innumerable large 
and eminently successful companies would 
not consider employing managers of any 
different stripe. Like it or not, the com- 
bination of organization man and struc- 
tured organization does often work very 
well. Some of the nation’s most tightly 
compartmented corporations аге among 
the ones that show the highest 
nd profits and continue to grow steadily. 
An able executive suited to structured 
work situations has an excellent chance 
of achieving success in a large company. 
If nothing else, the depth and definition 
of the vertical lines on the organization 
chart. guide course, preventing him 
from straying into unmapped—and, for 
his nature and temperament, alien and 
hostile—terrain. Although I have no sta- 
tistics, it is у that а sizable 
number of America's millionaire business- 
men reached the magical seven-figure 
bracket step by step. via the strictly 
structured path. 

On the other hand, there is a diamet 
cally opposed species of individual much 
morc likely to succeed in а small busi- 
ness environment. The Harvard Gradu- 
ate School of Business Administration is 
one leading educational utio 
ed for recognizing and encouraging men 
of this type. Its Student Small. Business 
Placement (S.S. B. P.P) has 
done yeoman work separating the small- 
from the big-business types and helping 
the former find their way into work situa- 
h they. their personalities 
ls are best fitted. The under. 
principle of the program is that 
many an executive whose qualities would 
make him а 
m. 
tent 


not- 


(continued from page 133) 


S.S. B. P. P. spokesmen а 
three general categories of small-business 
executives: those who excel in small bu 
ness per se; those whose forte is small 
management, in big business or small; 
and those who'd do best buying equity in 
а small firm and managing it themselves. 

Professor Myles L. Mace, of the Har- 
vard Graduate School of Business Admin 
istration, maint: пу business 
students abhor the thou becoming 
nothing more than se mbers 
large organization." And, he says: "They 
have an abiding fear that they will not 
have a chance to demonstrate their abil- 
ities in an environment that will recog 
their contribu They doni 


ht of 


nize 


1 
а large com 
pany... . It is not entirely true, but, . . 
they think it is. 

Frank L. Tucker, dean of the Faculty 
for External Affairs of the same institu- 
tion, declares: “It is my firm belief that 
some people were born to be in 
business. They have a certain ki 
personality that wants a wide scope for 
its abilities . . . a strong desire for free 
dom and independence and, at least 
sometimes, a desire to make a lot of 
money fast. 

Obviously, every aspiring executive can- 
tend the Harvard. Graduate School 
inistration and benefit 
is Student Small Business Place- 
ment Program. However, just about any 
intelligent neophyte manager go a 
considerable way toward determining Гог 
himself whether he is best fitted for big 
business or small. 

He may avail himself ol the sophis- 
ted aptitude and psychometric tests 
that can provide insights into the size 
and kind of business operations that 
would be most compatible and offer the 
greatest. degree of dovetailing corporate 
and personal needs and motivations— 
and, hence, the best milieu in which to 
grow. These personal audits, voluntarily 
and privately taken, very far cry 
from the automated and mechanized tests 
that seem to reject men. of. independent 
spirit and, instead, favor specimens of 
that stock figure, the org 


ti 


drone. 


¢, the tyro should make a 
ad, above all, honest 
1d appraisal of himself. During 
decades of my own business 
career, I have frequently observed. that 
y men know less about them- 
selves than they do about almost any 
subject under the sun. And, whatever 
knowledge they do possess 
selves, they are virtually inarticul 


пу ca 
detailed —: 


it comes to describing or discussing it 


Long ago, 1 hit upon a variant of an old 
childhood game to gain some insight into 
the personality of applicants for execu 
tive positions. Once erview with an 


individual began, | a 
question: 

“II you were required 10 describe vour- 
sell and your views and attitudes on 
business in three sentences and no morc. 
what would those sentences be?” 

The answers 1 have received have 
тип an encyclopedic gamut, and space 
doesn’t permit the digression that would 
be necessary 10 discuss them even in 
the sketchiest manner. However, they 
provided reliable indications of the indi 
's true personality and innermost 
из— for no other reason than 
that it is human under such circum 
ces to state first things first. And the 
s generally showed whether the ap. 
plicant was basically more inclined (o 
thrive in structured or in less formal 


ked the following, 


work situatio 

An aspiring business executives. per 
sonal inventory should be complete. For. 
as one management consultant was quor 
ed in Nation's Business as saying: “H 
you do not have a carefully detailed 
reer plan, and most people dom, vou 
1 do well to analyze all phases of you 
situation as objectively and completely 
possible. 
And, 1 might add, the analysis should 
be examined in light of the two contrast 
ing work situations offered by big busi- 
nid small. Naturally, if the personal 

ventory is to have the indi 

vidual must be familiar with the Kev 
characteristics of each sector of business 
I've already touched upon a few. lı 
might be well to examine these and some 
hers more closely. 
Lets start with big business. Unques 
ionably. large companies offer more 
salery, security and shelter than small 
ones. All other things being equal it 
stands to reason that а corporate behe 
moth with annual sales of a billion dol 
lars is less likely t0 have worries about 
the future th firm that proses. say 
y The former is bete 
the latter to roll with the 
aches of temporary setbacks or to ride 
out economic storms, 

The security factor extends all the way 
down to the most junior execu 
many giant corporations, even à manager 
of mediocre ability may enjoy a con 
able degree of job security. 
lis and f: 
able. 


ness 


ive. 


ilings will 
100 In some huge 
companies, an executive who survives his 
first two years or so just about enjoys job. 
tenure, He may not get very high on the 
dder, but he can cling to some rung, 
with relative ease. Then, many large 
firms offer virtually automatic pay raises, 
bonuses, profit sharing, long vacations. 
stock options, hospitalization plans. retire 
ment plans and other benefits appealing 
to the security minded. Admittedly, some 
of these aren't of paramount imerest 10 
truly enterprising men. but there 
tractions for them. 
(continued on page 281) 
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‘That telegram he sent to the North Pole. . . 


You don't suppose 
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what with helping 

my aunt smuggle 

an astonishing amount 
of money and becoming 
involved with a sexy, 
pot-smoking teenager 
on the orient express, 
Life was becoming 

a bit thick 


ks 


tour 


Part П of a new 
suspense comedy 


SYNOPSIS: Dahlia-growing Henry Pull- 
ing had been retired as manager of a 
London bank for only two years when his 
mother died. At the crematorium, he was 
surprised to bump into her sister, whom 
he hadn't seen in over halj a century 
Aunt Augusta looked like a slightly up- 
dated version of the latc Queen Mary, but 
when she invited Henry to her flat to 
share some sherry, he soon discovered 
there was much more to the old girl than 
met the eye. The first in what proved to 
be a continuing series of surprises was 
Wordsworth, her very large black “valet.” 
Henry was nagged by the suspicion that 
Wordsworth supplied services beyond the 
normal household chores but refused to 
let his mind dwell on the odious possi- 
bilities. On leaving hjs aunt's flat, Henry 
realized he had left behind a parcel con- 
laining an urn filled with his mother's 
ashes. When Wordsworth returned it to 
him and Henry noticed the package had 
been tampered with, he felt even less 
kindly disposed toward the valet. The feel- 
ing was compounded the next day, after 
the police paid Henry a visit and it was 


The man who came to see my aunt 
Augusta was not my idea of a banker 
at all. After | took her the red 
suitcase, | left them alone, but not 
before ! saw that the case seemed 

to be stacked with ten-pound notes. 


revealed that Wordsworth had replaced 
over half the contents of the um with 
pot; the humor of that combination was 
lest on Henry, Events moved quickly 
after that. Wordsworth disappeared and 
Aunt Augusta suddenly commandeered 
Henry to accompany her on a journey to 
Istanbul, the first leg of which involved 
a flight to Paris. In the lounge at Lon. 
don's Heathrow Airport, Aunt Augusta 
regaled Henry with descriptions of various 
forms of thievery and, on the flight, im- 
parted a knowledge of sex practices 
around the world that astonished hin. It 
also became apparent that his aunt was 
very anxious that а red suitcase of hers 
should yet through customs undisturbed, 
а task that, as the plane landed at Le 
Bourget, she assigned to Henry, saying, 
“I think it better if we pass through сиз 
toms and immigration separately, My red 
case is rather a heavy one and 1 would 
be glad if you would take that with you, 
Employ a porter... . And show in your 
manner that the tip will be а good one 
before you arrive at the customs. There is 
often an understanding between a porte 
and a douanier. I will meet you outside 


1 HAD NO R IDEA wh: 
intended by her elaborate precautions 
There was obviously little danger from 
the douanier, who waved me through 
h the careless courtesy that I find so 
lacking in the supercilious young men in 
id. My aunt had booked rooms in 
the St. James and Albany, an old-fash- 
ed double hotel, of which one half, 
the Albany, faces the Rue de Rivoli and 
the other, the St. James, the Rue Saint- 
Honoré. Between the two hotels lies the 
shared territory of a s nd 
on the garden front of the St 
noticed a plaque that. tells a 
here L. e signed some treaty or cele 
brated his return the Amer 
Revolution, 1 forget which. 

Our rooms in the Albany looked о 
on the Tuileries gardens and my au 
һай taken a whole suite, which seemed 
rather unnecessary, as we were spending 
only one night. before w the 
Orient Express. When 1 mentioned this, 
however, she rebuked me quite sharply 
“This is the second "she said, 
“that you have mentioned the subject of 
economy. You it of a bank 


from 


е spi 


manager, even in retirement. Under. 
ad once and for all that I am nor 
terested in economy. 1 am over seventy 


five, so th 
longer th: 
My money 
intend to 


а it is unlikely | will live 
n another twenty-five years, 
is my own and 1 do not 
we for the sake of an heir. I 
made many economies in my youth and 
they were fairly painless, because the 
young do not particularly care for lux- 
They have interests other than 
n 


игу 


seating i 
real. pleasu 


apt to be hurried and incomplete. Luck 
ily, in middle age pleasure begins, pleas- 
ure in love, in wine, in food. Only the 
taste for poetry flags a little, but 1 would 
have always gladly lost my taste for the 
sonnets of Wordsworth (the other Words- 
worth, 1 mean, of course) il J could have 
bettered my palate for wine. Lovemaking, 
100, provides. as а rule. a more prolonged 
and varied pleasure after forty-five. Arc 
js not a writer for the young. 


Perhaps its not too late for me to 
begin,” 1 said facetiously. in an effort to 
close thar page of her conversation, 


which I found a litle embarrassing, 
ast surrender yourself first to 
ce,” my aunt replied. “Poverty 
pt to strike suddenly, like influenza: 
to have a few memories of 
extravagance in store for bad times. In 
any case, this suite is not wasted. 1 have 
to receive some visitors in private, and 1 
don't suppose you would want me (o 
receive them in my be 
them, by the way, i 
Did you visit lady c 
rooms: 

“OF course 
rooms, either. 
bank.” 

"Perhaps 
have any very 


it is well 


"E 
iness at the 


1 did all bu 


Southwood you didn't 
ished clients." 

ow are quite wrong,” I said, and 1 

told her about the unbearable rear admi- 
ral and my friend Sir Alfred Keene 

“Or confidential business" 

inly, that could not be 


“You were not bugged, 1 suppose, in the 
suburb 

The man who came to see her was not 
my idea of a banker at all. He was 
and elegant, with black sidebi 
he would have fitted very well into a 
matador's uniform. My aunt asked me to 
bring her the red suitcase, 
left them alone; but looking b 
the doorway, 1 saw that the lid 
already open and the са 


was 
ic seemed to be 
stacked with ten-pound notes 


I sat down in my bedroom and read a 
copy of Punch to reassure myself. The 
sight of all the smuggled ey had 
been a shock, and the suitcase was one of 
those fiber ones il able as 
cardboard. It > experienced 
t Heathrow would have expected 
it to coritain а small fortune, but surely 


loader 


it was the height of rashness to trust in 
bluff that depended for its success on the 
experience of a thief. She m 


have tumbled on a novic 

My aunt had obviously spent many 
years abroad and this had affected. her 
character as well morality. 1 
couldn't really judg s 1 would an 
ordinary Englishwoman, and 1 comforted 
myself, as 1 read Punch, that the English 
т was undiangeable. Truc, Punch 
once passed through a distresing period, 
when even Winston Churchill was a sub 
jea of mockery, bur the good sense of the 
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proprietors and of the advertisers drew it 
sifely back imo the old paths. Even the 
admiral had begun to subscribe again. 
nd the editor had. quite correaly in my 
opinion, been relegated 10 television, 
which is, at its best, a vulgar medium. 1f 
the ten-pound notes. 1 thought, were tied 
bundles of 20, there could easily be as 
much as £3000 in the suitcase, or even 
6000, for surely, bundles of 40 would 
mor be too thick. Then 1 remem 
bered the case was a Revelation. Twelve 
thousand was not an impossible total. 

feli a d 


Че созо 


ted by that idea, Smug 
pe scale seemed more 
business coup than a crime. 


telephe lı was my aunt 
“Which would you advise?” she aske 
"Union Carbide, Genesco, Deutsche Tex 


асо? Or even General Elearic” 
“1 wouldn't like to advise you at all,” 
I said. “I am not competent. My clients 
never went in for American bonds, The 
ium is too high.” 


"s no question of a dollar pre- 
mium in France.” Aunt Augusta said with 
nce, "Your customers seem to have 

been singularly unimaginative.” The line 
1 dead. Did she ехреа the admiral 10 


smuggle notes? 
1 went restlessly out and crossed the lit 
c garden, where an American couple 
(from the St. James or the Albany) were 
One of them was raising a 
at the end of a cord, like a 
drowned animal, from his cup. At that 
distressing sight, 1 felt very far away 
from England, and it was with a pang 
that 1 realized how much I was likely to 
miss Southwood and the dahlias in the 
company of Aunt Augu Iked up 
to the Place Vendome and then by the 
Rue Daunou to the Boulevard des Capu- 
(nes Outside a E on the cornei 
nd suddenly 1 saw, 
h a happy grin. 
a man whom I recognized. 
with apprehension 
Mr, Pullen!” he excla 
10 the Holiest in the height. 
Wordsworth! 
"In all His works most wonderful 


La. Dow 


two 


You 
wan those two g 
I was just takin 
“Women lak that they humbug you,” 


hey do jigjig, one two thee, ош you 
go. IF you wan a gel, you come along with 
Wordsworth.” 

"Bur T don't want a 
| am here with my 
lite walk by myself be 
business to transact. 


irl, Wordsworth, 
lam taking a 
ause she has 


"Where you live? 

I didn't want to give our address with- 
out my aunt's permission. 1 had 
of Wordsworth moving in, to the room 
next door. Suppose Wordsworth: began 
10 smoke m na in the St. [ames and 


а vision 


Albany. . .. 1 was uncertain of French 


Jaws on the subjeci 


We are staying with friends" 1 said 
vaguely. 

With а man?” Wordsworth asked 
with in: savagery. IH seemed. incredi 


ble that anyone could be jealous of a 
woman of 75, but jealous Wordsworth 
undoubtedly was, amd now 1 saw 
banker with sideburns in a diferem 
My dear Wordsworth,” 1 said, "you 
re imagining things,” and 1 allowed 
self а white He. "We are staying with 
an elderly married couple." D felt it was 
hardly suitable to discuss my aunt. like 
this at a Street corner, and 1 began 10 
move down the boulevard, but Words 
worth kept pace with me. 
“You got C. T. C. for Wordsworth?” he 
asked. "Ar Hind you lovely gel, school 
acher.” 


the 
ighi 


"I don" want a girl, Wordsworth,” 
repeated, but E gave him a ten-franc note 
to keep him quiet 

“Then you have one drink with old 
Wordsworth. Ar know A-one fnstclass 
joint right here.” 

1 agreed to a drink, and he led the 
way into the entrance of what seemed to 
be а theater, the Comédie des Capucines 
А gramophone was howling below, as we 


A 
unaccompanied young wom 
ting at the bi 
music, | saw 
passing between 
wearing shabby mackintoshes 
as. sar before unrasted drinks. 
Wordsworth,” 1 said crossly, ^il this is 
what you call jig-jig, I don't want it. 
“No jigjig here.” Wordsworth said. "IT 
you wan jig jig. you take her to hotel. 
“Take who: 
‘These yels—vou wan one?” 
Two of the girls at the bar came and 
sat down. one on either side of me. 1 felt 
mprisoned, Wordsworth, 1 noticed, had 
already ordered. four whiskies, which he 
obviously couldirt pay for with the ten 
francs I һай given him. 
“Zak, chéri” one of the girls said, 
ent your friend, please.” 
Pullen, you meet Rita. Lovely 
gel. Schoolteacher.” 
"Where does she teach?” 
Wordsworth laughed. E realized 1 had 
made a fool of myself, and 1 watched 
Wordsworth with dismay as he emered 
into what seemed a long business negotia. 
tion with the girl 
"Wordsworth, 
n 
‘They wan two hundred francs. Ar s 
no. Ar tell ‘em we got British passports. 
“What on earth has th 
with it?” 
They know British people very poor, 
can't afford good dash." He began to 


were s 
nd turning toward the 
т almost naked woman 
the tables where a 


1 sa 


I, “what are you 


de 


talk to them again in а Kind of French 
that 1 couldn't follow at all, though they 
seemed to understand him well enough 
Wordsworth? 


I domt understand а word. 

Good Coast French. This lady she 
know Dakar well. Ar tell her ar work in 
Conakry one time. They say hundred 
and fifty francs.” 

You cam thank then 
Wordsworth, but say t 
ested, 1 have to return та m." 

One of the women laughed. 1 suppose 
she recognized the word aunt, though 1 
couldn't for the life of me see why a 
rendezvous with an aunt should be Fun- 
tha 


very much. 
at I'm not imer 


n п a rendezvous with a cousin, an 
unde or even ones mother. The girl 
repeated tante and both laughed. 
Tomorrow?” Wordsworth asked. 
“I am going with my aunt ıo Versailles 
and in the evening, we take the Orient 


Express to Istanbul” 
Wordsworth — exclaimed. 
2 Who she go lor 


"I im 
Mosque, 


agine we shall see the Blue 
ма Sophia, the Golden Horn, 
the Topkapi Museum.” 
You be careful, Mr. РаПе 

“Please call me by my right name. 
Pulling.” 1 tried to temper ту rebuke 
with humor. "You would not like it if 1 
continually called you Coleridge 
Coleridge? 

“Coleridge was a poet and a friend of 
Wordsworth 

"Ar never met that m 
did, he humbug you 

| said firmly, "Now I really must be 
olf, Wordsworth. Get the bill or 1 shall 
leave you to pay.” 

You waste good White Horse? 

“You can drink it yourself or sh: 


n. If lu 


say a 


with these ladies" D paid the bill—it 
seemed an exorbitant one, but. E suppose 
the floorshow was thrown in. A naked 


black girl was dancing with a white 
feather boa. 1 wondered whar all the 
men here did for a living. И seemed 
extraordinary that one could watch such 
а scene during banking hours 
Wordsworth sid, "You give 
hundred francs to these Ladies [c 
show.” 
“The price seems to be going up. 
Maybe ar make them say two hundred 
ws. You lef it io Wordsworth. OK 
It was no use appealing 10 Words. 
worth's sense of morality. 1 said, "As you 
have a British passport, you should know 
cnglishman is allowed to take 
pounds in currency out of 
the country. Two hi ics would 
exhaust the whole an 
This was a reason. We 
unders 


three 
private 


rdsworth: could 
nd. He looked down 
hi with melancholy and com- 
“Gover 
said. 

(continued on page 150) 
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TO ASPIRING TO 


MOON MEN ALEXANDER 
= PORTNOY 


To reach the moon— oh, wondrous feat — 
One must, indeed, be dreadless. 

The worst of all its threats to man? 
The place is broad- and bedless. 


TOA 
LIBERATED WOMAN 


We hope the coming 
year will vouch 
The healing powers 
of the couch 
We'd wish you 
joyous Christmas Day, 
But Mama'd only shout, 
"Oi vey!” 


You were once a fragile flower, 
Now you shout. for woman power. 
Locked in struggle of the sexes, 
Brewing up your W.LT.C.H.y hexes. 
Here's to you and your cohorts: 
A lifetime gift of jockey shorts. 


missives and missiles for the jolly season VERSE BY JUDITH WAX 


10 THE 
| MILITARY BRASS 


Skin in flicks and 
skin on stage; 
Nudity is all the rage. 
Therefore, when you 
make your rounds, 
Keep in mind high 
Jashion's bounds: 
This year, it is 
comme il faut 
To only wear your 
Ho! Ho! Ho! 


М-16з, F-1lls, 
Rockets streaking 

through the heavens, 
Poison gas and | 

napalm, too, 
ABMs...what else is new? 
There's nothing left 

to give you boys, | 
Since you have all 
the latest toys, 
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crooks ODC (continued from page 116) 


"One must make sacrifices. The cost of 


defense and the social services is very 


Wordsworth sug- 


nged only at a 
¢ or a registered 
ll need them in 


he has only a travel 
I said. 

I felt the weakness of this last argu- 
ment, for Wordsworth cannot. have lived 
for very long with my aunt before lean 
ing that she resorted to ways and means. 
1 changed the subject by attacking him. 
"What on earth did you mean, Words- 
worth, by sending me away with Canna- 


Wlowance, too, 


» my mother's urn 
d was elsewhere, brooding, 
on the travel allowance, 
"No cannibals,” he said, "in En 
No cannibals in Sierra Leone. 
I'm talking about the ashes.” 


id. 


Cannibals in Liberia, not Sierra 
Leone. 
“I didn't say cannibals.” 


“Leopard Society in Sierra Leone. They 
kill plenty people but not chop them." 
“Pot, Wordsworth, pot.” 1 hated the 
word that reminded me of child- 
"You mixed pot with my mother's 


embarrassed him. He 
quickly. "You come 
ar show you much bet- 

c. Rue de Doua 

n all the way up the stairs, 

d no business to do such a thing, 

е and took 


At last 1 had 
drank the whisky 
he said, 


They give it you back?" he asked 
"Only the urn. The ashes were 
bly mixed with the pot.” 

"Old Wordsworth meant no harm, 

1." he said, halting on the pavement. 


nex- 


m: 
"Those bloody police." 

1 was glad to sce there was 
dose 1 


follow me and discover the whereabouts 
of Aum Augusta 

“In Mendeland,” 
food with your n 
the same thing. 

"My mother didn't even. smoke ciga- 
rettes.” 

“With your ра, you bury best hatchet.” 

“Why not food with him, too?” 

He go hunt food with hatchet. 
kill bush chicken.” 

I got into the taxi and drove away 
Looking through the rear window, J 
could see Wordsworth standing bewil- 
dered on the pavement edge, like a man 
on a riverbank waiting for a feri 
raised his hand tentatively, as though he 
were uncertain of my response, whether 
L had left him in friendship or in anger, 
he traffic swept between ns 1 wi 


he said, “you bury 
You bury pot. АЙ 


He 


1 that I had given him a bigger 

C. After all, h nt no harm. 
Even in his size he exhibited a clumsy 
innocence, 


The Orient Express left the Gare de 
Lyon just after midnight. The two of us 
had spent an exhausting Фау at 
Versailles, which my aunt, curiously 
enough, was seeing for the first time (sl 
found the palace a liule vulgar). 
didn't get very far afield,” she told me, 
"and in earlier times, when I lived in 
s. I was much too occupied.” 

I had become very curious about my 
nes history, and 1 was interested to 
rrange her various periods in some kind 
of chronological sequence. "Would that 
carlier time have been before or after 
you went on the si 1 asked her. We 
nding on the terrace, looking 
. and 1 had been 
thinking how much more prett 
homely Hampton Court was th 
sailles. But then, Henry УШ 


р 


down toward the lake. 


y than 
irious lover of Madame de 
Montespan, 1 remembered the old music 
hall song. "Enery the Eighth 1 Am. 


I married the widder next door, 
She "ad "ad seven "Eneries before, 


"Enery the Eighth 1 am. 


Nobody could have written a music hall 
song about the Sun King. 

“On the маре, did you зау?” 
asked rather absent-mindedly. 
ves. In f 

She seemed to be trying hard to recol- 
lect, and 1 was aware as never before of 
her great age. “Oh,” she said, "yes, yes, 
now 1 remember. You mean the touring 
com That came after my Paris day: 
It was in Paris that I was spotted by Mr. 
Visconti.” 

“Was Mr. 
ager?” 

“No, but he was a grem amateur of 
what you insist on calling the stage. We 
met one afiernoon in the Rue de Pro 
vence and he said 1 had a fine talent, and 
he persuaded me to leave the company I 
s with. And so we traveled together to 
y career really started, It 
te for me; if 1 had stayed in 
France, 1 would never have been able to 
help your unde Jo, and Jo, having quar- 
reled with your father, left me most of 


my aunt 


Visconti a theatrical 


man- 


Poor dear man. 1 can see him 
ng, crawling, down the corr 
dor toward the lavatory. Let us go back 
to Paris and visit the Musée. Grévin. 1 


need to be cheered up." And cheered up 
she certainly was by the waxworks. 1 
remembered how she had told me that 
her idea of fame was to be represented 
at Tussaud’s, dressed in one of her ow! 
costumes, and I really believe she would 


have opted for the Chamber of Horrors 
rather than have had no image made of 
her at all. A bizarre thought, for my aunt 
was not of a criminal temperament, even 
though some of her activities were not 
strictly legal 1 think that the childish 
saying "Findings keeping" was one of 
her ten commandments. 

I would myself have preferred to visit 
the Louvre and sce the Venus of Melos 
and the Winged Victory, but my aunt 
would have none of it. "All those 
women with bits missing," she said. 
morbid. I once knew a girl who was 
chopped up that way between the Gare 
du Nord and Calais Maritime. She had 
met a man in the place where J worked 
who traveled in lad ar—or so 
he said, and he cert taché 
сазе with him full of rather fanciful 


brassieres, which he persuaded her to пу 
on. There was shaped like two 
dutching bl. ands that greatly 


amused her, He inv 
Engl: 
contract with patronne 
camped. I was quite а cause célébi 

was called the Monster of the Chemi 
de Fer by the ne id he w 
guillotined, after making his confesion 
nd receiving the sacrament, in an odor 


ed her to go to 


nd with him, and she broke her 
l de 
He 


our 


d а misplaced devotion (o 
winity, owing to his education by the 
its, and he therefore tried to remove 
1 girls who Ied luwe ike poor 
Anne-Marie Callot, The brassieres were 
a kind of test, You were condemned if 
you chose the wrong one, like those poor 
men in The Merchant of Venice. He was 
cert ord ліпай, 
young woman who м; ying for him 
in a chapel in the Rue du Bac h 
vision of the Virgi 
rhe crooked ways sl be made 
ich she took as proclaiming 
a popular Do- 
minican preacher, on the other hand, 
who believed it to be a critical reference 
to his Jesuit education. Anyway, quite a 
cult started for what they called ‘the 
good murderer. Go and see your Venus, 
ant, but let me go to the wax- 
work m; had to identily the 
body and he s; s just а torso, 
that gave me а turn against all 
statues, 

In the evening, we had a quiet dinner 
at M. 
Aunt thought to escape the 
tourists. There was one, however, whom 
we could not escape; she wore a suit 
а tie, and she had a voice like а ma 
She not only dominated her co 

itle mousy blonde woman of uncer 
п age, she dominated the whole r 
Like so many English abroad, she seemed 
10 ignore the presence of foreigners around 
her and spoke in 
were alone with her companion. 
Her voice had a peculiar ventriloquial 
(continued on page 339) 


ives, 


loud voice, as though 


cross tne border, dose the gap 


current literary criticism, says an eminent literary critic, is suffering badly from a chronic case of 
pernicious irrelevancy that may shortly prove fatal unless it can contrive to pull its head out of its past 


opinion By LESLIEA.FIEDLER Arwosr Arr. today's 
readers and writers are aware that we are living 
through the death throes of literary modernism and 
the birth pangs of postmoder The kind of lit 
erature that had arrogated to itself the name modern 
(with the presumption that it represented the ulti- 
mate advance in sensibility and form, that beyond 
it newness was not possible), and whose moment of 
triumph lasted from just before World War One 


ism. 


until just after World War 
longs to history. 


Two, is dead; ie. 
not actuality 


be 
In the field of the 
novel, this means that the age of Proust, Mann and 
Joyce is over, just as in verse, that of T. S. Eliot and 
Paul Valéry is done with 

Obviously, this fact has not remained secret and 
some critics have even been attempting to deal with 
its implications. But they have been trying to do so 
in а langua 


and with (continued on page 230) 
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а 
food By THOMAS MARIO — »* exer илк of a mach more pleasant. way of proving 


to the light in your life that she's something special than 
by making her the sole sharer of your holiday least. And 


7 Аре ; > 5 
how lo host a romantic holiday feast by this time of the year—when crowd. scenes of epic di 
limiting the guest list to your favorite bird "e Sip е ena MU а, ч 
£ the g j ‹ 


we of pace to dispense with extrancous babble 


а bodies, so that one may concentrate on essentials, Of 
course, pouring man-hours and talent into the boned 
breast of chicken with ham and the rich Ba an cre 


of chestnuts and meringue shells may not create quite 
the same impression ats tossing her a little ten-carat trinket 
from Tiffany's, but at least you'll be able to partake ol 
the fruits of your Tabors 

The secret of a successful dinner for two is to plan 
it with the care you would give to a feast you'd set forth 
for 12 or 20—the menu, table appointments and. room 
ambiance should be artfully plowed. I there are flowers, 
whether in а vase or floating in a shallow bow! at the 


table, they should be luxurianuy fresh 


the cham] 
glasses should sparkle: the tray of assorted liqueurs should 


gne 


be ready for pouring, Gleaming linen and a graceful can 
delabra on the table don't mean that vou re locked. into 
hosting a stillly formal affair; it conldn't be with a guest 
list of onc. But it shouldn't be frenctically antilormal, 
either. H you intend to go nigh-dubbing after dinner, 
black tie would be apropos. And even if your after-dinner 
plans go no further than your digs, black tie could strike 


the properly elegant note the occasion 
demands. 

Common sense will tell you that if the 

girl craves some particular food or drink, 
it should be proffered, if possible (a 
hamburger-and-Frend-fries fanatic obvi- 
ously presents special problems). In any 
event, the menu уоп decide upon should 
ly of food thai 
be served right after cocktails, or ready 
for oven-popping without any distracting 
preliminaries. 
ї start with something as 
simple and luxurious as fresh Beluga 
caviar, which needs only fresh toast as an 
iment. But if you want to show 
ту acumen right away, the 
avocado antipasto, including egg stuffed 
with caviar (see the following recipe), will 
pamper the most capricious winter appe- 
tite. A dinner menu for two naturally 
excludes roast tom turkey and other holi- 
day dichés. But it’s the Christmas 
tide; and for those who like a bird in 
some form with their bottle and blu 
eyed bird, breast of chicken with ham 
and pineapple can be prepared hours or 
even a day beforehand and then gently 
reheated while you're felicitating over 
cocktails. "Ye grete boar's hede with sweet 
rosemary and bays around it spread” is 
now a trifle obsolete, especially in а bach- 
«ог apartment. But pork at the end of 
the year is still a worthy tradition, and 
one of its most gratifying forms is a 
double-thick chop cut from the center of 
the loin, spread heavily with freshly 
ground pepper, seared briefly and then 
Kept in a lazy oven heat until the meat is 
almost as tender as that of suckling pig 
‘The pepper treatment is more commonly 
used in the French steak au poivre. It 
sounds as though it would be mouth- 
tually, the pepper buoys your 
taste buds and perks up your appetite. 

You may have an overpowering hun- 
ger for a dish that is out of season—lob- 
ster, for instance. In the summer, it’s 
normally a part of every shore feast. In 
the very dead of winter, the meat of the 
Northern lobster is at its succulent best. 
It's scarce not because lobsters have sud- 
denly disappeared from the ocean bottom 
but because commercial fishermen. must 
battle sub-zero gales and other ravages of 
winter. But any first-class seafood dealer 
will stock live lobsters during summer 
nd winter; and if you give him advance 
notice, he'll boil them to order for you 
(Lobster gives you the chance to judge 

g of the girl's good taste. Almost 
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searing 


of the other great amenities of good liv- 
ing) Long before dinner, the cooked 
lobster meat is removed from the shell, 
diced and mixed with a wh 
Before d piled back 
shell. You can quietly rest on your oars 
while the sauce gratines in the oven just 

184 before serving. 


To cap your feast, its easy to go 
overboard and order the biggest and 
most sumptuous cake you can find in the 
patisserie, on the theory that every girl 
is a sweettoothed creature who dissolves 
instantly when the very word dessert is 
mentioned. In some cases this may be 
truc. But the girl whose culinary educa- 
tion didn't stop with ice cream and hot- 
fudge sauce will expect something else 
for holiday rejoicing—and a Bavarian 
cream with French marrons will more 
than fill the bill. This dessert would be a 
monumental job if it weren't for canned 
chestnut purée (purée de marrons), which 
is imported and which is infinitely 
smoother and more delicious than any 
purée you could attempt to concoct from 
fresh chestnuts pulled out of your own 
fire. The purée is made delicately firm 
with gelatin and becomes ArieLlight with 
whipped cream and beaten egg whites. 
Just before it's served, each portion, 
marked by 2 meringue shell, is crowned 
with a whole chestnut in vanilla syrup 
and а dollop of whipped cream. It’s the 
kind of dessert of which Croesus might 
have dreamed. 

The holiday spirit that fires the im- 
agination should pervade the drink de- 
partment. Before your dinner, martinis, 
stirred with a whisper of fino sherry 
instead of dry vermouth, or fruity cognac 
sonrs are sure te pique the most jaded 
palate. For each cognac sour, use 1% 
ozs. cognac, 1 oz. fresh lemon juice, Y4 
or. fresh orange juice and a teaspoon 
(heaping, if you wish) sugar. As 10 the 
main cours, champagne will al 
build its halo around meat, fowl or sea- 
food. Be sure to start with no less t 
fifth in your champagne bucket 
a way of disappearing, with amazing 
apidity. As the bestower of gifts, you can 
choose as much as quickens your appetite 
and as time allows from the first course, 
three entrees, salad that 
follow. 


and desert 


AVOCADO ANTIPASTO 


1 small-to-medium size ripe avocado 
Olive-oil French dressing 
1⁄4 bunch water cress 
1 hard-boiled egy 
1 teaspoon softened butter or butter at 
room temperature 
1 teaspoon mayonnaise 
Salt, pepper 
Loz. jar caviar, Beluga, if possible 
14 cup heavy cream 
114 teaspoons prepared mustard 
14 teaspoon lemon juice 
1 teaspoon finely chopped fresh chives 
6 tiny artichoke hearts in oil, drained 
6 cocktail mushrooms in oil dressing, 
drained 
Cut avocado in half lengthwise; rc- 
move peel and brush with French dress- 
ing. Wash water cress: dry very well 


paper toweling. Place water cress on Iwo 
serving plates or one small platter. Driz 
де lightly with French dressing. Place 
ocade on water cress Cut hard-boiled 
egg in half lengthwise. Remove yolk and 
mash with buwer and mayonnaise. Se 
son to taste with salt and pepper. Fill 
cavity of egg with caviar: pile yolk mix 
ture on top, spreading it to form mound 
Place egg in hollow of avocado. Whip 
cream until thick. Stir in mustard and 
lemon juice, mixing well. Add a dash of 
sal. Spoon cream dressing over egg 
Sprinkle cgg with chives. Arrange 
choke hearts and mushrooms around avo 
cado. Chill in refrigerator until serving 
time. 


BREAST OF CHICKEN W 
AND PINEAPPLE 


H HAM 


2 large boned breasts of chicken with 
shoulder bones attached, wings cut 
off, skin on 

Salt, pepper 

2 tablespoons bread crumbs 

4 cup sour cream 

mall onion 

slices boiled ham no larger than 

dhicken breasts 

2 cocktail pincapple sticks 

Flour 

1 ср, beaten 

2 tablespoons milk 

Bread crumbs 

Salad oil 

Make sure that chicken breasts are cut 
from large-size fryers; small breasts will 
not accommodate filling. Place chicken 
between several layers of wax paper and 
pound thin with m mallet; do not, 
however, pound so thin that chicken is 
torn. Sprinkle chicken with salt and pep- 
per. Mix bread crumbs with sour cream 
and grate onion into mixture. Place 
chicken, skin side do Spread with 
sour-cream mixture. Place a slice of ham. 
on each breast. Place pineapple sticks on 
ham. Roll chicken, tucki end in, so 

that filling is completely enclosed in a 

roll. Cover rolls tightly with aluminum 

foil, leaving shoulder bones uncovered. 

Place in freezer for an hour or until the 

rolls become firm and will not open 

when handled. Remove foil. Dip chicke 
into flour. Beat egg with milk. Dip chick. 
en into egg, coating well. Dip into bread 
crumbs, making sure there are no un 
coated spots. Preheat 1⁄4 in. oil in skillet 
until hot but not smoking. Sauté chicken 

il light brown, turning once. Remove 

from oil. Keep chicken in refrigerator 

until needed. Preheat oven at 375°. Place 
chicken in lightly greased shallow pan 

Bake 30-40 minutes or until chicken iy 

golden brown. Fasten a paper chop frill 

to each shoulder bone. Scrape shoulder 

bone, if necessary, to fasten frill 
With chicken on serving platter or 
plates, serve wild rice and patty shells of 
creamed fresh green peas with mint 
(continued on page 328) 


the rest of the reading public, arc in imminent danger of becoming bored with 
sex. In order to forestall this tragic turn of events, some have suggested the immedi- 
ate suppression of pornography; but since this drastic measure would deprive 
millions of their only sexual outlet, we have a more practical and humane pan- 
асса to propose for those who feel surfcited with dirt: Write your own. Don't 
be daunted if you're not a writer; neither are most of those who churn it out 
Your erotic imagination is at least as fertile as the next man's, and you 
certainly know better than he does what particular juxtaposition of 
orifice and appendage you find most deliciously lubricious. So why 
waste time eavesdropping on someone else's tiresome sexual fantasies, 
when you can conjure up and wallow in your own? Inasmuch as most 
enlightened social scientists now concede that masturbation is a 
wholesome and therapeutic pastime, rather than a primary cause 
of insanity and warts, they would surely applaud its literary ex- 
pression as a triumphant documentation of psychosexual health. 
As for acquiring the expertise to become a part-time pornog- 
rapher—at home in your spare time—it's simplicity itself, even 
for those who don't boast a diploma from the Famous Ribald 
Writers’ School. You needn't be either a storyteller or a word- 
smith, for erotica is nothing more than a roundelay of pan- 
sexual variations on that age-old theme of boy meats girl; 
and the action is always described with the same specialized 
vocabulary. Be reassured, however, that we don’t expect you 
to undergo the ordeal of memorizing either. Since you 
wouldn't have read this far if you weren't а dirty-book buff, 
it follows that you're the lazy type who prefers to spend his 
leisure hours contemplating sex instead of having it. So 
we've distilled our advanced course in intercourse discourse 
to a single easy lesson. Within the parentheses of the follow- 
ing all-purpose story-in-a-sentence are enough concupiscent 
quotes, improper nouns, vulgar verbs, oestrous adjectives and 
aphrodisic adverbs to rekindle the most jaded appetite, gratify 
the most exotic whim. If you'd care to try out all the prurient per- 
mutations, count on setting aside at least 12 hours a day for the next 
622,085,668 years. The 185 multiple choices we've provided can be 
combined into some hundred trillion different tales of amorous in- 
trigue—the first of which, therefore, should begin without further foreplay. 
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Looking back now to th 
two and a ball. y go, 1 still find it 
dificult to understand how we Senators 
and the nation at large—could not 
have been more poverty breeds 
malnutrition just as surely as poverty 
breeds unemployment, bad housing, 
crime and illiteracy 
Had the bread 
been so easily forgotten? Were we «o 
complacent as to assume that simply be- 
cause the Department of. Agriculture of- 
fered surplus foods—and food stamps (at 
a price) to the poor. the poor mito- 
matically received all the nourishment 
needed to keep body and soul together? 
Somehow, we had not. made the connec 
tion between poverty and hunger. and 
1 took the nightmare of Mississippi to 
awaken us to the reality of millions of 
people who simply do not get enough to 
¢at—not only in the rural South but also 
in the urban. ghettos of the North, the 
Indian reservations of the Southwest, the 
mining towns of Appalachia and in 
migrant-worker camps throughout the 


trip made just 


es of the Thin 


1 today, two 
that consciencescarii 
the full facts on hunger in the United 
States are not yet іп. A national nutri 
tion survey is presently under way, but 
the chief investigator, Dr. Arnold F. 
Schaefer of the Department of Health, 
Education and Welfare, already reports 
that a disturbing picture of hidden hun 
ger is emery We have found more 
nutrition than I ever expected to sec 
in a society described as the best fed in 
the world.” 

Dr. Schaefer found, for example, that 
92 percent of the children in one preschool 
Head Start program had such extreme 
vitamin-A deficiencies that they could go 
blind at any moment—a condition that 
could be prevented at the cost of one 
candy bar per child. per year. 

Dr. Mer produced the startling 
information that unul the fall of 1968, 
the Department of Agriculture distribut- 
ed nonfat dry milk lacking vit 
а D as part of its commodities pro- 
am for the poor, while at the same 
time. since 1965, nonfat dry milk for 
fied with vitamins A and D was shipped 
to six foreign countries by the same 
department. 

The nutrition survey 
firmed other reports that goiter, rickets 
amd hookwom: infestation, thought to 
have been eradicated decades ago, are still 
afflicting Ше poor. One third of the chil- 
dren examined thus far in the survey arc 
nemic. Ninety-six percent of the children 
quire immediate denial weatment. in- 
volving an average of five decayed teeth. 
of the children show growth 
ion and evidence of the related 


has already con 


Ten percen 
retarda 


158 problem of mental retardation. 


‘These preliminary findings have been 
reinforced by other medical reports from 
across the nation—disturbing indications 
of a 
especi 
nant 


direct link between malnutrition, 
у 


sufficient 


protein, in preg. 
nd children and 


quarters of mental retardation is found 
big-city slums and rural poverty arcas 
In "Hunger, U.S. A," an exhaustive 
survey of malnutrition across the country 
conducted by a distinguished group of 
private individuals who joined together 
as the Citizens Board of Inquiry, there 


further unsettling document 
nutrition needs of the poor. In Balti 
more, the hemoglobin level of slum chil 
dren was found to be lower than that of 
infants in rural Pakistan. In Seattle, half 
to three quarters of all poverty int 
between 6 and 36 months of age were 
found to be suffering from nutritional- 
deficiency anemia. In Boston, one out of 
five children admiued to the wards of 
Boston City Hospi has nutritional 
anemia. In posh Palm Beach County, 
Florida, 97 percent of migrant-worker 
families failed to consume minimum rec 
ommended amounts of milk or milk 
products and 63 percent ate no green or 
yellow vegetables. 
Makes these reports even more 
the fact that the Federal 
ince programs sull reach only 
6,000,000 of the nation's 30.000.000 poor 
—those citizens earning less than $3000 
а year. And the situ peas te be 
stagnant, at best, because the progr. 
now reach approximately the sime num- 
ber of people reached eight years ago. 

These Federal food efforts take two 
basic forms. There is the commodities- 
distribution program, which distributes 
specific food items free to needy families; 
and there is the food-stamp program, in 
which needy families buy coupons re- 
deemable at retail stores for food prod 
uas only, at а value in excess of the 
purchase price of the coupons. Commu- 
nities may have either program—food 
distribution or food stamps—or none at 
all, but never both 

Under the commodities distribution 
program, the Department of Agriculture 
gives away such foods as corn meal, grits, 
flour, nonfat dry milk. butter, 


bee: 
farm prices. The selection from the 22 


have purchased 10 help support 


basic. commodi able varies trom 
month to month, depending on what is 
in surplus. One of the most flagrant 
shoricomings of the program, therelore, 
is that these foods are nor chosen for 
their nutritional value nor to provide a 
poor family with a balanced diet. Rather 
—by the Department of Agriculture's own 
admission—commodities merely supple 
ment the family’s diet. Unlortunately, 
many families look to the commodities 


program for their sole source of food. 
On the other hand, the flaw in the 
food-stamp program is ih 
lies cannot afford the price of the stamps 
themselves, even when graduated. down 
ward, depending on family income. When 
this happens, they have no 


soure of 


emergency rations, because commodities 
° not available in communities where 


food stamps are sold. 

The hard and undeniable fact is that 
we have а food-assistance sytem that fails 
to reach the vast majority of the desper 
ately poor people who need it and fails 
to meel the nevds of those fe 
reached. 

Pen wakenimg to this fact 
took place in Mississippi because hunger, 
ad the awful conditions of disease, filth 
and hopelessness connected with it, is easi 
er to spot in the ramshackle shanties of 
delta than in the stifling tenements 
of the big cities. Perhaps it 
Mississippi because in that state 
other states of the Deep South, there are 
reas that have allowed themselves to 
become stercotypes ol. poverty aggravated 
tant disinterest of local officials. 
ank, it is easy to kick Mississippi 
in the panis—to tell it to do somet 
about the awlul conditions of human 
degradation that exist within its borders. 
But it is quite another thing to take 
stock of what we see in Mississippi and 
to come away with a leson that hunger 
in diat state iy simply an extreme version 
of what we can find within walking 
distance of the U.S. Capitol—or of your 
own homes. The challenge, then, based 
on the lesson of Mississippi, is 10 look 
for hunger and root it out wherever w 
find it, with whatever means and at 
whatever cost required of the Federal 
Government 10 do the job. 


w who me 


ps our 


The committee learned that the most 
jon hunger situation in Mississippi 
involved an abandoned middle-aged black 


mother living in a cramped two-room 
shack and caring for from four to fifteen 
children, Sometimes the father traveled 
North to find work and sent checks hom 
periodically to support the family. Often 
the children were illegitimate oflsp ol 
several fathers; and if some of the older 
children were daughters, one or two ol 
them may have had two or three children 
of their own, and no husband in the 
home. Sometimes an elderly man, usually 
grandfather who was unable to work 
lived with the 1 


ily consisted of 
ast Of grits, molasses and biscuits, 
The adults often ate nothing for lunch. 
while the children at home were given a 
piece of bread and some Kool-Aid or 
water, Ar night, the family ate boiled 
beans and com bread, sometimes supple 
mented with boiled rice, dry peanut but 
ter or a little can of meat from 
Federal commodities program. Usually, 
there was no electricity nor refrigeration 

(continued on page 244) 


the 


CORDLE TO ONION TO CARROT 


one day, he was mr. meek; the next, he was superbully, living proof that the meck shall inherit the earth 


fiction By ROBERT SHECKLEY 


REMEMBER thi 
k 5 prob- 
lem has never been solved, despite Charles Atlas’ clai: 


SURELY, VOU bully who kicked sand on 


ng? Well, that puny п 


the 97-pound-wei 


ms 
to the contrary. A genuine bully likes to kick sand on 
people; for him, simply, there is gut«leep satisfaction in 
a putdown. H wouldn't matter if you weighed 240 


pounds —all of it rock hard. muscle 


ad steely sinew— 
and were as wise as Solomon or as witty as Voltaire 


na 


you'd still end up with the an insult in your 
cyes, and probably you wouldn't do anything about it 

1 ation 
He way a pleasant man who was forever being pushed 


around by Fuller Brush me 


was how Howard Cordle viewed the sit 


fund solicitors, headw 
ers and other imposing figures of authority. Cordle hated 
it. He suflered in silence the countless numbers of 
manicaggressives who shoved their way to the heads of 
lines, took taxis he had hailed first and sneeringly 
steered away girls to whom he was 


alking at parties. 
What made it worse was that these people seemed to 

welcome provocation, to go looking for it, 

sake of causing d 
Cordle couldn't u 


Il for the 
omfort to others. 

nderstand why this should be, until 
one midsummer's day, when he was driving throu 


h the 


northern regions of Spain while stoned out of his mind, 
the god Thoth-Hermes granted him o 


ment by murmuring, 


ginal enlighten- 
"Uh, look, 1 groove with the prob- 
lem, baby, but dig, we gotta put carrots in or it ain't 
no stew.” 


“Carrots?” said Cordle, struggling for illumination. 
"I'm talking about those types who hi," 


Thoth-Hermes explained. “They 


et you upt 
that 


zolla act way, 


baby, on account of they're carrots, and that's how 


carrots are 
f they are carrot 


Cordle said, feeling his wav. 


“You, of course, а 

"Yes! My God, yes! 
blinding light of satori. 

“And, naturally, you and all the other pearly-white 
onions think that carrots 
kind of misshapen or 


white onion." 


a little. pearl 
Cordle cried, dazzled by the 


re just bad news, mercly some 
zey onion; whereas the 
look at you and rap about freak 
wow! I just 


rots 
round white carrots, 
100 much. for 


mean, 

whereas, in actuality 
"Yes, go on!” cried Cordle. 

Thoth- 


you 


è each other, 


n actuality,” (continued on page 


162) 
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pping days 


left before Christmas. . . . 
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CORDLE 


Hermes declared, “everything's got a 
place in The Stew!" 
"Of course! T see, I see, Т see 
“And that means that everybody who 
exists is necessary, and you must have 
rots il you're also 
decent white 


is to say, life, it becomes, uh, let me 


7 cried ecstatic Cordle. 
п five by five," cham- 
Lay down the word, 
now the 


А soup! 
“You're coming 
ed Thoth-Hermes. 
deacon, and let the people 


divine formul 


my, pure-white onion soup is 
r dream of heaven. whereas fiery or- 
carrot broth is our notion of hell. 
Jc fits, it all fs together!” 

Om manipadme hum,” intoned Thoth- 
Hermes. 

“Bur where do the green peas до? 
What about the meat, for God's sake?” 

“Don't pick at the metaphor,” Thoth 
Hermes advised him, "it leaves a nasty 
scab. Stick with the carrots and onions 
And, here, ler me offer you a drink— 
a house specialty. 

"But the spices, where do you put the 
Cordle demanded, taking а long 

a 


"Baby. youre asking questions that 
сап be revealed only to a thirteenth- 
degree Mason with piles, wearing sandals 
Sorry about that. Just remember th 


t 


everything goes into The Stew, 


“Imo The Stew," Cordle repeated. 
. stick with the carrots 
you were n grooving 


“Carrots and on 
That’s your 


ns.” Cordle repeated 
trip.” Thoth-Hermes 


said. "Hey. weve gotten to Corunna: 
you can ler me out anywhere around 
here.” 


Cordle pulled his rented car off the 
ad. Thoth-Hermes took his knapsack 
from the back seat and got out 
“Thanks for the lift, baby." 
“My pleasure. Thank you for 
е. What kind did you say it was?” 
“Vino de casa mixed with a mere 
smidgen of old Dr. Hammerfinger’s es 
of instant powdered Power Pack 
acid. Brewed by gnurs in the 
aboratones of UCLA in prepa 
for the big all-Europe tu 
Whatever it was. it surely was,” Cor 
dle said deeply. "Pure elixir to m 
could sell neckties to antelopes with that 
эзиш; 
m ol 
zoid. . - . WI 
Never mind, it’s all part of your trip. 
ybe you better lie down for a while, 
buh? 


the 


seeret 


tid 


(continued [rom page 159) 


“Where gods command. mere mortals 
must obey," Cordle said iambically. He 
lay down on the front scat of the car 
th-Hermes be over h his beard. 
hed in 


Th 
burnished gold, his head wi 


plane trees. 
"You OK? 
"Never bener in my lif 
“Want me to stand by? 
“Unnecessary. You have helped me be. 
yond potentiality. 
"Glad to heat it, baby, you're makin 
a fine sound. You really are OK? Well, 
then, ta.” 
Thoth-Hermes marched oll imo the 
sunset. Cordle closed his eyes and solved 
various problems that had perplexed the 


> 


t he went to sleep. He awoke 
- He had forgotien 
the lucid 
How an 


solutions. It was inconceivable 


ne misplace the keys of the universe? 


But he 
of тес 
good. 
He did remember abou 
nd the carrots, though, and he remem 
bered The Stew. It was not the sort of 
ight he might have chosen if hed 
had any choice; but this was what had 
come to lim, and he did nor rejea it. 
Cordle knew, perhaps instinctively, that 
in the insight game, you take whatever 
n g 


ad. amd there seemed no hope 
iming them. Paradise was lost for 


the onions 


you 


The next day, he reached Santander 
in a driving rain. He decided to write 
amusing leners to all of his friends, 
perhaps even try his hand at a travel 
sketch, That required a typewriter. The 
conserje at his hotel directed him to a 
store that rented typewriters, He went 
there and found a derk who spoke per- 
fect English. 

Do you rent typewriters by the day?” 
Cordle asked. 

“Why not?” the clerk replied. He had 
oily black hair and a thin a D 
nose. 


How much for that one? 
asked. indicuing a 30-year-old Erika 
portable. 


“Seventy pesetas 
one dollar, Usually. 
Isn't this usuall 

“Certainly noi 
c sit. For vd 
eighty pesetas а da 

AIL right.” Cordle said. reaching for 
illet. "Pd like 10 have it for two 


day, which is 10 say 


since yi 


foreign- 
one hundred 


days. 


I shall 


Iso require your passport and 
a deposit of fifty dollars.” 
Cordle attempted a mild joke. “Hey, I 
just want to type on it, not marry i 
The clerk shrugged. 
“Look, the conserje has my 


sport ar 


the hotel. How about taking my driver's 
license instead? 
Certainly not. | must hold. yo 
port. in case you decide to delault." 
"But why do you need my passport 
and the deposit ked, feeling 


т pass- 


bullied and ill ar п, look. the 
machines not worth twenty dollars.” 
u are an expert, perhaps, im the 


Spanish market value of used С 


permit me, sir, to conduci my 
I see fit. E will also need to 
know the use to which you plan to put 
the machine" 

"The use? 
'Of course 

It was o 
egm s 
anyone. k's request was i 
prchensible and his manner was insulting. 
Cordle was about to give rt Tittle 
nod, turn on his heel and walk out. 

Then he remembered about the on 
ions and carro He saw The Stew. Aud 
suddenly. it occurred to Cordle that he 
could be whatever vegetable he w 
10 be 

He turned to the clerk. 
winningly. He said, "You w 
the use I will make of the wpewri 

“Exactly. 

"Well." Cordle said, "quite fra 
had planned to staff й up my nose.” 

The clerk gaped at Inm. 

“I's quite a successful method of 
smuggling.” Cordle went on. “I was also 
planning to give you a stolen passport 
md counterfeit pesetas. Once 1 got into 
Italy. 1 would have sold the typewriter 
Tor ten thousand dollars. Milan is un 
dergoing a typewriter famine, you know 
they're desperate. they'll buy anything.” 

“Sir,” the derk said, "you choose to be 
disagreeable.” 

"Nasty is the word you w "1 
for. Гус changed my mind the 
typewriter. But let me compliment. you 

n your command of English." 

“I have studied assiduously 
admitted, with a hint of pride. 
That is evident. And, despite а 
a weakness in the Rs, you succeed in 
ding like a Venetian gondolier with 
delt | My best wishes to your 
esteemed family. 1 leave you now to pick 
your pimples in peace 


the use. 


He 


lool 
about 


the clerk 


cer. 


Reviewing the scene later, Cordle de 
cided that he had performed quite well 
in his maiden appearance carrot 
True, his closing lines had been a little 
forced and overintellectualized. Бш (hc 
undertone of viciousness had. been. con 
vincing. 

Most important was the simple rc 
sounding fact that he had done it. And 
now, im the quiet of his hotel room, 
stead of churning his guts in a frenzy 
of self-loathing, he had the tranquilizing 

(continued on page 308) 


HUMOR By WILLIAM IVERSEN 


THE TRUTH BEHIND THE JOLLY-OLD-ELF EXTERIOR—A TRAGIC EXPOSE OF THE VICIOUS SMEAR 
CAMPAIGN THAT HAS LIKENED SAINT NICK TO A PREGNANT WOMAN, BLAMED HIM FOR 
COMMERCIALIZING CHRISTMAS AND CULMINATED IN HIS PAPAL DEMOTION TO MISTERDOM 


Dear Editor: 
Tam eight years old. 
Some of my little friends say there is no Santa Claus. 
Poppa says, “If you see it in PLAYBOY, it's so." 
Please tell me the truth, is there a Santa Claus? 


Except for the name of the publication to which it is 
addressed, the above inquiry is identical to a letter written by 
little Virginia O'Hanlon to the New York Sun in September 
1897. The original reply, which appeared on The Sun's 
editorial page, contained a line that was destined to become 
one of the most quoted of all American yuletide tropes: “Yes, 
Virginia, there is a Santa Claus." 5 

“Virginia, your little friends are wrong,” wrote editor 
Francis Pharcellus Church. "They have been affected by the 


skepticism of a skeptical age. They do mot believe except 
they see. They think that nothing can be which is not compre- 
hensible to their little minds. . Not believe in Santa Claus! 
You might аз well not believe in fairies! ... No Santa Claus! 
"Thank God he lives, and he lives forever. A thousand years from 
now, Virginia, nay, ten thousand times ten thousand years from 
now, he will continue to make glad the heart of childhood.” 

That's the way editors wrote in those days, Virginia, If you 
asked them the simplest little question, they creamed you with 
preachy prose and exclamation points. But you need not fear 
that such is the case today. The Sun went out of business 
years ago, and modern editors have better and more impor- 
tant things to do than to sit around and rap with kids about 
Santa Claus. 

As D write this, for example, 


(continued оп page 194) 


CLARNMAL МКО 


OPPOSITE: CARNIVAL S 
MOST IMPORTANT AND 
EXCITING EVENT 

15 THE COLORFUL 
PARADE OF THE 
SAMBA CLUBS. THE 
MUNICIPAL BALL 
HIGHLIGHTS 
THE SOCIAL SCENE 


THE CITY'S ROISTEROUS 
CELEBRANTS HAPPILY TOIL 
THROUGHOUT THE 

YEAR ON THEIR 

SAMBA ROUTINES, FLOATS 
AND COSTUMES—WHICH RUN 
THE GAMUT FROM 

FINE. FEATHERED 

TO LIGHT-FANTASTIC 


THE CARIOCAS' PRE-LENTEN CARRYINGS-ON ARE ALWAYS EPIC AND THE SENHORITAS ARE 
STUNNING, SO WHAT BETTER REASONS TO LET YOURSELF GO TO BRAZIL'S ANNUAL BACCHANAL? 


travel CARNIVAL IN RIO DE JANEIRO is onc of the rarer celebrations invented by mankind, perhaps the rarest of all. It begins 
where the other festivals and pageants leave off and it goes so far beyond them that comparisons are inadequate. Rios Carnival 
is a celebration of love, music, sun, food, dance and хех ап exultation of life itself and an 
ing the four days of Carnival (it's going to be held from Saturday to Ash We 
and thousands of visitors dedicate themselves to forgetting reality, ignor 


andonment of inhibition. Dur 
у 14-17, in 1970), Rio's cariocas 
sterday and canceling tomorrow. A city of 


‚ Febru 


DROVE URBC ERRON 
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WHERE TO DINE 


ADEGA DE EVORA: Copocoboro’s informol [ond leoding) site for 
outhentîc Portuguese food, decor ond fado singers. 

ALBA MAR: succulent secfood served in on old market building 
BAHIANINHA: informal site for local gifts from the seo. 

CHALE: o gustatoriol imperative; baroque decor, classic 


ilian ond Conlinentol cuisine, greot desserts. 
ESQUILOS: internotionol fare, rusticolly romontic setting 

© colonic! lormhouse 30 minutes outside the city. 
FIORENTINA, SORRENTO: Иоһоп edibles, oction crowds. 
CHURRASCARIA JARDIM: memoroble mixed grills; olfresco. 
MAISON DE FRANCE: houte cuisine otop the French embossy. 
MUSEUM OF MODERN ARI: for lunch ond view of Sugorloof. 
МІМО 5: politicians and the prelly people dig the posta 


>” DON'T LEAVE UNTIL YOU 


DURING CARNIVAL, THE CITY'S POPULACE REFUSES TO SLEEP. 
ABOVE, A COMELY CARIOCA REFRESHES HERSELF IN А 
WATERFALL POOL IN RIO'S PARQUE LAGE. AFTER EACH 
NIGHT'S NONSTOP PARTYING, COUPLES FLOCK TO SECLUDED 
STRANDS SUCH AS NIEMEYER BEACH (RIGHT), THERE TO 
GREET THE DAWN AND REST UP FOR MORE REVELING. 


attend спе of the mony splerdilerous 
Camivol bolls. Getting tickets 

won't be eosy, but bellhops work 
wonders. Poshest of oll: the Municipol. 


view a soccer gome o! Morocona 
Stodium, where 150,000 fans shout 
their heock off; you will, oo 


witness the wildly spectoculor 
porade of the sambo clubs сп 
Sundey night of Cornivol. 


do ot leos! minimol sight-seeing 
Sugorloof ond Christ of the Andes. 


drive with her on the coostol 
тоого) rood о Borro de Tijuco, 


о secluded ond beoutiful beach. 


drop by the Goveo Goll Club; 
tourists ore welcome, but con't play 
the owesomely scenic course unless 
invited by o member. 

chorler o boot ord go soilfishing 

in the Atlontic; the seoson runs 
from November through March. 
bosk ot Copocobona ond Іропето 
beoches—ond glimpse Rios truly 
troffic-stopping bikinied birds 


almost 4,000,000 winds itself up into a nonstop frenzy of parties and passion, and the result is an explosion of contagious 
and exuberant anarchy. To understand what Carnival is all about, a stranger must plunge into the middle of it all and let 
himself be swept along with the current. Carnival and the appreciation of it are little more than that; there is no room for 
spectators. Beg or borrow, pull a bank job, highjack a rubber boat—anything: just get the loot and make sure you're there 
for the next one before somebody passes a law against it. 

"There arc direct air connections from New York and other major U.S. cities via Pan American and Varig, Brazil's 
national airline. In order to allow time for exploring the city, buying tickets for the most important events and enlisting 
some companions, you should try to rive at least a week before opening d If your hotel is unsatisfactory (the ones we 
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recommend on the chart on page 166 
won't be), the extra few days will also 
provide the opportunity to look for an 
ative. While foreign travel agents 
Пу book every room they can, a last- 
minute vacancy is not unknown. Many 
tour op e inflationary rates 
for Carn nd hotel rooms, so 
oid package tours and stick with your 
trusty Stateside travel agent to make 
hotel reservations in advance. You can 
buy tickets for the parades and. Carnival 
balls as soon as you're settled. 

Location is especially i t when 
visiting Rio, for С: kes place 
during Brazil's summer, when life re- 
volves around the surf scene. Copacabana 
beach is Rio's most famed, action- 
oriemed ocean strand and, ideally, your 
hotel should be within easy walking dis- 
tance— preferably situated just north of 
the center of Avenida Atlantico, whi 
spans the full width of Copa beach. Ad- 
ly. you should be a short stroll 
y from shops, restaurants, bars and 
night clubs; rooms should face the ocean; 
nd you shouldn't have to sign up for 
compulsoi 
only by inferior establishments. 
are three first-class hotels that 
all of these attributes and add 
flourishes of their own: the 
operated Ouro Verde, which q 
boasts one of the finest restaurants 
city; the Leme Palace, which has a posh 
little night club and deck b and 
Rio's best-known hotel, the Copacabana 
Palace, which has an enormous pool 
Unfortunately, the Copa. Palace's man 
agement has allowed the hotel's reputa 
tion to go to its head, and in recent 
years the service has become somewhat 
glacially indifferent. 

Other topline hotels for service and 
location are the Excelsior, 
and Lancaster: пем a 
fornia and Miramar. If your fri 
neighborhood travel agent books 


ators chai 


‚ a dodge practiced. 
There 


Trocadero 


you 
по the Regente, tell him you'll take it 


only without meals: the kitchen is less 
than spectacular. Wherever you s 
specify air conditioning, for the humi 
ty сап be quite oppressive. If you're not 
concerned about being on the beach. 
v at the Gloria. Is one of the 
luxury hotels on the contin 
big pool and, though the sea is a long 
plod through ornamental gardens, ocean- 
view suites are available, 

‘The next order of business is transpor- 
tation; it's important to have your own 
wheels, because Rio is a huge metropolis 
and taxis become scarce once Carnival be- 
gins, Rental autos are quickly snatched 
up, so if you haven't reserved one (to be 
collected upon debarkation at Rio's ram- 
shackle Galeão Airport), your nextbest 
bet is either a chauffeured car (arrange- 
ments can be made with most owner- 
cabbies) or a rented jeep, preferably one 
with a detachable roof for protection 


cally sweep time 
of year. It should be noted that Rios 
380,000 vehicles are driven with about 
the same degree of caution shown at a 
demolition derby, Although the city re 
fuses to release figures on the number of 
yearly traffic deaths—for fear of alarming 
the population and damaging the tourist 
trade—Commander Celso Franco. Rio's 


the world's worst drivers.” 

Once you've completed your hotel 
automobile arrangements. you can begi 
planning wi 
when Carnival gets under way. There 
are three principal aspects to Rio's С 
nival that might be called orga 
the costume balls, the street 
nival (the parade of samba schools 
long Avenida Presidente Vargas) and 
the blocos, which are street des held 
by the inhabitants of individual city 
blocks. All of these events are held dur- 
ing the four days of Carnival proper, but 
the action starts a long time before this. 
Night clubs and discotheques throw. par 
ties for all comers; there are spontaneous 
binges in bars and restaurants, as well 
parades that may consist of anything 
from a couple of dozen costumed revel- 
ers dancing through the streets to a 
ing of elaborate floats accompanied by 
100 or so mu: ns. For weeks before the 
Saturday of C ival, the hills around 
the city echo ío the rumble of samba 
drums and there is a tangible fever of 
anticipation in the air. 

But though the round of private pa 
d impromptu revelries has long 
се started, there are still occasional 
havens of peace—and start 
to be found not far from the clamor 
of the sidewalk crowds and the glare of 
the enormous street decorations. Beyond 
these tempting distractions, the highway 
leads south to Ipanema's quiet hills and 
golden beaches: and in the city itself. 
winding road skirts the sheer rock face 
of Monti Corcovado (Hunchback Moun- 
tain), on whose Andean summit some 
2300 feet above the sea stands the mas 
statue of Christ that is Rio de 
тоъ own landmark. Lying 
lar below this peak, the city spreads out 
like some exotic Oriental carpet, laced 
ight and luminous 
with the bulk of Sugarloaf and 
the offshore mountain islands looming 
faintly through the haze. When the wispy 
evening clouds float up the sides of Cor 
covado, shrouding the floodlit statue in a 
wraith of mist, and then drift away into 
the gathering darkness, the clatter and 
bustle that stirs in the distant streets is 
swallowed up in a spine-tingling silence. 
As in the country of which it is the 
ollicial capital, there are no halfway ex 
perienecs in Rio; like Carni 


the landscape goes to extremes 

Brasilia, the actual capital, was hacked 
out of the dusty red hinterl. 
years ago and stands tod 
mense and somewhat forlorn 


If Brasilia is the official seat of govem- 
ment and, hence, the correct location Tor 
foreign embassies, Rio is 

facto focal point of national lile 
bassadors as well as various dep 
ments of Bi 1 government have all 
but ignored ambitious relocai 


sull the de 
Th 


the 
drawn up more than a decade 


Political questions aside, it’s difheult to 
blame them, for subequatorial Rio occu 
pies a position of unsurpassable magni 


сепсе, three fourths of the way down 
Brazil's Atlantic coast line, set g tow 
cring green-dad mountains and rimmed 
by great curving beaches, Rio's special 
pride. 

Most visitors see only one beach, Co. 
pacabana; but in descending order, start 


ag north of the city, there are the 
beaches of Flamengo, Botafogo, Urca, 
Fo Ӯ is next, 
then Трапе nked on either side by 
Arpoador and. Leblon- 1 four of which 
may well be the most popular beaches 
in South America. If it gets too hot or 
too crowded on one beach or the surf 
is too rough for swimming, chances are 
that one of the others will provide id 
conditions, 

For cariocas, the beach is used for both 
therapy and worship. During the d. 
they lie in the sun, coated with the local 
prescription for suman lotion—a mi 
ture of Vaseline oil, iodine and Соса 
Cola; and at night. the superstitious 
ht candles for the Queen ol the 5 
On New Years Eve, Copa beach glows 
with thousands of candles placed on the 
d in homage to the Sea Queen, and 


women in long white robes wade into 
the water to strew petals in the thunder 
ing surf. 

Carnival comes when Rio sweliers in 


broiling summer heat; there is barely 
enough room to sit on the sand, and of 
fices, factories and schools surrender their 
occupants to the sun. Brazilian. cynics 
point to the mountaintop perch of Cl 
whose € outstretched in perpetual 
supplication; they say that on the day 
every Brazilian reports for work, Jesus 

will let go with a round of applause 
Copa beach, being situated at the ceu 
ter of the main hotel district, is always 
the most crowded. It accommodates the 
bulk of v locals, hundreds of 
rambling food and drink vendors, 
of soccer and volleyball players 
small boys who stage aerial kite fights, 
applying a mixture of ground glass and 
gluc to the string and sawing away at 
their opponent's line until it bres 
Ipanema beach boasts a casual, bohe- 
mian style: its popular with American 
(continued on page 321) 
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with an all-new, all-star cast, the classic drama is reviewed by one of the theaters most perceptive critics 


humor By WOODY ALLEN tasr мент, the Lincoln Center theater opened the new season with the Elia 
Karan all-star production of Snow White, starring Marlon Brando, Lee J. Cobb, Anthony Quinn, Jason Robards 


]r., Rod Steiger, George C. Scott and Sidney Poitier as the seven dwarfs, with Kim Stanley as the queen and Mil 
dred Dunnock in the title role. 


First, let me say that the show is the best Snow White ever done, including the Giclg 
a limited run on Broadway some years back; and while Sir Ralph Richardson's Dopey 
of technical virtuosity at the time, Lee Cobb's is infinitely more moving. But I will 


« production that played 
as deemed a masterpiece 
et to that. D think what dis 
Linguishes this Snow White trom any other is its success in coming to grips with issues. What is the meaning of lile? 
Why does man feel alienated? And wherein lies his salvation? At the end of act two, Bashful kills himself upon 
learning that his brother Sneezy has gone insane. He echoes the words of the philosopher Nietzsche, who wrote, "God 
is dead. Everything is now possible." Coming from a shy dwarf, the impact is staggering. But on to the perlormances 

Rod Steiger has always been an actor of unusual sensitivity and, in Doc, he at last has a challenge eq 
abilities. Frustrated, alcoholic, impotent, Doc is unable to “whistle while he works.” Haunted by the in 


tl to his 
* ol the 


surgeon he could have become 
were he just a few feet taller, he 
is reduced to podiatry, а branch 
ol medicine he hates but which is 
within his grasp. “What he could 
never understand,” Snow White 
sobs at one point, "is that there's 


as much poetry in a bu 


n asa 
ventricle. But how many of us 


realize th 


Unable to мор sneezing, Ro 
bards’ Sneezy—the victim of a 
morbid newrosis—is racked with 
guilt over complicity with tli 
Nazis during World War Two 
L. he 
chose to inform on Happy, leader 
of the dwarf resistance, who. 


Faced with a firing squ 


posing as a gnome, successfully 


harassed the Ge ns. Gnomes 


—and (continued on page 320) 
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AS AMERICAN. POETS from Walt Whitman to Chuck 
Berry have frequently suggested, the great expanse of 
the North American continent tends to make mi 
grants of those who live on it. Twenty-one-year-old 


Gloria Root is one of the new breed of urba 
nomads who—in Berry's words—"live а 
both borders, trip Fast and West 
." In the past year and a half 

t the ninctofive work routine was a down trip 
after toiling on a telephone switchboard in Chicago 
-Gloria has sallied from her Windy City арагіт 
tO spearfish in Mexico, ski in Colorado and otherwise 
pass the time among her peers in such ports of call 
as New York, San Francisco, Big Sur. Santa Fe and a 
bohemian community near Taos, New Mexico. Gloria 


Sometime scholar ond full-time radicol, Gloria Root is on 
orchetypol child of the rock age: olwoys on the move, 
clways ready to chollenge authority—ond always eoger 
to hove o good time. Top: Gloria parks her bike ot North- 
western’s Chicago compus as she arrives for o closs in 
Politico! science. Though on excellent student, she finds 
closswork dull compored with the practical opplicotions 
of politicol theory. Left: Woiting on Wocker Drive for a 
mossive demonstration ogoinst the Vietnom wor to begin, 
Glorio chots with fellow protesters. Like her, they ore vet- 
erons of innumeroble confrontotions in Americo's ongoing 
youth revolution. Soys Glorio: “Protest morches ore the 
only sociol gotherings I con stond; it’s o drog to sit around 
with o bunch of bored people ond try to moke small tolk.” 


Glorio sovors the good vibrotions generoted by thovsonds 
of peoceniks marching unimpeded through Chicago's Loop. 


has dese 


(ded upon most of these locales without 


know! yone in the area, but, as she candidly 


puts it, “The way the hip scene is, if you look the 
part, you're in. Kids move around so much today 
that when I go to a city I've visited before, 1 never 
find the same people there. But it's casy for me to 
make new friends.” One sure-fire way to strike up a 
conversation with most representatives of Gloria's 
generation is to mention politics; and she finds that 
wherever she goes, she hears much talk about revolu 
tion among her socially alert but alienated contem 
poraries. Gloria herself follows current events with 


ier 


an almost reli 
or taking in a ballet recital, she's more likely to be 
watching a TV newscast or making her way through 


ous fervor. Although she digs skiing 


a volume by one of her favorite ilosophers, 
such as Herbert Marcuse, Р 
legendary Russian anarchist Prince Kropotkin. It is 


a major upheaval is both 


n or the 


Gloria's conviction 1 
and inevitable in the United States: 
“We've managed to narrow down all the freedoms 
we take pride in. We've crea 
cy that we didn't want, 
hopelessly trapped in that tired old business of 
getting an ‘education’ and a job that doesn't mean 
nything." Gloria believes that American society to 
day contains a “hard-core revolutionary middle" that 
bridges economic, racial and generational gaps— "not 
just a radical rabble, as the politicians would have us 
believe.” She outspokenly favors a militant approach 
in dealing with the establishment: “When they dub 
people on the head during a confrontation, it lets 


ed a political aristocra 


nd too many of us are 


Rising late on a Saturdoy, Gloria showers ond dresses, then elects to spend an hour or sa browsing through neorby Old Town's fun zone— 
а frenetic conglomeration of night clubs, restaurants, head shops and carnival-styled tourist attractions: “Old Town used to be a really 
hip place, but it’s on its way down now—the kids ore moving out and the hustlers are moving in." Below, left to right: Gloria checks out the 
latest offerings at a buttons-and-posters emporium; then, at the entrance to Piper's Alley, she pauses to rap with a few amigos. After circu- 
lating through some more shops, she buys a lalapaloczo of a lollipop to sweeten the journey back to her apartment a few blocks north. 
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the whole world know how coercive the system really is. Until 
the week of the 1968 Democratic Convention, most of the 
country didn't realize how bad things could be—and since 
then, a lot of them have forgotten. "That's why demonstrations 
and protests are necessary—to dramatize the dissenting view- 
point" Relatively pacific means of expressing independence, 
such as drug consumption and way-out styles of dress, however, 
do have at least symbolic value in Gloria's view of things 
politic: "Individuals who have used hallucinogens or pot can 
experience life in more subtle ways and accept each other more 
readily than people who haven'L" And unorthodox costumes, 
according to Gloria, serve to remind orthodox citizens "that 
there are other ways to live than what happens to be considered 


‘normal’ here and now. If more people cared enough to expand 
their viewpoints by studying history or anthropology, they'd 
realize how many different life styles are natural and they'd be 
more tolerant. Young people aren't pushing any particular 
life style—just the freedom to choose. And the youth revolu- 
tion bridges all boundaries.” Eventually, Gloria expects to widen 
her own intellectual horizons by completing her formal edu 

tion (she has studied at Illinois and at Northwestern's Chicago 
branch). For the immediate future, however, her plans call for 
a пір to Europe, where she'll visit such outposts of social 
change as Amsterdam and London and reconnoiter with the 
Old World's young radicals. We're sure that wherever Gloria 
wanders, she'll turn people's heads—and blow their minds. 


Spending an evening at the Kinetic Playground—Chicago’s busiest and hippest house af rock—Gloria chats between sets, then watches in- 
tently as Aum, a Son Francisco group, goes through its paces onstoge. She's in good spirits os she returns to the reality of North Clark Street. 


PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES 


Dia my wife say anything when you called and 
said I would be working late at the office?" 
asked the executive, nuzzling his ravishing 
secretary. 

"The only thing she sai 
secretary, "was: "Can I count on it 


Alter going through the line at a crowded 
caleteria, the three rambunctious teenage boys 
found they were forced to share а table with a 
kindly-looking old lady. One of the lads decid- 
ed to have a bit of fun at the woman’s expense 
and, nudging one of his buddies under the 
table, suddenly remarked, "Did your folks ever 
jet married?” 

"Nope," replied his tablemate, picking up 
the put-on. "How about you 

“They never bothered," 
young man. 

“That's nothing,” interrupted the third, “ms 
mother doesn't even know who my father is 

The elderly woman looked up from her 
coffee and said sweetly, "Excuse me, but would 
one of you little bastards please pass the sugar?" 


Ош Un: 


a mo 


answered the first 


ashed Dictionary defines avalanche 
n getting its rocks off. 


Then there was the airline stewardess who 
turned to prostitution but couldn't break the 
habit of grecting her customers with "Welcome 
aboard." 


Our Unabashed | Dictio defines Noel 
Coward as a guy who's afraid to go home to 
his wife after the office Christmas party. 


Forgive me. Father,” the embarrassed bachelor 
told his confessor. ^T made love to a beautiful 


ts terrible,” the cleric groaned. “Was 
it Cynthia Goodrich?" 

“Please don't ask me that?" the fellow pleaded. 

“Was it the Carruthers girl?” the man of the 
doth prodded him. 

"I don't want to answer," he insisted. 

“Well, was it Susan Fullerton?" the priest 
demanded. 

^I simply refuse to tell yor 
chap declared firmly. 

“All right, my son," the deric sighed. "For 
admitting your guilt, you are forgiven, but you'd 
better scc me again next week.” 

Leaving the church, the fellow met his best 
friend, who had waited for him outside. “How 
your confession go?" the friend inquired. 

“Not bad,” the bachelor replied. “I got a week 
off and three new leads.” 


the young 


On nis first visit to the psychiatrist, the nervous 
young man explained that his family made 
him seek help because he preferred cotton 
socks to woolen ones. “That's no reason for 
you to see me,” retorted the physician, “In fact, 
I myself prefer cotton socks.” 

“Really?” the happy patient exclaimed, "Do 
you h oil and vinegar or just a 
squeeze of lemoni 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines силис 
King as an impotentate. 


The Indian agent on a South Dakota reserva- 
tion tells us that the Sioux squaws have been 
practicing a variation on suburban wife swap- 
ping. They call it passing the buck. 


A man walked into the local pub with a frog 
atop his head. The startled bartender asked, 
“Hey, where did you get that?" 

The frog croaked, "Would you believe it 


started out as a wart on my ass?’ 


Then there was the zealous fellow who recruit- 
ed girls for the sexual revolution and then 
spent the first three weeks drilling the platoon. 


The attractive young coed was filing a report 
with the campus police on her encounter with 
an exhibitionist. 

“Those nuts always seem to Lucier the nicest, 
most innocent girls" one officer said sympa- 
thetically. "I'm terribly sorry you were exposed 
to this experience." 

“Oh, that’s all right," giggled the undergrad. 
as really no big thing." 


pr 


Stepping off the bandstand at a psychedelic 
discothèque, the longhaired drummer ap- 
proached a miniski ki she'd 
like to join dinner. "No, I'm 
a vegetarian," she confided. “Vegetables are 
the only thing I cat." 

“Well, then, let's go to my pad," he offered. 
“I'm a humanitarian.” 


Heard a good one lately? Send it on a posi- 
card to Party Jokes Editor, рілувоү, Playboy 
Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave, Chicago, 
dil. 60611. 850 will be paid to the contributor 
whose card ts selected. Jokes cannot be returned. 


"'Nol a crealure was stirring, not even a mouse. 


ILLUSTRATION EY FRANZ ALTSCHULER 


Не was a slender, shy, rather handsome young man with fine 
brown hair, delicate cheekbones, large, intent eyes and a sharp 

pain in the small of his back when he woke up alone on a couch in 
the parlor of a whorehouse in Rome one morning and began wondcr- 
ing who and where he was and how in the world he had ever got 
there. He had no real difficulty remembering who he was. He was 
Second Lieutenant. Edward J. Nately HI, a bomber pilot in Italy in 
World War Two, and he would be 20 years old in January, if he lived. 

Nately had always been a good kid from a Philadelphia family that 
was even better. He was always pleasant, considerate, trustworthy, 
loyal, helpful, friendly, courteous, kind, obedient, cheerful, not always 
so thrifty or wise but invariably brave, clean and reverent. He was 
without envy, malice, anger, hatred or resentment, which puzzled his 
good friend Yossarian and kept him aware of how eccentric and naive 
Nately really was and how much in need of protection by Yossarian 
ainst the wicked ways ol the world. 
Why, Nately had actually enjoyed his childhood—and was not even 
ashamed to admit it! Nately liked all his brothers and sisters and al- 

vays had, and he did not mind going home for vacations and fur- 
loughs. He got on well with his uncles and his aunts and with all his : 
first, second and third cousins, whom, of course, he numbered by the the chronicle of a brief life— 
dozens, with all the friends of the family and with just about everyone in which are included the 
else he ever met, except, possibly, the incredibly and unashamedly Á : 
depraved old man who was always in the whorchouse when Nately unpublished letters from his father, 


and Yossarian arrived and seemed to have spent his entire life living. g 
йа ашуу UM EPI e JE und ameng ep о GUB 
well mannered and well ой. He was, in fact, immensely wealthy, but f “Catch-22’s 
по one in his squadron on the island of Pianosa held his good nature edtoard nately, Killed on a 
or his good family background against hi d. in 

Nately had been taught by both parents all through childhood, pre. 20710275 mtsston to 
Jolescence and adolescence to shun and disdain “climbers, " la spezia, italy, in december 1944 
nouveaux” and "parvenus," but he had never been able to, since no 
climbers, pushers, nouveaux or parvenus had ever been allowed near 
any of the family homes in Philadelphia, Fifth Avenue, Palm Beach, З 
Bar Harbor, Southampton, Mayfair and Belgravia, the 16th arrondisse. fiction 
ment, the north of France, the south of France and all of the good 
Greek islands. To the best of his knowledge, the guest lists at all TE By JOSEPH HELLER 
places had always been composed exclusively of ladies and gentlemen 
and children of faultless dress and manners and great dignity and 
aplomb. There were always many bankers, brokers, judges, amb 
sadors and former ambassadors among them, many sportsmen, cabinet 
officials, fortune hunters and dividend-collecting widows, divorcees, 
orphans and spinsters. There were no labor leaders among them and 
no laborers, and there were never any sell-made men. There was one 
unmarried social worker, who toiled among the underprivileged for 
fun, several retired gener ad admirals who were dedicating 


S FCOND LIEDTENANT Edward J. Nately Ш was really a good kid. 


tution by destroying it and perpet 
bringing it to an end. 

‘The only one in the entire group who worked hard was Natcly's 
mother; but since she did not work hard at anything constructive, her 
reputation remained good. Nately's mother worked very hard at oper 
ing and closing the family homes in Philadclphia, Fifth Avenue, Palm 
Beach, Bar Harbor, Southampton, Mayfair and Belgravia, the 16th 
arrondissement, the north of France, the south of France and all of 
the good Greek islands, and at saleguarding the family uaditions, of 
which she had appointed herself austere custodian. 

"You must never forget who and what you are"; Nately's mother 


had begun drumming it into 
Nately's head about Natelys long 
before Nately had any idea what 
. "You are not a 
genheim, who mined copper for a 
living, nor a Vanderbilt, whose / 


ing the American. way of life by 
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fortune is descended from а common tug- 
boat captain, пог an Armour, whose 
ancestors peddled putrefying meat to the 
Union Army during the heroic 
r between the States, nor a Harriman, 
who made his money playing with choo- 
choo trains. Our family," she always de 
red with pride, “does nothing for o 
one: 

“What your 


mater means, my boy.” 
interjected father with the genial, 
rococo wit Nately found so impressive, 
that people who make new for 


are uot nearly as good as the fa 
who've los old ones. Ha, ha, hat Isn't 
that good, my dea 

"b wish you would mind your own 
business when I'm talking to the boy 
Nately's mother replied sharply to Nate- 


ies 


ly's father. 
Yes, my dear.” 

(lys mother was a stiff'necked, 

straight-backed. autocratic descendant. of 


the old New England Thoi The 


tons. 


family tree of the New England Thorn- 
tons, as she often remarked, extended 
back far past the Mayflower, almost to 


Adam himself. It was a matter of histori 
cal record that the Thorntons were line- 
al descendants of the union of John 
Alden, a climber, to Priscilla Mullins, а 
pusher. The genealogy of the Natelys was 
no less impre 
father's forebears 
sell conspicuously at the battle ol Bos 
worth Field, on the losing side. 

Mother, what is а regano?" Nately 
juired. innocendy one day while on 
holiday from Andover after an illicit 
tour through the Italian section of Phila 
delphia, before reporting to his home for 
duty. “Is it апу ely 
0 replied his mother with 
is a revolting vice 


an 


no, 
matriarchal distaste, 


lulged in by untided for in 
Taly. Don’t ever mention it again. 
Nately’s father chuckled superiorly 


when Natelys mother had gone. “You 
ake everyth 
too literally, son.” B 
wink. "Your mother is a 
woman. as you probably kno 
Is with such matters as oregano, 
she's usually full of shit. Now, I've eaten 
oregano many times, if you know what 1 
d 1 expect that you will, too, 
before you marry and settle down, The 
important thing to remember about eat 
ing oregano is never to do it with a girl 
from your own social st: Do it with 
salesgirls and waitresses, if you c 
with any of our maids, except Lili, of 
course, who, as you may have noticed, is 
something of a favorite of mine. Pm not 
sending you to women of low 1 
station out of snobbishness, but simply 
because they're so much better at it than 
the daughters and wives of our friends. 
Nurses and schoolteachers enjoy excel 
a this respect. Not a 


g your mother says 
ed with 
remarkable 
‚ш when 


mean. a 


по! 


ог 


soci 


word about thi 
course.” 


mother, of 


to your 


athe overflowed with si 
guine advice of that kind. He was a 
dapper. allable man of great polish and 
experience whom everybody bur Nately's 

respected. Nately was proud of 
father's: wisdom. and sophi 


ication: 
and the eloquent, brilliant letters. he 
received when away at school were treas 
ured сотре for those bleak and 
painful separations from his parents. 
ely’s father, on the other hand, wel 
comed these separations from hi 
with ceremonious zeal, for they gave him. 
opportunity to graceful, acs 
thetic, metaph: in which he 
took such epicur 


son 


Dear Son (he wrote when Nately was 
away at Andover): 

Don't be the first person by whom new 
things are tried and don't be the last one 
to set old ones aside, H our family wer 
exer to adopt for itself a brief топо, | 
would want it to be precisely those 
words, and not merely because 1 wrote 
them mysell. (Ha, ha, wo 
select them for the wisdom they cont 
They urge restraint, and restraint is the 
quintessence of dignity and i 
incumbent upon you as a 
ways whi 


dignity and taste are 
show. 
Today you 


re at Andover. Tomorrow 
will be elsewhere. There will be 
times in later life when you will find 
yourself with people who attended Exe- 
ter, Choate, Hotchkiss, Groton and other 
institutions of like ilk, These people will 
address you as equals and speak to you 
familiarly, as though vou share with 
them a common fund of experience. Do 
not ved, Andover is Andov 
and Exeter is not, and neither are any 
the others anything that they are not. 

Throughout lile, must always 
choose your friends as dis rely as 
you choose your clothing. and you must 
bear im mind constantly that all that 
glitters is not gold. 


you 


be dec 


vou 


Nately had hoarded these levers [rom 
his father loyally and was often tempted 
to fling their elevated contents into the 
jaded face of the hedonistic old m: 
who seemed to be in Chage of the 
whorehouse in Rome, im lordly refuta 
tion of his pernicious. unkempt immoral 
t illustration of 


what a cultivated, charming, intelligent 
and distinguished man of character such 
as his father was really like. What re 


strained Nately was а confused. and in 
timidating suspicion that the old man 
would succeed im degrading his father 
with the same noxious and convincing 
trickery with which he had succeeded 
degrad ng else Narely deemed 


ig cveryth 


holy, Nately had a la number of his 
father’s leuers to save, Following Ando. 
ver, he had moved. of course, to Harvard. 
nd his 
occasion 


L; 


Dear Son (his father w 
Don't be tlie first person by whom new 
things are tried and don't be the Last 
person to set the old things aside This 
pregnant couplet came to me з 
of the blue only a few mome 
while 1 was out on the patio list 
you Mozart darinet con- 
ceno and spreading Crosse & Blackwell 
rmalade on my Melb toast, and 1 am. 
erupting my breakfast to communi 


other and a 


cate it to you while it is still fresh in my 
mind. Write it down on your brain 
inscribe it on your heart, engrave it for 
all time on your memory centers, for the 
advice it conta 
с ever told you. 

Today you arc at Harvard, the oldest 
educational institution in the United. 
States of America, and 1 am nor certain 
if you are as properly impressed with your 
š as you should be. H. 
just a good school: Harva 
also a good place at which to get an edu- 
n. should vou decide that you do want 
m. Columbia University, New 
York University and the City College of 
New York in the city of New York are 
other good places at which to get an 
they are not good schools. 
ies such as Princeton, Yale, Dart 
mouth and bungalows in the Amherst 
Williams complex are. of course, neither 
good schools nor good places at which to 
et an education and ever to be 
compared with Harvard. 1 hope that you 
are being as choosy in choice of 
асац there аз you know 
mother and 1 would like you to be. 


s as sound as any I 


макі is 


more th: dis 


education, bu 
Univers 


ion are 


your 


nces your 


P.S. Avoid ag familiarly with 
Roman Catholics, colored people. 
Jews, regardless of how accomplished 
rich or influential their parents may be, 
though Chinese. 


associat 


nd 


P P.S. Are you р 
there? (Ha, ha, ha!) 


Nately sampled. oregaw 
freshman year with а silesgirl, a waitress. 
nurse and a schoolteacher, 
rls in Scranton, Pennsylv: 
c occasions, but his 


three 
two хера 


sne did not immunize 
ly in 
on the d 


so unrealisti 


moment he Inid сус: 


these 
(concluded on page 348) 


from 


men 


ignoring her. Apart 


EXTENSIONS OF МАМ: А NEW APPROACH TO CHRISTMAS GIVING 


‘SMELL: Left to right, top to bottom: Glass display unit, from Beylerian, $130. Goatskin telescopic cigar case, from Alfred Dunhill, 
$5, holds four cigars. Scented candles, from Jack B. Nimble, about $3 each, depending on size. Potted Norfolk pines, available 
through local florists, about $30, depending on height. Aphrodesia cologne for men, 4 ozs., and women, 3Y; ozs., by Fabergé, 
$5 each. Monsieur and Madame Rochas colognes in atomizer bottles, 4 ozs., both by Parfums Marcel Rochas, about $6 each 
Nine Flags colognes in aerosol flasks, 2% ozs., by Colton, $3.50 each. Monsieur De Givenchy eau de toilette, 15 ozs., $25, and 
Le De Givenchy perfume, 4 ozs., $110, both by Parfums Givenchy. Chiaro men's cologne, 3% ozs., $7.50, and Ritual cologne in 
atomizer bottle, 2 ozs., $6, both by Lanvin-Charles of the Ritz. Eau Sauvage cologne, 2 ozs., $7, and Dioressonce perfume spray, 
3ozs., $7.50, both by Dior Perfumes. Portable electronic air cleaner, by Scuttle, $89.95. Quart barrel of Hennessy VSOP cognac, 
from Schieffelin, $17.50. Men's body splash, 4 ozs, by Aramis, $8, and Estee perfume, 2 ozs., by Estee Lauder, $10. Braggi 
Collector's Chest of men's toiletries, including after-shaves, soap, etc., by Revion, $150. Fifth of Hennessy cognac XO, from 
Schiefielin, $25. Crystal brandy snifter, from Tablerie, $8. Ultima II Grand Collection chest for women contains assortment of 
toiletries, by Revlon, $40. Assorted pipe tobaccos, 2 ozs., by Lane, about $1 each. Ceramic incense burner, from Apropos, $110. 


KINESTHETICS: Clockwise fiom ten. Consultant golf bag of vinyl with leather trim, $100, holds set of eight irons, $210, 
and four woods, $150, all by Spalding. Paper archery target face, by Bear Archery, $1.50 for package of four. Cowhide 
soccer ball, by Spalding, $33.60. Chrome racing bike, by Witcomb of England, from Turin Bicycle Co-op, $275. Polo/hunting 
saddle, $240; English Marlborough boots, $34.95, equipped with spurs, $5.95; Boltaron polo helmet, $25.50; and wooden 
polo mallet, $6.95, all from Miller Harness. Scuba diver's knife with Solingen-steel blade, $13.95: thermo-coated air tank, 
holds one hour of ат, $102; professional-type regulator, $80: and rubber swim fins, about $11.95, depending on size, all 
by Dacor. Mark 1 underwater SubMarine gun, by Topmatic, $75. Take down bow locks together in seconds, by Bear 
Archery, $250. Four-horse outboard motor, by Kiekhaefer Mercury, $250. Italian ski racer's helmet with foam liner, by 
Jean-Claude Killy-Wolverine, $24. Stainless-steel number-28 two-speed sheet winches for sailboat, $575 each; shown 
with a chrome single-grip standard-type handle, $25, all by Barient. All-metal Sitzski comes with two short skis, features 
Mogul-Flex frame, collapses for easy storage in car's trunk, from Spectra Sports, $155. Tubular-steel badminton racquet 
with copper-plated strings, by Dayton Racquet, $25. Nylon-strung tennis racquet with aerodynamic styling, by Wilson, $48. 


SIGHT: Тор, left to right: Solid-state strobe fight, from Grand Stage Lighting, $365. Eattery-powered binoculars that can 
zoom from 7X to 15X, by Tasco Sales, $149.95, are atop an Audio Lite that operates on sound sources, by Curtis Electro 
Lighting, $49.95. “The Graphic Work of M. C. Escher,” from Meredith Press, $7.95. Column Audio Lite, by Curtis Electro 
Lighting, $49.95. Plexiglas and chrome floor lamp, by Neal Small, $110. StereaZoom 7 microscope with magnification range 
from 5X to 280X, by Bausch & Lomb, $632. Rotating mirrored ball, from Grand Stage Lighting, $60, including molor. Chrome 
cube table, from Belsire Designs, $85. Trinitron solid-state portable color TV with 12-inch screen, by Sony, $359.95. Battery 
powered zoom scope with remote-control button, by Tasco Sales, $39.95, sits atop a chrome pedestal, from Betaire Designs, 
$38. Bottom, left to right: Roberts 1000 four-track stereo and video recorder, by Roberts, $1095. Instamatic M30 super-8mm 
movie camera with f/1.9 power zoom lens, by Eastman Kodak, $103.50, including batteries, film, wrist strap, etc. “The 
International Atlas,” by Rand McNally, $29.95. Eight-inch reflector telescope, from Edmund Scientific, $277. Auto-spot one 
degree automatic exposure meter, by Minolta, $225. Bauer 16mm sound projector, from Interstate Photo Supply, $1250. 
AVC-10 sight-and-sourd intercommunications system, by Concord Communications Systems, $1600 for three-station setup. 
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TOUCH: Clockwise from 12: Muskrat parka with badger trim, by Douglas Furs, $399. Six-foot Art Decc-patterned pure-silk scarf, 
by Handcraft, $15. Scoop chair of foam with vinyl coating, $80, can be combined with contrasting ottoman, as shown, $20, 
both from D/R. Plexiglas and chrome-plated steel fireplace set that's comprised of a poker, brush and shovel comes with clear 
Lucite stand, by J. C. Christen, $190. Pigskin duffel bag with brass-colored hardware, by Gucci, $155, is on an all-wool Hermes 
blanket, imported from France, from Bonwit Teller, $45. Linen sauna towel, hand woven in Finland, is available in various sizes, 
from Averick Products, $36. Hot Comb and Hair Dryer unit, by Vornado, $17.98. Swedish-style massager straps to hand, features 
75 separate settings, by Pollenex, $39.95. Imported après-ski boots of long-haired ponyskin feature crepe soles and heels and 
fur pompons, $60, and leather ski gloves, made in France, $20, both by Jean-Claude Killy Wolverine. Doug Sanders-styled golf 
gloves of thin cabretta leather, by Promark, $5. The International, cabretta-leather gloves for ski racers, have extra padding over 
knuckles and foam-laminated silk lining, by Promark, $25. Electronic jogger comes with an easy-viewing jogmeter calibrated in 
steps per minute, from 0 to 100, by Central Quality Industries, $120, including carrying case. Wild calf slacks with wooden bul. 
tons, $115, and weol and synthetic stacks trimmed with leather. $89, including belt with an enamel buckle, both from Gucci 


INTELLECT: Clockwise from 12: Plexiglas and steel column, in limited edition of 100, measures the passage of time in squares of 
light, by Continuum, $1500. Probe board game, by Parker Brothers, $6. Roulette set in card-decorated case, from Leonard 
Dangler's International Boutique, $60. Three-dimensional cube puzzle, by Piet Hein of Denmark, $2.5. Black Plexiglas Orbita 
timepiece cube contains spots of "floating" colored light that give the time in hours, minutes and seconds, by Continuum, $600. 
Silver-plated Super Ege makes a unique conversation piece, by Parker Brothers, $7. Nevada dice-game setup, from Abercrombie 
& Fitch, $25. Transparent Celestial Globe of acrylic plasticis complete with all major stars and constellations, a six-inch earth plus 
a compass in the base for proper orientation, by Trippensee Planetarium, $99.50. Mystic Dials, a game that uses the signs of the 
Zodiac and playing cards to predict the future, by Parker Brothers, $6. “I Ching” Book of Changes, by James Leggi, from 
Occult Bookstore, $6.95. Тгусе, Foil and Venture, three new games, by 3M, $3.95 each. Digital Computer Logic, a desktop 
electronics training aid for fledgling programmers, by Correlated Educational Services, $695. Minicomputer on a pedestal can 
be used as a repository for recipes, calculates bills, has a memory cycle of 1.6 millionths of a second, by Honeywell, $10,600. 
Inner or Outer Planet Orbit Model gives position of each planet for any date to the year 2000, by Hubbard Scientific, $55. 


TASTE: Тор row, left to right: Gift box of six family-made soups, by Chalet Suzanne, $6.70; cork ice bucket, from Tablerie, 
3100; Lalique crystal caviar server, from C. D. Peacock, $285; and one-half- pound tin Beluga Malossol caviar, from Iron Gate 
Products, $37.50, are all atop teakwood folding table, from Etco, $35. Amazing Chef Outfit comes packed in a kitchen 
humidor, by Nitty Gritty Productions, $12.35. Antique saveloy warmer for poaching or steaming sausages, from Tablerie, 
$150. Six- and 15-bottle clear-plastic wine racks, from Custom Plastics, $40 and $85. Wicker wine basket, from Tablerie, 
$20, bottles not included. Jeroboam of Mumm's brut champagne, from Continental Oistributing about $92. Bottles of dry 
sherry, by Paul Masson Vineyards, about $3 each. Bottom row, left to right: Eightoon-jar wooden spice rack, by House of 
Herbs, $29.95, complete with spices. Copper cooker and warmer with brass alcohol burner, $90, holds a brass crepe pan, 
$50, both from Tablerie. Teakwood ten-bottle wine rack, from Etco, $50. Push-button blender, by Waring, 350. Espresso 
coffee, from Cook's Cupboard, $1.09, and clear coffee grinder, from Etco, $7.50. Universal electric fry pan, by GE, $24.80. 
Vertical broiler, by U.S. Pumice, $49.95. Milk-glass decanters, from Leonard Oangler's International Boutique, 
$4 each. Filets mignons, from Pfaelzer Bros., $36 for 16, are atop ovenproof Armetale platter, from Tablerie, $55. 


PLAYBOY'S editors are all up at the North 
Pole preparing the gala holiday issue in 
which these words appear. Or at least 
that’s where they said they were going 
when they left here last Friday afternoon. 
On their way out the door, they gave me 
your letter. “See what you can do about 
aswering this." they said—and away they 
c the down of a thistle. 

Il me the truth, is there a 
s?” you ask. Honesty compels 
me to begin by saying that that is a very 
illy question this year, Virgini 
than it was in 1897, or even 

Personally, 1 have always been under 
the impression that there is a Santa Claus 
From the time the department stores 
break out their wreaths and tinsel, along 
about Halloween, it seems that just 
every fourth person. you see on the street 
is dressed up to look like Santa. Which 
one is the real Santa I do not know, be 
se they are usually busy ringing bells 
nd I'm usually in too much of а hurry 
to stop and ask. But, considering the kind 
of press that Santa has been getting re- 
cently, that's probably just as well. 

‘The Christmas before last, for instance, 
somebody who looked exactly like 
held up a bank in Grant, Michi 
. with a loaded shotgun. And a few 
days later, in Brooklyn, New York, an- 
other Santa was caught lurking in a dark 
hallway with a sack containing two bags 
of heroin and "a sharp linoleum knife” 
-neither of which impressed the fuzz as 
being the kind of gift little boys and girls 
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ca 


would ask for. But, being somewhat 1 
r with the neighborhood. | don't 
now how they could be so sure. If I 


were Santa, 1 wouldn't think of venturing 
through there at night with nothing but 
dolls and little toy trucks. They'd push 
you down an air shaft and beat you when 
you screamed. 
A few Christmases ago, in Asbury Park, 
New Jersey, а departmencstore Santa was 
nabbed on a shoplifting charge. The fol 
lowing year. "the ofhcially appointed 
a Claus" of Uberlandia, Brazil 
resed for subversive activities and 
charged with being the leader of a guer 


was 


And, in 1968, an “irate 
Camden, New Jersey, charged 
th Santa 


scene remark" to his five 
old son in а telephone conversation, 
“the youngster had relayed to Santa 
mied for Christmas. 

not tell you what 
hough 1 am sure that you 
as curious as I am to know 
rk is worth a quarter 
ks. It would make us feel 


are every bi 
what obscene re 
of a million 
ich just to say 
If one of these naughty Santas 
real Santa, do you know which 
the naughty Santas | wish he was? 1 
wish he was the shoplifting Santa in As 
194 bury Park, because he managed to beat 


was Ше 
one of 


SANTA CONFIDENTIAL (continued from page 163) 


the rap by returning all the stuff he had 
glommed, which was making funny lumps 
in pockets. The department store 
withdrew its charges, "in the spirit of the 
Christmas season.” Otherwise, Santa might 
have done a stretch of 1000 years—nay, 
10,000 times 10,000 years, if Í know As- 
bury Park, New Jersey. 

Unfortunately for those of us who be 
lieve in Santa Claus, 1969 has been the 
of all, Virginia. This was the 
nt Nicholas—along with 
alentine, Saint Vitus, Saint Pat- 
Christopher, Saint. Respicious 
and Saint Numpha- removed from 
the list of saints "whose feast d 
celebrated by the whole Church." 
Nicholas’ case, the celebration 
considered "optional," since he is among 
some 46 saints whose very existence is 
said to be cast in doubt by "grave histor- 
ical difficulties" though. 1 can't for the 
life of me imagine what the difficulties 
might be. 

For centuries, Saint Nicholas has been 
known and venerated as the patron saint 
of schoolboys, virgins, pawnbrokers, pi- 
rates, thieves, brewers, pilgrims, fisher- 
coopers, chandlers, sawyers, dyers, 


turners, butchers, packers and haberdash- 
ng an equally lengthy period of 
пе, he has also been rdian saint 


Amiens, Corfu, Poitou, Bari, 
ly, Russia, Austria, Belgium, 
Norway and Greece; 
fo on their chosen saint 
just the other 
nce, that the Asso- 
ated Press hotlined a dispatch from 
Demre, Turkey, that made the Saint 
Nicholas story a news break in papers 
over America 

EAL SANTA CLAUS FOURTH CENTURY 
wisHOP" was the way one editor capsul 
ized the glad tidings, in a head 
ng with all the staccato excitement of 
stop-the-presses situ the city 
тоот. "Few persons know that Santa 
Claus came originally from Turkey," the 
story began. "Born in the Fourth Centu- 
ry in the Anatoli n of Patras, Saint 
Nicholas as the Bishop of Myra won 
fame for his generosity, love of people 
and charity. Saint Nicholas—or Noel 


he is known by the Turks— 
irgins for 


ne the patron saint of 
poor and. unmarried girls obi 
dowries, and of sailors for his aid to sea- 
men. Pirates суеп respected him for his 
good tips on weather.” 

Shocking as this alleged link with the 
seagoing mafiosi may sound, Virginia, 1 
am sure that Saint Nicholas picked and 
chose his pirates very carefully and gave 
weather tips only to good pirates, who 
robbed from the rich and gave to the 
poor. He never, never divulged any 
formation concerning the temperature, 
humidity and barometric pressure to ill 
nnered, selfish pirates, who robbed 


from the rich and kept all the booty for 
themselves. Because if he had, the A.P. 
n in Demre, Turkey, most certainly 
would have reported it. 
Saint Nicholas is associated with 
Christmas because the fest 
Nicholas Day, 
sixth, used to extend ипи umastime 
nd were so popular that finally the two 
were incorporated into one—making Saint 
Nicholas the symbol of Chrismas,” the 
story concluded. “The Saint Nicholas Fes 
tiv 
with Dutch emigrants, and Saint Nicho- 
las name was corrupted to Santa Clau: 
In checking this out, Virginia, 1 have 
found that the facts jibe pretty well 
the background story on Saint Nick filed 
by Jacobus de Voragine in the 13th Cen 
ng im The Golden Legend, 
wowed that Noel Baba was, in 
im Patras of "rich and holy 
ng to the 1891 edition of the 
Encyclopaedia. Britannica, we find that 
Noel Baba was “given to his parents in 
answer to their prayers. From his earliest 
a ignally displayed the piety 
ole life was remarkable, 
on Wednesdays and Fridays regularly 
refusing to receive nourishment from his 
nurse except once only, and that after 
sunset.” 
No. 1 
the time, Virgi 


al found its way into the United States 


don't know how old he was at 
But 1 don't th 


learn to distinguish the d 
by the time they're three or four. Nor do 
I know why he insisted upon waiting 
until after sunset. But ] sure you 
that it was 
momma were having people 
snickysnacks and n 
While still a youth," the Britannica 
continues, "he was deprived of his par 
ents, and the wealth that he thus carly 
nherited he forthwith distributed to the 
poor. To this period belongs what may 
be called the characteristic deed of his 
fe—his secret bestowal of dowries upon 
the three daughters of a citizen fallen 
мо poverty, who, unable to provide fit 
ges for them, was minded to 
them up to a life of shame, 

Ww hat kind of life is that? Busy, Vir- 
busy. But that is not impor- 
t to what actually happened. What 
happened was that Nocl Baba threw a 
of gold in the poor man's window 
each time one ol his daughters needed a 
dowry in order to get married. The three 
s of gold became the symbol of Saint 
Nicholas and, as some people believe, 
were later adopted by pawnbrokers as a 
sign to hang in front of their shops. 


for 


Be that as it may, it was from gifting 
h bags of gold 


the dowerless maidens w 
that Noel Baba came to be associated 
with the jolly old custom of giving 
Christmas presents and the even jollier 
custom of throwing presents at people— 

(continued on page 330) 
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SANTA CONFIDENTIAL (continued from page | 


PLAYROY'S editors аге all up at the North 
Pole preparing the gala holiday issue in 
which these words appear. Or at least 
that’s where they said they were going 
when they left here last Friday afternoon. 
On their way out the door, they gave me 
your letter. "See what you can do about 
answering this," they said —and away they 
all flew like the down of a thistle, 

“Please tell me the truth, is there a 
Santa Claus?" you ask. Honesty compels 
me to begin by saying that that is a very 
ifly question this year, Virginia. More so 
than it was in 1897, or even in 1968. 

Personally, 1 have always been under 

the impression that there is a Santa Claus. 
From the time the department stores 
break out their wreaths and tinsel, along 
about Hallowecn, it seems that just about 
every fourth person you see on the street 
is dressed up to look like Santa. Which 
опе is the real ta 1 do not know, be- 
cause they are usually busy ringing bells 
and I'm usually in too much of a hurry 
to stop and ask. But, considering the kind 
of press that Santa has been getting re- 
cenily, that’s probably just as well. 
“Ihe Christmas betore last, for instance, 
mebody who looked exactly like Santa 
held up a bank in Grant, Michi- 
вап, a loaded shotgun. And a few 
days later, їп Brooklyn, New York, an- 
other Santa was caught lurking in a dark 
hallway with a sack containing two bags 
of heroin and "a sharp linoleum knife" 
ther of which impressed the fuzz as 
being the kind of gift little boys and girls 
would ask for. But, being somewhat fa- 
miliar with the neighborhood, 1 don't 
know how they could be so sure. If I 
were Santa, I wouldn't think of v E 
through there at night with nothing but 
dolls and little toy trucks. They'd push 
you down an air shaft and beat you when 
you screamed. 

A few Christmases ago, in Asbury Park, 
New Jersey, a department-store 
nabbed on a shoplifting charge. The fol- 
lowing year, “the officially appointed 
Claus" of Uberlandi; d 
‘arrested for subvei 

ith being the leader of a 
And, in 1968, an “irate 
amden, New Jersey, charged 
in a $250,000 damage suit that Santa 
uttered an “obscene remark" to his five 
year-old son in a telephone convers: 
alter “the youngster had rel 
what he wanted for Christmas. 
ginia, 1 cannot tell you what 
— though 1 am sure that you 
are every bit as curious as І am to know 
what obscene remark is worth a quarter 
of a million bucks. It would make us feel 
rich just to say it. 

If one of these naughty Santas was the 
real Santa, do you know which one of 
the naughty Santas I wish he was? I 
as the shoplifting Santa in As 
, because he managed to beat 


the rap by returning 4 
glommed, which was m 
in his pockets The, 
withdrew its charges, 'Í 
Christmas season." Oli 
have done a stretch o| 
10,000 times 10,000 у 
bury Park, New Jerse 
U ately for d 
lieve in Santa Claus, | 
worst year of all, Vir 
at Saint Nid 


and Saint Numpha— 


the list of saints “whl 
celebrated by the wholé 

icholos case, the cel 
considered "optional," 
some 46 saints whose 
said to be cast їп douh 
ical difficulties" thou] 
life of me imagine wl 
might be. 

For centuries, Saint 
known and venerated 2 
of schoolboys, virgins, | 
rates, thieves, brewers 
men, coopers, chandle 
turners, butchers, р: 
ers. During an equ 
time, he has also bei 
of Venice, Amiens, Cc 
Naples, Sicily, Rusia, | 
France, Germany, Noi 
nd historical info on | 
is not lacking. It wa 
Chrisumas, for instanc 
ciated Press hi 
Demre, Turkey, tha 
Nicholas story a news Ё 
over. America. | 

"RE, SANTA CLAUS 
nistor” was the way € 
ized the glad tidings, i 
ding with all the stacé 
a stopthepreses situ; 
room. "Few persons 
Claus came originally { 
story began. “Born in | 
ry in the Anatolian tov 
Nicholas as the 


became the patron saj 
helping poor and unm 


alle 
seagoing mafiosi may š 
am sure that Saint Nit 
chose his pirates very € 
weather tips only to £ 
robbed from the richi 
poor. He never, never 
ion concerning 

y and barometi 
mannered, selfish pirg 


Le EVERYONE ELSE who listened to radio or 
bought records in the Thirties, I was firmly 
convinced that there had never been nor ever 
would be singers to compare with the great 
crooners of the day—Bing Crosby, Russ Colombo 
and, the greatest of them all, in my opinion, Mr. 
Rudy Vallee. Backed by the big bands of the day, 
they generated the same kind of public excite- 
ment and, in Mr. Vallee's case, the frenzied hys- 
teria we usually associate with the best rock 
groups of the present. But with the beginning of 
the Fifties, 1 suddenly discovered that the art of 
popular crooning had begun at least 20 years be- 
fore Rudy Vallee first picked up a megaphone 
and that I had been missing out on the fabulous 
stars of vaudeville who'd taken America by the 
ears at the turn of the century and forced it to 
sit up and listen, Of course, most of them are 
forgotten today, but their greatness lives on in 
the recorded music they left behind and in the 
influence they had on the more memorable 
Thirties. 

I was working at the Page Three, a night club 
in New York City, when I made that discovery— 
it was 1950. A friend played a record for me by 
Billy Murray—a terrific comic singer whose ca- 
reer ended in the mid-Twenties—and I instantly 
knew that I was on to something. There was a 
magazine published at the time called Record 
Changer that consisted mainly of lists of old 78s 
that were being auctioned by their owners. The 
readers would send in their bids and at the end of 
the month, the record went to the highest bidder. 
Well, 1 was so impressed with the old music I 
was starting to hear that I bid five or six dollars, 
just to make sure I got the ones I wanted. ‘That 
must have been a lot of money, because I started 
getting answers from the magazine well before 
the end of the month. 

Record Changer also carried commercial ad- 
vertising and one ad, in particular, happened to 
catch my eye. It was placed by Mr. Jacob Schnei- 
der, who owned a music store near the Coliseum 
in New York; and when I went down there, I 
found that this was not only a music store but 
the most fantastic music store in the world. Mr. 
Schneider had any record you could possibly want 
and could tell you when it was recorded, on what 
label and how many copies he had in stock. But 
they were expensive. Original Brunswick discs 
cost five dollars each (Mr. Crosby’s records cost 
up to $25 today) and so did the old Columbias 
and Edisons. And you couldn't bargain with Mr. 
Schneider, either. He was a very nice man, but if 
you asked him to sell you a record for less, he'd 
kick you right out of the store. However, I did 
go back to see him after I made the grade and he 
really surprised me. “Tiny Tim,” he said, “I know 
I used to charge you five dollars when you were 
broke, but now that you're wealthy, I'm only go- 
ing to charge you two fifty.” I still haven't figured 
that out. 

I also used to buy records from the Merit Music 
Shop. One day, the owner, Mr. Meltzer, started 
showing me tons and (continued on page 204) 


ILLUSTRATION BY ED AITCHISON 


‘Evidently, you're not the little boy 
who wrole that he wasn't getting anything.” "Two number-three Christmas dinners... 


Choice 


Cartoons 
from 
Yuletides 
past 


a brimming sleighful 
of good cheer 


from a 
decade of playboy 


‘Do you have апу games that can be played in bed 
by hwo or more consenting adults?” 


“And yel, Kitty, “Go find your own corner!” 
in many, many ways, lm very, very poor. 


2m 
Питр 


ou've got to hand it to Broo! 


“Sexy little broad, my wife, eh, V. W. ?" 
* d when it comes to holiday sale: 


"Why can't he just go out and r 
buy some Christmas cards? “What happens if I have an elf or something?” 


P avi. 
Pian vps] 


“Either of you gentlemen care for something “I am the ghost of Christmas past.” 
to nibble on?” сч 


“Gee whillikers, 1 guess Гое gol just about 
the swellest mom und dad. in the whole world!" 


“We're just helping out during the holiday 
vacation to pick up a little extra Christinas money. 


the mistletoe was imported from France, 
was a slight difference in the tradition.” 


‘ong, Mother? 


“Goodness, I feel like an interoffice memo." Where did ane боштонд 
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THE GREAT CROONERS 


tons of new shellacs and by the time 1 
picked the ones 1 wanted, the bill came 
10 5175. The only trouble was that 1 was 
just $40 а week. 

But Mr. Melucr wa 


е, 


only $40 а week, so ji 
you pay it olf.” 


prayed that one horse would come in. I 
must not be much of a gambler, because 
for the next nine weeks, Í was giving M 
Melver half my pay. 

What records was I buying? Were they 
really worth the money? Well, you've got 
10 hear not only the great crooners but 
pioneers such as Byron G. Harlan, Henry 
Burr, Arthur Fields, Irving Kaufman 
and Billy Murray to understand just how 
much they were worth to me, I sing 
many of their songs, but 1 can't really 
nitate them and 1 don't even try. Is 
enough for me just to feel their spirits as 

ing: to know that even though most of 
пе gone now, I can still share 
thing with them. After all, even as a 
child, 1 used to get a thrill just watching 
the shellac records spinning around on 
the turntable. I'd press my nose to the 
bel and it was like magic to me, I 
ually felt as if 1 was living in the 
rooves- and. [ really haven't ch 
all. Even пом, when | get a big box of 
records, | drag them to my room, close the 
door, wind up my 1909 Victor phono- 
ph (t cow $150 at Music Man Mur- 
rays in Hollywood) and listen to them 
straight through. Maybe I'm a living ghost 
of the past, but it’s more than just singing 
to me. 1 go into a trance and usually end 
up sitting there in my room with my 
ad lodged inside the horn of my record 
player. 

It’s like be 
starı imagini 


le a time machine. I 
1 сап step out into 


g thi 


the street and still see horse-drawn trol- 
leys rol 


g down Broadway. Model A 
g along Central Park West, 
tors dressed as doughboys in jodhpurs 
nd puttecs recruiting men to fight the 
Kaiser, angry drunks pounding on the 
doors of the эр 


casies, and charleston 
contesis and Wall Street suicides and 
mobs of screaming women lining thc 
streets, hoping to cuch a glimpse of Rudy 
outside the Brooklyn Ps 
And all through those years— 
al bouncing ball--popular 
v, improved, regressed, pro. 
gresed, rose and fell with the changing 
times and tastes of the public, making 
superstars out of unknowns and forgot- 
ten relics out of superstars. 

What started the ball rolling in the 
first. place was a patent filed in December 
1877 by Mr. Thomas Alva Edison. The 
fit reco made on cylinder 
rolls. There were no tubes to burn out 


ount 


music 


s were 


«сотней from page 1m 


d no heat to warp the records. АШ you 
had to do was wind up the phonograph 
and keep a pack of needles on hand, to 
age them when they wore out. But by 
1902, Hat disc records had been invented 
and, even though they were a quarter of 
inch thick, they were much easier to 
distribute and store than the cylinders 
had been. To h sound comi 
of a box or a horn must have bee 


an 
amazing novelty t0 the people in those 


days, and tlie е 


tire music industry really 
flourished. Records cost from 50. cents 
to 5125 and cach company published 
catalogs of current. selections. that could 
be delivered by mail anywhere in the 
ry. Besides the phonog 
had a piano 
music sales was just as im- 
portant as that Irom records. 

Because it was such big business, music 
publishers were constantly besieged by 
composers and song pluggers hoping to 
peddle their tunes, and the popular sing- 
and received fortune 
in bribes just to inwoduce new numbers 
to the public. Song pluggers frequently 
ed bizarre publicity stunts, literally 
shouting their songs from the rooftops, 
and one even went so far as to rent a big 
horse-draw that he drove through 
the streets with a band on board to p 
the song he was trying to sell. But it 
worked. Every dime store had a p 
in its music department and ейі 
customer or a. professional demonstrator 
could play the song before the music w; 
bou; ind the sheets sold like hot cakes 
at ten cents each. 

But the records—oh, the records, To- 
if à group or a singer puts out three 
albums a year, you'd call that prolific. 
But in the pioneer days of the business, 
1902-1925, a singer would often record 
two or three songs a day; and since the 


e bandlead 


ма 


contracts were very short, he'd be work- 
ing on as many as five or six different 
labels. Not only that but many of the 


greats recorded under countless pseudo- 
nyms and, even during the height of their 
careers, they had no reservations about 
singing in trios, quartets or even choruses 
—as long as they were paid, of course. 
For all these reasons, it’s no surprise that 
some of the most celebrated singers, such 
as Henry Burr or Arthur Fields, per- 
formed on several thousand shellacs, and 
1's impossible today to get accurate to 
tals of dhe 


—a portly, well groomed, 
Englisl-banker type—is the perfect ex- 
ample. He recorded оп Victor, Colum- 
and countless independent. labels as 
Henry Burr, Irving Gillette and Harry 
McClaskey (his real name), He also ге 
corded ducts with more than 50 partners 
and was а member of the Columbia Stel 
lar Quartet, the Lyric Trio, the Metro 


politan Trio, the Sterling Trio and the 
famed Peerless Quartet, which in 1915 
gave the world a song titled Cows Мау 
Come and Cows May Go, but the Bull 
Goes on Forever. Adding all these collab- 
orations to his solo work, 1 would pu 
that Henry Burr performed on approxi 
mately 50,000 records from 1902 to 1930. 
That may be hard to believe, but don't 
forget that this m as one of the most 
popular singers of the d 

As far as I'm concerned, 1 would del 
initely include him among the earliest 
crooners, The sentimental nature of many 
of his songs and the sighing, almost 
ying quality in his voice made him 
а tremendous hit with every mother in 


the country. Recording such songs as 
Beautiful Ohio and Mother (CM is for 
the million things you gave me . . 7) 


he curied the mal-balladl uadi- 
tion of the 1890s into this century, until 
it was finally overshadowed by the dance 
crazes and ragtime that grew steadily in 
popularity from 1910 to 1920. App: 
ly, those ballads were too slow and too 
maudlin for a faster-paced America, but 
I think they're well wo membering 


If she was what she was when she 
паз sixteen, 

You'd find her again on the old 
village green. 

She's not what she was and the rea- 
son is plain, 

Instead of the straight road she took 
ifie wrong lane. 

The world may reply with its scorn 
and complaints, 

If there were no sinners, the: 
never be saints; 

So lift her up gently and help her 


yd 


go clean 
Like she wus when she was sixteen. 


Со COPYRIGHT RENEWED REPRINTED m 


Another of the carly crooners was By 
ron G. Harlan, who began record 
cylinder rolls in the 18905 and was onc 
of the first singers to be heard on disc 
records. He was better known as a rural 
and blacklacecomic singer, but Ive al 
ways been more impressed by his ballads, 
which is why 1 list him as а cooner 
School Days was one of the songs he 
made famous on records and Гш sure 
people will never stop singing such other 
Byron G. Harlan hits as Farewell, My 
Nellie Darling, Sweet Kathleen, In the 
Shade of the Old Apple Tree and They 
Called Her Frivolous Sal. 1 didn't re 
t to leel the spirit of Mr. Hark 

inging his songs as if I had no 
but once 1 did that, 1 was able to 
ng him to lile within 
t toothless, quavering sound on School 
Days, Га pictured him il old n 
a picture of him, I 
as а litle more 
50 pounds more. But 
vs favorite wl 


Is 


en һе 
(continued on page 351) 


sugar and clay 


article By SUGAR RAY ROBINSON the world’s greatest fighter, pound for pound, pulls no punches in 
recounting his involvement with the irrepressible young muhammad—to whom has come a mountain of abuse 


ах тик EARLY WEEKS of 1061, Cassius Clay 
was Dragging that he was “The Greatest,” 
that he was going to dethrone Sonny Lis 
ton as the world heavyweight: champion 
in their title bout February 25 at Miami 
Beach 

Not many people took Cassius serious 
ly. but 1 did 

His big talk was an act. but his ability 
wasn't, P had been following his career 


ever since the summer day in 1960 when 
1 dove up in front of my cale a 
Jean, muscular. handsome t 
over and shyly stared at me. 
"Mr. Robinson?" | 
“Yeah, kid, that's m 
Mr. Robinson. you don't know m 
Tm on my way over to Rome.” 
Thats a пісе place.” 
g there for the Olympics,” he 


said. “I'm on the 
boxing team. 1 
pic gold medal. 
Good Tuck,” E said 
“My name is Cassius. Marcellus Clay,” 
he said. 


ited States Olympic 
n going to win an Olym- 


"Cassius wh 
"Cassius Marcellus Clay the Second." he 


said. “Tm from Louisville. Kentucky. I'm 
the Golden Gloves champ and the 
А. ALU You're my idol. Mr 
Robins: ¢ greatest. fighter." 


And when 1 turn pro alter the Olym- 
he said, “1 want you to be my 


Us very though:ful of you," 1 
said, “bu 
“You're the gremesi fighter and if 


you're my manager, youll teach me all 


your wicks. That's why T had t0 sce you 

before 1 went to Rome, to get it all set 

Гуе been waiting here three hours 
“Three hours, just to see me? 
“Thats right, Mr. Robinson, 


I want 
you to be my manager.” 

“But that’s impossible.” 

“Not now,” he said. After the Olym. 
pics when Um ab'e to turn pro.” 

"No, vou don't u < 

"Understand wh: 

“Thar E can't manage you. Em still а 
fighter mysell. That's a fulltime thing. I 
«ош possibly be fighting myself and 
m ing vou ar th ч 


"Oh 


he said, sadly 
“Fm sure уоште a good fighter,” 1 
said, trying to cheer him up, "but as 
long as Pm a fighter myself, [wouldn't 
be able io (continued on page 303) 
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a year of confrontation between the star establishment and the upsurgent new screen generation 


article By ARTHUR KNIGHT and HOLLIS ALPERT now Necessary ARE STARS to the movies of today? ‘That 
question, once considered self-evident, is being increasingly pondered by the higher echelons of Hollywood, where 
computers are sometimes employed to give rcad-outs on a picture's financial chances when buttressed by the more 
expensive star names, What has proved a puzzlement to both human and mechanical brains, however, is how often 
these d. 


ys the supposedly dependable stars are failing to steer their vehicles into the black. Why pay Elizabeth 
Taylor, Richard Burton, Julie Andrews, Marlon Brando, Rex Harrison and a good many other seemingly impreg 
nable names their enormous salaries if the public no longer rushes to patronize their pictures? Even more discon 


€ its own stars. Who had ever 
heard of Dustin Hoflman before The Graduate, or of Jon Voight before Midnight Cowboy, or of Ali MacGraw be- 


certing, from an executive point of view, is the public's increasing tendency to cr 


fore Goodbye, Columbus? And vet they emerged, without question, as the sex stars—even the superstars—ol 1969 
What these new stars rellect, of course, is the new, youthful 


idience that is finding the movies its most relevant 
| congenial art form. Industry statistics, developed by the Motion Picture Association of Апи 
lished that almost 50 percent of those in the h e between the ages of 18 a 


ica, have estab- 
nd 94, while 


bit of attending movies tod, 
something like 80 percent of these who see movies more than once a y 


ir are under 30. As communications experts 
tirelessly point out, this is a postliterate, visually oriented generation, so conditioned by having spent more of their 
immature hours in front of television sets than at their schoolbooks. This is also, it might be added, an aural gener 
ation. Records, radio, discothéques, Tolk and rock concerts have literally affected their ears—adversely, claim scien 
rious rock sessions. And it is a drug 


to mind-bending visions that come from pot, LSD and other hallucinogens 


tists who have measured distinctly harmful decibel levels at v 


eration, attuned 


Where, for such a turned-on audience, are the stars of yesteryear? Where 


re the Cary Grants, the Jimmy Stew 
ts, the Doris Days, even the Rock Hudsons? They are precisely where you might expect them to be 
their thing of 20 or 30 years ago—but now on Monday Night at the Movies or The Late, Late Sho 


still doing, 
And, relaxed 
1 screens throughout the nation are those same hordes of aging fans who 
used to queue up for the same films when first they played the theaters, Only rarely now do they venture Irom their 
casy chairs to see a movie—and then, presumably, it’s to catch the latest vehicle of such perdurable personalities as 
John Wayne or Katharine Hepburn. After which, no doubt, they hasten back to their ‘TV sets and to a time when 
both they and their favorites were young and beautiful. 

Obviously, these stars of the past hi 
active. Symptomatic 


in a muzzy nostalgia before millions of sm; 


ve little to say 10 today's young people, even though they may still be 
lly, while kids are still pinning up posters of M 


ndo, it is the 19: 


{model Brando of 
The Wild One, in leather—Brando as the prototype of the motorcycle-gang leader— 


ather than the puffer, more 


ADING LADIES: As the decade ends, extravaganily endowed Raquel Welch appears well on her way to becoming a super 


star. Physical qualifications assured, Raquel served notice that she was ready for challenging roles—and provided one of the 
film industry's biggest surprises of 1969—by signing 10 play Ihe sex-switching heroine) of Gore Vidal's best-selling “Myra 
Breckinridge.” Among other ascendants this past year were blonde Fayr Dunaway (lop center), wha emerged from obscurity 
in “Bonnie and Clyde," then solidified her claim to stardom opposite Si IcQueen in “The Thomas Crown Affair”; Кай 
arine Ross (top right), who flouted convention in “The Graduate” and again in “Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid 
girlish Mia Farrow, whose popularity doesn't depend on screen credits alone but who began (o realize her potential in “Rose 
marys Baby,” then accepted an even more provocative role as Dustin Hoffman's anonymous pickup in “John & Mary 


and Britain's versatile Susannah York, who turned on audiences—and a Lesbian suitor—in "The Killing of Sister George 


establishmentarian Brando of today. And 
while there is still a charisma about 
Humphrey Bogart, whose films remain in 
constant and successful revival some doz 
years after his death, it is undoubted 
ty with which the 


& 
ly the bedrock integ 
Bogart character flouted authority and 
dehed convention that has generated this 
admiration and identification. One is 
tempted, in fact, to find parallels in the 
current enthusiasm for old W. C. Fields 
movies: Both off screen and on, Fields 
epitomized the cophating, anti-estab. 
lishment loner with a snarling disregard 
for either respectability or the respected 

Beyond these venerated relics, how 
ever, it would be difficult to single out 
the stars of another generation who have 
retained their appeal for youth. The fact 
is that youth today doesn’t scek out stars 
and, on occasion 


it seeks out movies. 


makes stars of those fortunate enough to 
be appearing in them. In a sense, 17 
vearold Olivia Hussey and 19-year-old 
| Whiting have become stars 


Le 
since playing Shakespeare's star-crossed 
lovers in Franco Zelluclli's production of 
Romeo and Juliet, But the point is that 
before then, no one had ever heard of 
them—not even Zeffirelli. Equally suc 
cessful with young people in 1969 was 
Lindsay Anderson's // ; in this case, 
so unknown was every member of the 
east thar all bur one remained unknown 
claim. Indica 


even after the picture 


lifference to 


tive of this generation's 
star names (text continued on page 212) 


CLASS OF °69: The year’s most prom 
inent actress was the unpredictable 
Vanessa Redgrave (above left), whose 
real-life amorous adventures called to 
mind Isadora Duncan, the wayward 
apostle of modern dance whose capri 
cious—and tragic—lije she portrayed in 
The Loves of Isadora” Below left 
Young Pamela Franklin, one of the new 
comers to shine in 1969, permitted. an 


artist to limn her charms in “The Prime 
of Miss Jean Brodie.” Opposite page, 
clockwise from top lejt: Like Vanessa, 
France's Catherine Deneuve scored cine 
matic success ("Belle de Jour") despite 


disavowals of any appetite for slardom; 
and her private life was no less hedonis 
tically unconventional. Leser female 
stars with positive prospects were Joanna 
Shimkus, who rescued and vomanced 
he Lost Man"; Ali 
MacGraw, who made her mark as the sub 
urban heroine of “Goodbye, Columbus"; 
Peter Sellers’ ex-wife Britt Ekland, who 
began to establish herself with “The 
Night They Raided Minsky's” and "Sti 
letto”; Leigh TaylorYoung, who turned 
on Sellers—both ways—in “I Love You, 
Mice B. Toklas"; and Jacqueline Bisset, 
who initiated a curious adolescent to 


Sidney Poitier in 


the marvels of sex in “The First Time” 
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THE BIG THRE 
already imposing careers in. 1969 were (from top) Paul 


: Male superstars who advanced. their 


Newman, who added to his laurels by directing “Rachel, 
Rachel”; Sidney Poitier, whose image grew blacker—and 
and Steve McQueen, 


more violent—as "The Lost Man 


who thrilled theatergoers as the hard-driving “Bullitt.” 


DYNAMIC DUO: As Hollywood enters the Seventies, no actor 
has better reason to smile than Dustin Hoffman (above), whose 
understated performance in “The Graduate” made him one of 


the younger generation's heroes—and boosted his fee from 
$17,000 to $256,000 for “Midnight Cowboy"—which, in turn, 
made an overnight idol of Hoffman's co-star, Jon Voight (below). 


TALE CALL: Among the masculine actors currently coming on strong are Richard Harris (above left), who bared his flanks in 
1 Man Called Horse"; Peter Fonda (top center), who captured the youth market in “Easy Rider"; Clint Eastwood (top right), 


tho became a hot property in Hollywood after a series of Halian-made “spaghetti Westerns”; and Christopher Jones (above 


nter), who serviced a trio of sexually voracious coeds in “Three in the Attic.” 


{1 year’s end, Warren Beatty (above right) 
adn't followed up the success of “Bonnie and Clyde.” Below, from left: Three top leading men were “De ҳаде" Keir Dulle 


Heironymus Merkin's" Anthony Newley; and Omar Sharif, whose box-office potency remained high in а variety of roles 


CRAY EMINENC 
the winds of change but still maintained their stature in 1969 were John 
Wayne, who showed in “True Grit" that he was sufficiently secure as a cul- 
ture hero to satirize himself, and Dean Martin, whose ribald Matt Helm films 


Two long-established stars who refused to bend under 


continued to draw appreciative audiences. Marcello Mastroianni, Robert 
Mitchum and Anthony Quinn (below) lost a few fans but no acting skills 


is the relatively cool reception accorded 
such top rock and folk-rock favorites as 
Bob Dylan, Sonny and Спе and Arlo 
Guthrie when they turned up on the 
screen during the past year. The kids were 
cheerfully willing to cndure the discom- 
Torts of the damned to catch their record 
favorites in festivals at Monterey, New- 
‚ but they 


port or Woodstock, New Yor 
wanted them in their own setting and 
with the electricity of personal contact 
(and hyperamplified sound), not in the 

moviehouse 


ess of a 


impersonal semidar 
But if stars are out for this 
ence, film is definitely in. What kind of 
film? A Fordham professor, the Reverend 
Anthony Schillaci, put his finger on it 
igo, in the Saturday 


new audi 


when he wrote a y 
Review: “I we're looking for the young 
audience .. . we will find they're on a trip. 
whether in a Yellow Submarine or on a 
Space Odyssey. A brief prayer muttered 
for Rosemary's Baby and they're care 
ing down a dirt road with Bonnie and 
Clyde, the exhaust spitting banjo sounds, 
or sitting next to The Graduate as he 
races across the Bay Bridge after his love 
‘The company they keep is fast; Belle de 
Jour, Petulia and Joanna are not ex 
actly a sedentary crowd. Hyped up on 
large doses of Rowan and Martin's Laugh 
In and Mission: Impossible, they are 
ready for anything that an evolving film 
idiom can throw on the screen. And what 
moves them must have the pace, novelty 


style and spontaneity of a television com 
mercial.” Today's trend, as Schillaci went 
on to note, tends to leave story line and 
character development “strewn along the 
highway of film history like the corpses 

a Godard’s Weekend. Young people 
turn то film for а time-space environ 
ment in which beautiful things happen 
to them." 

Exemplifying this new trend is Stanley 
Kubrick's costly 2001: A Space Odyssey, 
which MGM executives freely admit was 
snatched from the jaws of disaster only 
when the young audiences discovered it. 
Oldsers complained of its meandering 


script; critics worried about its being all 
space hardware, with characters who 
were themselves little more than automa 
tons, But the youngsters dug it: they 
knew what it was really about and de- 


lighted in its fantastic visual imagery 
They did not come out talking about 
Keir Dullea and Gary Lockwood, how 
ever, the two intrepid spacemen of 2001: 
for them, the hero was Hal, the de 
ranged computer. For them, the mesage 
and the medium were intertwined in one 
beautiful trip—a trip that many pro- 
longed with pills or pot surreptiriously 
ingested in the balcony. 

Paradoxically, in 1969, s 


prices rose 
higher than ever. The $1,000,000-per-pic- 
ture level established by Elizabeth Tay- 
lor a few years back has been breached 
time and again—currently by Paul New- 
man, Sidney Poitier and Steve McQueen 
each of (text continued on page 217) 


GOING BUT NOT сом 
Bardot (above) and Kim. Novak (below 
shde, slowly but surely, from their respective pinnacle 
Both, however, continued to make films; both retained 
their beauty; and both had progressed substantially as 
actresses since they first made their reputations. Brigitte 
starved in her first TV special and also debuted in the 
nude for PLAYBOY in April 1969. But she and Kim, once 
symbols of sexual freedom, are being crowded out of the 
spotlight by a galaxy of younger stars—products of a 
sociosexual revolution that both helped inaugurate 


Veteran sex stars Brigitte 
continued to 


TRIED AND TRUE: Sustaining a high level of professional com 
petence and undiminished sexuality are such troupers as Joan 
Collins (top), who played opposite her real-life spouse, Anthony 
Newley, in “Heironymus Merkin"; Hollywood's onetime “Baby 
Doll,” Carroll Baker (above left), who prolonged her career with 
“The Sweet Body of Deborah"; Rita Moreno (above right), who 
left little to the imagination in “The Little Sister"; and Austria's 
Romy Schneider, who indulged in some oddball sex in “La Piscine." 
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FAMILIAR FACES: Inactive [от more than а year and а half was England's Julie Christie (above left). Between her engaging 


performance in "Petulia" early in 1968 and her next screen appearance—in the recently released “In Search of Gregory —she 
cast herself opposite Warren Beatty in ап offstage romance that apparently took precedence over film mahing for both stars 


Famous fathers launched the careers of Nancy Sinatra and Jane Fonda (above, center and right) a few years ago; but thus far 
only the latter has shown any real promise. Below, from left: Statuesque sirens Julie Newmar and Ursula Andress ате both admi 
rably equipped for stardom in the current crop of altogether epics—as is Pamela Tiffin, whose latest exposure was in “Viva Max.” 


SEXCENTRIC- There was no shortage of offheat voles in 1969 jor actresses willing to shatter sexual convention Ac the narse 


mphet їп “ Candy,” Sweden's Ewa Aulin (above let) went a long way toward duplicating the libertarian antics of the film's 
literary model, In Jean-Luc Godard's “Weekend,” Mireille Dare (above right) did away with her mother and devoured her hus- 
band's earthly remains in a stew. Danièle Gaubert (below left) added a unique dimension to "Camille 20007 as а futuristic 
fille de joie who made love on a transparent bed, surrounded by mirrors. A tantalizing earthiness was revealed by Czech beauty 
Olinka Berova (below center) in “The Vengeance of She,” and Erica Gavin (below right) was blatantly erotic in “Vixen.” 


AROUND THE WORLD: The compelling sensuality of I 


alian screen goddess Sylva Koscin 
priate counterpart for Lawrence Harvey їп “He and Shi 


(above left) made her an appro- 
Baby-faced Yvette Mimueux (above center) was a concupiscent college 


girl in "Three in the Attic.” and German beauty Senta Berger (above right) portrayed а sultry concubine in “De Sade.” Recent- 


ly featured in pLaynov’s pages, American-born Tina Aumont (below left) played a lyn: 
“L'Urlo” Michele Carey (bottom left) exhibited her ample anatomy in “Changes, 
bedroom sequence with Raymond St. Jacques en 


ed enchantress in the Italian-made 
and singer-actress Barbara McNair's torrid 
ened the somewhat prosaic Deep South drama “If He Hollers, Let Him Go.” 


whom now receives minimum guarantees 
of 51,250,000 against hefty percentages of 
the gross, Such escalation, however, has 
lile to do with their actual. box-olfice 


worth. In yet another twist of the trade, 


the past few years have seen giant con- 
glomerates—Transamerica Corporation, 
Gulf & Western, Avco—move in on most 
of the major studios, while the television 
networks have been forming new film 
making subsidiaries of their own, New 
capital for movie projects is now avail 
able, but always with an eye on the in 
satiable maw of television that lies just 


beyond the theatrical market, Names 
star names particularly—are wanted and 
needed to put the stamp of importance 
on these new companies’ product and to 
е in subsequent television 


enhance its va 
deals, And since so many of the new exec 
utives planning film programs are relative 
neophytes, the stars have become not only 
a form of insurance for them but the one 
bank to 


solid asset that they can offer 
yet financing for their productions 

The top names, as a consequence, re- 
gardless of how well or how badly their 
recent films have performed at the box 


office, still find themselves very much in 
the drivers seat, Although the costly 
Elizabeth "Faylor-Richard Burton co- 
тег Boom! proved а bust for Univers: 


20th Century-Fox didn't hesitate to meet 
her demands—$1,250.000 plus percentage 
—lor The Only Game in Town, and 
they further obliged the lady by shooting 
the picture in Paris, even though the 


setting is Las Vegas Fox was no less 
eager to pair her partner with Rex Har 
rison to play, somewhat improbably, the 
two bickering homosexuals in Staircase 
nificantly, no soon 


Perhaps even more sig 
er had Dustin Hollman established him 
self as а name than his salary jumped 
from the $17,000 he was paid for The 
Graduate to $250,000 for Midnight Cow 
ain to an cstimated 


boy, then leaped а 
$500,000 (with the prospect of millions 
more if the picture grosses according to 
» Mary, with 
ter exactly 


expectations) for John 
Mia 
underpaid for u 
presence—and Elizabeth Taylor's—did 
стопу at the 


Farrow. Nor was the 1, 


ї film, even though her 


nothing to save Secret С 


box office сагі 
But while price is one of the determin- 


ing factors in assessing the status of a 


in the year 


star, it is by no means the only one. In 


the rule-of-thumb ratings used by the 
industry, Catherine Deneuve, the exqui 
site French beauty, stands higher today 
у, vete Tony Curtis, eve 
though she is being paid less (at this 
writing) than Curtis, But cool Cather: 
ine is presently hot and is actively be 
ing sought by every studio in town, 


than, 


while Curtis has had several box-oflice 
failures а row—and even had to test 
for his (text continued on page 220) 


NOTABLE NEOPHYTES: Above, lithe-limbed singer-dancer Paula Kelly, onc 
of Hollywood's most accomplished new arrivals, lent a feline allure to the role 
of а tough-talking taxi dancer in the film version of the Broadway musical 
“Sweet Charity.” Another of this year's talented uncoveries, Hungarian-born 
inna Gael scored a pair of hits, first as half of a Lesbian couple in “Therese 
and Isabelle” and, lately—in “The Rage Wihin"—as а sex-obsessed student 


PASSION PLAYERS- With nudity тп longer nouel, many of the past year's sex stars were cast in roles that called on their acting 
abilities rather than their anatomic attributes. Among the new performers worth watching were Sondra Locke (above left), who 
lost her virginity in “The Heart Is a Lonely Hunter"; Barbara Parkins (a center), of television's "Peyton Place” fame, 
whose celluloid credits include “Valley of the Dolls” and “The Kremlin Letter"; Gayle Hunnicutt, a capital asset in both “P. J." 
and “Fragment of Fear"; Candice Bergen (below left), whose progress in films has been augmented by her equally impressive 
career as a journalist; and Genevieve Waite, whose carefree coupling in “Joanna” typified the new permissiveness on screen 


sive pictorial preview! 
as Angela Dorian), signed a seven-year, H-picture contract with Paramount shortly alter becoming 1968's premier Playmate 
Above right: Beauteous Barbi Benton, last July's cover girl and a familiar sight to viewers of Editor-Publisher Hugh M. Hefner's 
syndicated TV series, "Playboy After Dark,” displays the ingenuous appeal that won hex а starring role in “How Did a Nice Girl 
1 into This Business?,” which was recently shot in the United States and Europe with Broderick Crawford and Hamp. 
‘ancher. Our reigning Playmate of the Year, Connie Kreski (below), made a propitious screen debut in 1969 as Mercy 
Humppe, the elusive gamin who stamped herself indelibly on Anthony Newley's consciousness in “Heironymus Merkin. 
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tole in The Boston Strangler, a practice 
generally regarded as downright declassë 
y established st evertheless, 
long with such perhaps over- 
r faces as Kirk Douglas, W 

Burt Lancaster, Robert. Mitch- 
nd Anthony Quinn 
—commiands his high salary not only be- 
cause he brings a solid, no-nonsense pro- 
lessionalism to his starring roles bı 
because his presence (amd theirs) 
ture confers upon it a certain prestige 
and importance, at least in the eyes of 
the production company. 

зо the paradox ns that, almost 
without exception, the top films of 1969. 
have been singularly starless. From such 
costly superproductions as Romeo and 
Juliet and 2001 to such relatively modest 
offbeat programers as If . . . , Goodbye, 
Columbus, Midnight Cowboy, Easy Rid- 
ev, Medium Cool, The Rain People, 
Bob & Carol & Ted & Alice and that 
wildly satiric fugitive from New York's 
underground, Putney Swope, the real 
hits of the year have tended to minimize 
performers except as they serve the story. 
Increasingly, the studios аге looking 
upon the director, or the writer-director, 
as the real star, even as he is regarded in 
Europe; and they have extended an un- 
precedented freedom to such young, tal- 
wed people as Francis Ford Coppola 
(The Rain People), Robert Thom (An- 
gel, Angel, Down We Go), Dennis Hop- 
per and Peer Fonda (Easy Hider) and 
Larry Tucker and Paul Mazursky (Bob 
£ Carol & Ted & Alice) to make their 
own films in their own way. Older direc- 
tors who seem to have gained the ear 
and суе of the new gencration—Arthur 
Penn (Alice's Restaurant), Michelangelo 
Antonioni (Zabriskie Poinl)—are also 
being permitted to function free of the 
normal big-studio safeguard of bolstering 
a costly production with even costlier 
names. If new stars arise from these 
pictures, then clearly they are that much 
ahead. 

Although the importance of the star as 
а box-office attraction has demonstrably 
diminished during the past year, the 
nportance of the star as a social phe- 
nomenon has, if anything, increased. He 
still remains a public figure of 
terest, admired and envied if nor 
respected. Newspaper columns 
continue to gossip about their activities, 
es to record th ay of life 
n the. instance of the tragic fate of 
ron Tate, of death, But if the d 
vorce, the marriage or the murder of a 


Holden 
um, Gregory Peck 


film star can still make the headlines, it 
is their style of living that has attracted 
youthful fans to certain person 


Both Cath neuve and stat 
Vanessa Redgrave have made no secret of 
their unconventional private lives. Both 
of them are unwed mothers and given to 
frequent. changes of partners—yet public 
knowledge of this seems, at the very least, 
to have enhanced their star 


While the moviegoing public has al 
ways expected ману to live up to its 
i of them, perhaps the significant 
about the new breed of stars lies 
н what these images reveal of the 
stars themselves than in what they tell us 
bout their admirers. When young ladies 
nightly pelted Dustin Hollman with roses 
during the run of his Broadway pla 
Jimmy Shine, it seemed vo epitomize the 
passing of the idol type of hero. 
Physical beauty, be it the collarad good 
looks of a Robert Taylor or the rugged 
masculinity of a Clark Gable, hardly 
enters into it anymor age 
neurotic” is the way Hoffman recently 
described himself to an interviewei 
who, in turn, went on to describe Ной 
young, liberal, intellectual and 
basically pessimistic about the funne. 
Certainly, these were the qualities 0 
endeared him to the young people who 
thronged to see The Graduate. His pessi- 
ly pronounced in Mid- 
which—as ratty lite 
Ratso Rigzo—he played a consumptiv 
procurer who dies ingloriously in the 
reel. Perhaps even more symptomati 
the times is his current role in John & 
Mary, in which he appears as a New 
York swinger who picks up Mia Farrow 
at a Manhattan singles bar, takes her to 
bed the same night and absent-mindedly 
forgets to ask her name until the end of 
the film. A serious actor, Hoffman is al- 
ways concerned. about the relevance of 
his roles to contemporary society. 

Similarly, at a time when the national 
consciousness (and conscience) has zeroed 
the blacks, handsome 
el on 
“the Negro Cary Grant"—has been cita- 
pulted to the fore as one of the few 
authentic superstars of the day. H 
olfice record has been 
ularly in view of the fact that his films 
are often second-rate. But, carefully se- 
lecing the roles he plays, he has kept 
himself very much in tune with the 
times, In For Love of Ivy, he played a 
cool, rich wheeler-dealer who uses his 
trucking firm as a front for a mobile 
gambling casino; and he swung, too, in 
bed. with the winsome Abbey Lincoli 
Little more than a routine farce, the 
picture racked up a resounding financial 
return on its modest investment, In The 
Los Man, Poitier undertook a Black 
Pantherish impersonation, changing h 
hair style and donning dark glasses to 
portray a man whose alienation tur 
him to violence—and to his wh 
lovely Joanna Shimkus. 

Despite the political implications of 
his role in The Lost Man, Poitier has 
often. been dubbed "Super-Negro," or 
dismissed by his black contemporaries as 
a “white man’s nigger.” Closing in fast 
on Poitiers popularity, without being 
accused of selling out, is former football 


in on 


bo: 


part 


пу and decid- 


sar Jim Brown. 
edly pugnacious, 
with the Los At 
serve to underline 
time хом 
Robert Aldy s Dirty Dozen, he boosted 
his box-office stock їп 1969 with appear 
ances in Ice Station Zebra, The Split, Riot 
and 100 Rifles. The last, while hardly a 
work of art, owed much of its appeal 
g of the emphatically mascul 
With the spectacularly curvaceous 
Raquel Welch, Brown played a cavalry- 
man turned policeman who heads for 
man hunt. While there, he 
meets a fierce Yaqui Indian guerrilla— 
Miss Welch—and it isn't long before the 
two of them are locked, steamily nude, 
cach other's апп». Despite this onscreen 
terracial mating, however, word leaked 
out from location that the two stars were 
not getting along as well on the 
they seemed to be in their bed scenes 
together. But the problem had to do with 
temperament rather than with prejudice 
Brown remains very much his own man— 
which may account for his appeal to the 
ladies of all races. 

Also his own 


s his frequent scrapes 
les Police Department 

Introduced into bi 
of the dirtier of 


is on 


as 


n is Steve McQueen, 
who manages his privare life with the 
same cool assurance that has won him 
such a following in his film roles. Quietly 
and without publicity, he has worked to 
rehabilitate errant youths (having once 
been one himself)—and, with an equal 
ack of fanfare, has built his Solar Com- 
pany imo one of the most potent inde- 
pendents in Hollywood. At this point, so 
anxious are the studios for his costly 
services that they will sign contracts per 
mitting him to produce films in which hı 
doesn’t even appear, in exch: 
promise to star in a few others. 
McQueen's presence alone that made th 
flimsy Thomas Crown Affair a winner- 
McQueen and some teasing sex scenes 
with the magnetic Faye Dunaway. With 
Bullitt, however, he ran far ahead of the 
field. Although the film was only а cut 
above the average thriller, McQueen's 
y naturalness, his combination of cool 
toughness and sensitivity gave а quality 
of realism and the suggestion of depth to 
ly а story of cops and 
„ McQueen had a falling 
out with Warner Bros./Seven Arts even 
before the film was completed over wh 
he regarded as а cer 
their part. To be sure, Bullitt had gone 
ly over budge 


but McQueen 


ng good going 
additional costs of 


the breath-taking San Francisco chase 
sequence would lend zest to the picture 
and consequently widen its appe: 
youthful audiences. He tore up his very 
advantageous contract with Warners be 
Tore the film had even been released 

(continued on page 259) 


memoir By TIM( 


N DECEMBER 22, 1905, I was arrested in Laredo, 


Texas, along with my wife, Rosemary, my O (4 

daughter, Susan, and my son, Jack, for the pos- Í SQ е 

session of less than half an ounce of marijuana. 
During the subsequent three and a half years, my fam- 
ily and I were engaged in a continuous series of bizarre how a pot bust on the 
legal contests with American law-enforcement agencies. > 
р; eight times (potential total UA UNE. a four-year bad trip of leg 
69 years), Jack also eight times, Rosemary three times battles for the hig 
and Susan once—all on charges directly or indirectly 
connected with the possession of grass. In fairness to all concerned, I do not use the word 
harassment to describe the pressure police directed toward us, because I suspect that many 
policemen (certainly those with teenage kids of their own) have felt more than equally har- 
assed by our activities. In addition, we bailed out and defended over 50 of our communal 
brothers. This inyolved the aid of 18 lawyers and more than $150,000 in legal costs. The ex- 
pense to the taxpayer to maintain this long engagement was certainly many times greater. 

During this 42-month period, I lived in a curious state of limited physical and political 
freedom. My body could not leave the country. As a felon on bail, my day-to-day liberty was 
at the whim of the Federal Department of Justice. What I said and wrote was censored. 
While my case was in the courts, it did not seem mannerly nor sportsmanlike to talk about 
what happened in Laredo and afterward. A player can't broadcast his version of the game 
from the huddle or the side lines while the game is still going on. My version of the great 
control/pleasure, FBI/LSD, narcs/heads, crewcut/long-hair, turn-oft/turn-on, uptight/feel- 
good contest was also censored by a paradoxical consensus between my lawyers and the Feds. 
Said the former: “We want to win your case on the Jaw, on the basis of an unconstitutional 
injustice. We don't want to lose it because your social image deteriorates to that of a be- 
drugged anarchist.” 

Along the same censorial lines, in April 1968, a Federal judge in Houston approved a 
motion by a Federal attorney to revoke my bail and make me begin my 30-year prison sen- 
tence on the grounds that my “continual public appearances, particularly at college cam- 
puses," made me "a danger to the impressionable minds of youth and a menace to the 
community.” My lawyers kept me out on this one by a last-minute promise that I would not 


THY LEARY 


make any public statements advocating that people 
| f g Í feel good illegally. Turn off, tune out—and shut up. 
0S 56610 There is one basic political struggle dividing man- 


kind, of which economic, racial and military frictions 


exican border began are just superficial symptoms. This basic conflict, rec- 

ig EUR ognized (and despaired over) by Sigmund Freud some 
p olitical and sp ¿ritual 50 years ago, is between man's desire to do good (as 
priest of high defined by social conditioning) and man's desire to 


feel good. This conflict rages everywhere, in every action 
of the human being. It manifests itself as psychological conflict, as interpersonal conflict and 
as social conflict. Painful duty versus free pleasure. Repressive control versus joyful expres- 
sion. Social conditioning versus doing what comes naturally, the unconditioned neurological 
state, being high. 

Since Freud, it has become an accepted axiom among psychologists and psychiatrists that 
society's task is to "manage" the pleasure principle. Modern industrial societies, through the 
media of parents, teachers—indeed, all adult authority—condition children to become pro- 
ductive, narrowly genital little citizens and to repress any movement in the direction of poly- 
morphous pleasure. We are all familiar with the systems of reward and punishment that 
accomplish this social conditioning. Many philosophers and educators have sought a method 
of suspending these Pavlovian patterns. How can we break the powerful neurological grasp 
of the frigid mother, or the ghetto, or the Southern bigoted household, or the frightened, 
mortgage-ridden suburban father? The answer now, in hindsight, seems obvious: You blow 
your mind. 

The phrase blowing your mind, like most of the slang floating up from the under- 
ground, is precisely, neurologically accurate. Pleasure is the unconditioned state, the experi- 
ence of getting high, of getting out of your social mind. While suspension of conditioning 
often produces intense fear and distress, it happens to be the only source of wholly natural 
pleasure. If you have never been very “high,” you may not know the difference between nat- 
ural pleasure and learned reward, and you will not know what the unconditioned state is. 
‘That positive feeling you get from doing well, doing right, attaining some goal is game re- 
ward, not pleasure. Most of the things we like are artificial, learned rewards—the artificial, 


man-made bell that made Pavlov's dog salivate. Do you call that pleasure? Do you really want 
the cultivated, trained reward rather than the natural kick? 

This issue underlies many of the conflicts of modern politics, In my view, that's what law 
and order is all about. That's what the racial hassle is all about. That's also what the welfare- 
aid-poverty scandals are all about: Many middle-class people fear the poor because the poor 
are—sometimes—shiftless, lazy, unambitious and pleasure-seeking, preferring today's kick to 
tomorrow's sober bank balance. Why should wc add to their pleasure our painfully earned. 
material rewards? Many whites dislike blacks for the same reason, except more so. Eldridge 
Cleaver has written exact and poetic descriptions of white envy of the graceful, rhythmic, 
natural, turned-on black body. And we all know why many old people envy carefree youth. 

From 1961 to the end of 1965, all of my energies were offered to the Marcusian pro- 
gram of bringing about a nonrepressive society. Erotic politics. Hedonic engineering. My own 
modest contribution was to encourage a large group of young Americans to decondition 
themselves away from the work-duty cthic by means of psychedelic drugs. I believe that the 
effect of LSD and marijuana is to suspend learned conditioning, to allow the user to move in 
the direction of the natural, to get back where he belongs. The psychedelic person inevitably 
becomes more and more like those three outgroups in our society who live closer to a life of 
natural fleshly pleasure—the uneducated, the blacks and the young. (Notice how the hip- 
pies have automatically become our white blacks—choosing to live like the lowest economic 
class, either in ghettos or on remote farms; taking childlike pleasure in acts of play, in flowers, 
beads, sunsets and flutes; dressing up in funny costumes.) 

When I speak of this deliberate desire to encourage young persons to sever the condi- 
tioned reflexes that tie them to the values of their parents, I am not speaking metaphorically. 
Our political technique was physiological and our hope was to bring about a visible change 
in exactly that headquarters where all change must originate—the human brain. The motto 
“Turn on, tune in, drop out,” for example, is a specific psychopharmacological formula: (1) 
Blow your mind with a powerful psychedelic; (2) recondition yourself to rewards and pun- 
ishments that you select; (3) avoid all institutions based on involuntary reward-punishment 
conditioning. The aim was to produce the first generation in human history that could 
choose its own mode of conditioning, react selectively to self-selected rewards and, literally, 
neurologically make up ils own mind. 

From the standpoint of my small part in this hedonic revolution, it was obvious by the 


familiar faces 
Holde: 


ae 
y 


fall of 1965 that the psychedelic point of view was about to become established. Sexual Free- 
dom. Erotic honesty. Marijuana merriment. Eros. Hair. Head. Kiss. Screw. The Who. Rolling 
Stones. The Fugs. Beyond The Doors. Beyond even Blood, Sweat and Tears on the Ai 
plane to Electric Ladyland. In spite of and to the despair of the Law-and-order generation, 
the young were joyously rejecting the Protestant work ethic and were initiating the leisure- 
time life of the future. The complex tasks of harnessing electronicpsychedelic energies to 
the new social structure now could be left to younger and more technically talented. proph- 
ets, such as the Beatles, Tom O'Horgan, Tiny Tim, Stanley Kubrick, the righteous dealers 
and the underground alchemists. I nominated John Lennon as my successor and dropped 
out of the Pied Piper business. Thus, honorably emeriti, Rosemary and I turned ourselves 
to our long-awaited postretirement projects—to stay high, make love and write science fiction. 

In December 1965, we closed the big house at Millbrook, put rock shrine markers oyer all 
the stashes and started driving to Mexico, where we had rented a house on a beach. This was 
to be a nostalgic return to our southern neighbor, whose first dollar-earning export was and 
still is the world’s most holy and loving dope. Two years before, we had been deported from 
Mexico-along with 11 Harvard Ph.Ds, а rabbi, two ministers, the managing editor of Gourmet mag- 
azine and three pupil-dilated businessmen—for running a psychedelic commune in a beau- 
tiful hotel near Acapulco. As we drove back toward Mexico through Louisiana, I told the 
family about the final amusing incident of that other trip: Two Mexican secret policemen, 
who had been assigned to put me on the midnight planc, had to argue violently with Mex- 
ican immigration officials, who wouldn't let me leave the country without surrendering my 
tourist card, which the secret police had confiscated. 

We got to Laredo at sundown, drove across the International Bridge and parked in 
front of the Immigration Building to get our tourist cards. There was a waiting room with 
benches and a door leading into the government office, which was fully equipped with a long 
counter and clacking typewriters. I walked to the door and was accosted by а man who had 
been standing hidden behind the threshold. He broke into a warm, welcoming smile. 

“Timoteo!” he cried in joy. 

His obvious pleasure provoked a reflex response of affection from me. Here, I thought, 
is some person 1 have befriended in the past. But what is his name? 

Suddenly, the smile turned official. "Where do you think you are (continued overleaf) 


a poct-critic-mystic decrics our current culinary concepts and sings 
the praises of a loving approach to preparing and consuming food 


^ raving пору is not a fixed thing but a flowing event, like a Пате or a whirlpool: 
The shape alone is stable, for the substance itself is a stream of energy going in at 
one end and out at the other. We are particular and temporarily identifiable wiggles 
in a stream that enters us in the form of light, heat, ai bread, fruit, 
beer, beef Suoganoll, caviar and påté de foie gras. It goes out as gas and excrement 
—and also as semen, babies, talk, politics, commerce, war, poetry and music. And 
philosophy. 

А philosopher, which is what I am supposed to be, is a sort of intellectual yokel 
who gapes and stares at what sensible people take for granted, a person who cannot 
get rid of the feeling that the barest facts of everyday life are unbelievably odd. As 
Aristotle put it, the beginning of philosophy is wonder. 1 am simply amazed to find 
myself living on ase spherical fire. I am 
even more amazed that Í am a maze—a complex. wiggliness, an arabesque of tubes, 
ments, cells, fibers and films that are various kinds of ion in this 
uid energy. But what re: ll the substance of this 
maze, aside from water, once other living bodies—the bodics of animals and 
plants—and that 1 had to obtain it by murder. We are other creatures rearranged, 
stence continues only through the mutual slaughter and ingestion 
rious species. I exist solely through membership in this perfectly weird 
ngement of beings that flourish by chewing each other up. 
Obviously, being chewed up is p: d 1 myself do not w. 
up. Thus, the whole scheme bothers my coi 
fist, will my being eaten up by germs and worms be fair compen 
countless cows, sheep, birds and fish th e consumed du Íctimc? I 
ngement of mutual n ne and 
ter and faster to a dead end? I have seen plants 
infested with green fly, one day swarming with plump and succulent little bodies: 
the next, gray dust on dry stalks. Life scems to be а system th m 
and in which victory equals defeat. 

Man can easily go the way of the green fly, bec as he becomes expert in 
technology, is scen to be more preditory than locusts or piranha fish. He is devour- 
ing, destroying and fouling the whole surface of the planct—minerals, forests, birds, 
fish, insects, fresh water—all are being converted into suburbs and sewage, rust and 
smog. Meanwhile, the total conquest of his natural enemies, from tigers to bacter 
allows his own race to swarm itself out of living space, and, through fear of his own 
pacious kind, he wastes a huge proportion of his wealth in the manufacture of 
pons, ever more deadly and ever more obsolete as technica! skill increases. Many 
prehistoric animals hee nct because of overdeveloped weaponry ће sal 
toothed tiger through the weability of its immense shearing teeth and the 
anothere through the unsuppor hit of its colossal nose horns, 

One can, perhaps accept the idea that as the individual dies, so must the species. 
Thereafter, the energy of the universe will appear in new (continued on page 268) 


MURDER IN 
THE KITCHEN 


article BY ALAN WATTS 


int to be chewed 
don't get me 
tion for the 


= í 4596) "T 
o 4 309] IB 
going? Do you remember mc? You aren't 
M allowed in Mexico. 1 know because 1 am 
? Jorge Garcia, who deported you from 
m Mexico in 1063. You are persona поп 
a grata in Mexico. Prohibido.” 
1 was still radiating from his warm 
@ greeting (Libras thrive on popularity) 
and p т old friend his 
official - I remembered his 


pounding the counter in the Mexico 
City airport in 1963. 

“No, Jorge, I have a letter from the 
Ministerio de Governacion, saying that 
we can return as tourists.” 

Jorge thought for a moment. “Stay 
right here.” He 
room and out to the park 
into a car and shouted, 
back." 

At this point, a black spider of 
noia started spinning a sticky web 
ound the waiting room of mv mind 
Until that moment, I had prided myself 
on my complete lack of paranoia. Since 
my frst mind-blowing mushroom session 
ico, in 1960—1 had been 
100 busy deciphering cosmic plots, con- 
ting Tibetan masters and desperately 
in-control conspiracies to 
about such planetary matters аз 
being busted. How could I be arrested? 1 
had not one shred of guilt about what 1 
ad, felt the presence 
of an enormous bank account of karmic 


an through the waiting 


g lor, jumped 
TH be right 


р: 


virtue. After all, 1 had. at the most 
isal, provided more satori, 
ric bliss, illumination, sei 


r lovemaking for more 
of my fellow men than any Ph.D. in the 
history of the American Psychological 
Association. To say the least 

I walked up to Rosemary, Susan and 
Jack and whispered: “We're apparently 
having a little hassle here with the Mexi- 
ап government. Someone go out to the 
nd get rid of the grass.” 


" 
Jack Leary, then 16, nodded and got 
up. Jack is a super-Libra and routinely 
deals with the cosmos in a maddeningly 
superior, deliberate, balanced way. In a 
crisis, he is the most swift, resourceful, de- 
pendable person I know. In a couple of 
minutes, he sauntered back, disappeared 
110 the men’s room and returned to the 
bench with a mission-accomplished nod. 

Good! We're clean. 

Then Jorge G appeared, by this 
time mucho businesslike, an ultracon- 
fident. offic 
is it posible for you to go to M. 


ial "No, Señor Timoteo. not 


о 


tonight. 1 must call the capital in the 
mort m. You must return to 
the Un es now. It will all be 


different mañana,” 
In retrospect, it i 


easy to sce that we 
were caught in a B movie scenario, swept 
up by some fast-moving current of melo- 
drama beyond our control. If 1 believed 
1 witchcraft (and, believe me, Т do), E 
226 would say that we were under some 


(continued from page 221) 


ck- or white- 
us, 


astrological spell, some bla 
magic manipulation that moved 
unthinking, 10 the next spot on the du 
pleasure game board. 

You эсс, we didn't actually 
return to the United States and cri 
notoriety. Nuevo Laredo, Mexico, is a 
border town, a transient tourist town. 
can make the scene there day and 
1 without papers. We could have 
checked into a hotel, showered and thet 
wandered around the streets, watching 
the hustlers and the pimps and the tou 
ists, caten enchiladas for dinner and slept 
like free souls and in the morning re- 
turned to the immigration ofhee, got our 
cards for the interior and proceeded to 
Yucatán. 

But marionette strings pulled us back 
to the car, which I turned und and 
steered across the International Bridge. 
I was nervous, dazed and unaware of 
scramblings in the back seat. About 
way across the bridge, I saw a sign readi 
UNITED STATES CUSTOMS, KEEP RIGHT, and 
it suddenly dawned on me that even 
though we hadn't been in Mexico, we 
would have to pass through the Ameri- 
can Customs, just like the VW caravans 
that wend their way from purple М 
golden Acapulco, seedless Gi 
nd the other 
southiland. My mind flash larm 
the grass is out of the car—right? 

Susan, sitting in the front seat, sai 

No, we just found the silver box here. 

The car rolled on toward the Customs 
station. Frantic rummaging in the back 
scat. The silver box. Can't throw it out 
the window, blang, bang, metallic flash. 
in the middle of the bridge. 

“I hid it,” said Susan, 

As the Customs officer walked up, I 
handed him the unused Mexican papers 
and started talking first and fast. “We 
didn't enter Mexico, officer.” 1 expected 
him to check the papers, nod, salute 
smartly with an understanding smile and 
let us pass. 

He nodded, all right. and ordered ev- 
стуопе out of the car. He leaned in the 
front door, reached down and came up 
with something he held in his fingers, 
What is this seed I found on your 
car floor?” 

Та a flash, the car was surrounded by 
agents. “Remove all the baggage.” 
Officer, you must be kiddin 
station wagon was packed with the im- 
pedimenta of a three-month expedition. 
Sacred books, beach and city clothing, 
theological manuscripts and scuba р 
up. All of it. Ош!” 

Other tourists passing by the check 
point quick-glanced at us with virtue's 
detached, shunning disapproval, 1 want- 
ed to run after nd shout, “It's all 
a ете not smugglers! 
We didn't even get into Mexico!" 

‘Then we were ordered to sit on sepa- 


them 


rate benches in the Customs office and 
forbidden to talk to one another. There 
were no magazines, Not even Миа 
Phone calls brought two more chief 
inspectors, Interrupted at eight o'clock. 
on Saturday night by duty's call. What 
ad they been doin iching TV? 
Drinking bourbon? Dressing to go out to 
dinner? Sorry, dear, there's а big bust 
down at the office. 

With a triumphant flouri 
came into the waiting room, carr 
boxes filled with brown flour. A cluster 
of fuzz buzzed around. Wha 
Pollen dust from Persia's bril 
flower? Processed in Lebanon. labs 
converted to brilliant. nod-out crystals 
near Marseilles and. smuggled across the 
rthy members of the S 
rers Union? No, it's worsc. Gentlemen, 
there is enough organic health food 
there to get every high school kid in the 
country to kick the w -bread habit 
es and promotions for every 
gent who helped smash this unadulter- 
ated bread network! 

We were called, one by one, into small 
rooms and examined for needle marks. 
Our pockets were cmpticd carefully and 
the dust and tobacco flakes caught in the 
linings were combed out and neatly fold- 
ed into envelopes. 

T still couldn't believe we were busted, 
until the chief agent called me into his 
ofhce and laid the now-fam r mantra 
on me: "You are entitled to r: y 
and to refuse to answer any questions. I 
warn you that anything you say may be 
used against you when the entire steno- 
graphic record of your lile is read before 
the shadowed court of dread Anubis.” 
Or something to that effect. 

At that second, I had a minor revel 
tory experience, а quick, highly detailed 
view into the future, like a speeded-up 
newsreel. 1 could see the headlines— 
HARVARD PROF NABRED As SMUGGLER 
ignments, the bails, the ind 
the pleas, the lawyers’ off 
1 ratiocinations, the tri 
raisings, the rallies, the HANDS OFF TIM 
1FARY buttons, the appeals, the trite, 


int 


the 
uments, 
s, the endless 


ari 


It was immediately obvious to me that 

T would have to test the constituti 
of the marijuana Jaws, return 
cious high retirement, come strolling 
across the turf from the bull pen and 
spend long years of public hassle until, 
in the hushed and marbled solemnity of 
the Supreme Court, nine black-robed 
Justices whom 1 would never mect would 
rule on the right of American citizens to 
turn on, to get high, to feel good in their 
homes. I flashed on: three years of barn- 
storming and old-fashioned slogancering. 
Don't Tread on Me. Let's Fly United. 
Six Miles High. Turn on, tune in, drop 
out, Acapulco Gold Means Fine Tobacco. 
(continued on page 312) 


аш „Ем lj ieee 
“Well, Mrs. Cratchit, would you like to see Tiny Tim go 
to Oxford or wouldn't you?” 
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epigrams from the greek anthology («5005») 
Ribald Classic 


rufinus: e new way to 
wake Finnegan, maybe 
Listen, where kissing's concemed, my little Clarissa’s the 


gallus: an interesti 


approach to chamber musie greatest. M Р 
Lydia, taking recorder lessons from three French-horn men, in She can give me the jangles even with her lips closed; 
bed. But when she (å la francaise) slides that wild tongue down my 
Serves as the Instrument for their baroque fingering (sic). windpipe 


These offhand hot licks ignite her. “Oh, Gallie,” she raves, If I were two days dead, she'd have me erea in the box. 
“please lets form a 


Septet! This supple recorder still has four unused holes.” 


раш ilentiari angmnst 
> fable Гое at a beach colony 


One afternoon in the Deg Days (the ocean was like a huge 
: post -sinsot misunderstanding, suma), 
of sorts. at a singles bar Menecratis made a mistake: She left her cottage unlocked 
Hi, chick. Mello. Whats your name? What's yours? Phil — Feeling quite doggish myself, I bounded through to the 
O'Demus. And you аге... ? bedroom 
Mari-Jayne. Nice name, doll. You here with some stud? No. Where that pretty thing sprawled, naked, taking a nap. 
Will I do? Well. . . all right. Done! you wanna blow the The way she lay was inviting. 1, a most gencrous dog, 


joint now? 


ranged the table and gorged, sharing my bone with her. 

1 beg your pardon! Y mean, find a more Active Spot. She'd barely tasted the meat when she woke up, whining she 
Well... 1 dunno. Where, for instance? My pad. I've stereo, wasn't 

soft lights, 


Hungry, sr 


med cuisine. 


rling she didn't cuc for my on 


Jack Daniel's. Well . . . all right, You'll come, then, M-J? — I persisted, however, in stuffing her till she was sated 
Any time. —As I was padding out, after I'd topped off her feast 
How's about coming right now? Heavens, you're eager. Cor- With liqueur. (des caves du chateau), she grumbled: “Huh! 
rect, chick, Last night the Rover 
Well, Ра prefer your pad, but . . . all right, that corner Boys poured me triples. . . ." G-r-r-ri=rrr, Menecratis, you 
booth's dark. bitch! 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY BRAO HOLLAND 


є 
"Oh, he's a bastard, that Tom, beating you up before kicking 
you 
Out. stark-naked, merely for finding you in bed with Dick! 
My God, who'd want to count all the high-fashion models 
Tom's Мер with? 
Baby, forget him. Here, put on this dark pancake—gobs 
Then my new Trigere. ТЇЇ fix usd 
He's what you need, di 


s. then telephone Harry. 
il. timid, myopic and deal.” 


mus: social note from 

our bedroom-sports page 

Im Al X. is, the quarterback (Mondays: 
December). 

Ever since last Labor Day, on nights my wife tho 
bowlin, 

I have been busy as hell, boning up on Naked Reverses 

‘Three, as a matter of fact: nicely reversed, very naked 

The swiveHhipped fst opens holes that let me slide in just 
ollcenter. 

"The second, from sp 

Most deceptive of all, the third also gives me most pleasure 

The handoffs faked westsouawest, see? but the Action is 
coming due northward 

(Linebackers, cornerbacks, safety men. 
of position), 

The Rams and the Jets run these plays, 
If my wife did, 1 wouldn't go bowling. «+, 


September- 


ad formations, uses a split end adroitly. 


each geis sucked out 


from dr. geriatr. 
Dear Doc 
I work in a bank, dig brunette chicks, am just Under Thirty: 
But Tve this problem, hear?—A few months ago, I could 
(Wham! BAM!) 
Ball a chick NIÇ)NE times а night. But lately, God help me, 
I'm lucky 
To ride out One Limp Nightly Ball (if it comes off before 
half past seven). 


morning mai 


G 


er, if the threads of my Sex Suirre fraying already, what 

will I 

Wear when I'm, like, thirty-one? Help! 

Your flaccid friend. 
Phil O'Demus 


2 soliloquy of an 
insnlficient sailor on shore leave 
Shape up. Automedon, phone Miss Roundhecls the c.p.o.s 
c. 

—No!—Avast!—Think twice, Chief. After she's piped 
aboard 
There she'll lie, 

down. batt 1y. 
Eager to aim her broadsides at those salvos of yours: 
But that’s mo cightinch gun 1 sce dangling out of your 
turret. 
Hell, no, its salt-water tally. Matey, scuttle the ship. 


gear stowed away, stripped for action, hosed 


— Retold by Harry Brown EB 229 


PLAYBOY 


GOSTE CE ушеш гше bu 


methods that are singularly i 
ate, since both langua 
were invented b 
selves to apologize for their own work 
nd the work of their literary ancestors 
(John Donne, for instance, or the sym- 
bolistes), and to educue an audience 
capable of responding to them. Nat- 
urally, this will not do at all: so the 
second. or third-generation new crities in 
America prove themselves imbeciles and 
naïfs when confronted by, say, a poem 
by Allen Ginsberg, a novel by Jolin 
Barth. 

Why not, then, 

icism, а postmod ism ap- 
propriate to postmodernist fiction. and 
verse? It sounds simple enough—quite 
as simple as imperative—but 
fact, much simpler to sa 
for the question that arises immediately 
is whether there can be any criticism 
adequate to postmodernism. The age of 
T. S. Eliot, after all, was the age of a 
literature essentially i 
ture dedicated to y 
anti-ror dialectic—and, consequent- 
ly. aimed at respect lity, even 
ademicism. Criticism is natural, even 
па to по one's 
there were some 
n dismay), the period 
Mh Century modernism became 


ppropri- 
method 


vent a new new 


t is. in 
than to do 


essentiel to such 
surprise (though, finall 
voices crying out 


low up all other forms of literature, Ce 


nly. looking back from this point, it 

ns as if many of the best books of the 
period were books of criticism (by T. S. 
Eliot, Ezra Pound and 1. A. Richards, by 
John Crowe Ransom, Kenneth Burke and 
Blademur, to mention only a few 
nd its second-best were novels 
« poems eminently suited to critical 

is, particularly in schools 
: the works of Proust- 
‚ to evoke a trilogy tha 
t the moment morc the name of a si 
college course than a list of three authors. 

We have, however, entered quite 
other time—apocalyptic. anti . bl 
tantly romantic and sentimental; an age 
dedicated to joyous misology and pro- 
phetic irresponsibility; one distrustful of 
sel protective irony and toogreat self- 
awareness. If criticism is to survive, ther 
it is to become or remain useful, 
nd relevant, it must be radically 
altered, though not in the 
сиса by Marxist critics, however subtle 
and refined they may be. T 
re last-ditch defenders of r: 
the primacy of political fact: they 
intrinsically hostile 10 an age of 
and passion, sentimentality and far 

A new criticism certainly will not 
primarily concerned with structure or 
syntax, all of which 
the work of art “really” exists on the 


R. Р. 


diction or 


page rather tha 


п the readers appre- 
nd response. Not words on 
sc but words in the world or, 
ather, words in the head, at the private 
juncture of a thousand. contexts—so 
psychological, historical, 1 
geographical—in the consciousness of the 
reader (delivered for an instant, but an 
instant only, from all those contexts by 
the ekstasis of reading): This will be the 
proper concern of the critics to. come. 
n older ones have у 
provide examples of this sort of criticism 
by turning their backs on their teachers 
and суеп their own саге 
Norman O. Brown, for 
in with scholarly, somewhat Marxian 
rature. has moved on 
n Life Against Death 
while Marshall Ме 


practices. 


instance, who 


© 


ctapsycholo 


оГ Joyce 
Hopkins, has shifted to me 
lyses of the mass media 
standing Media and, 
kind of pictographic shorthand, half put- 
оп and half serious emulation of advertis- 
ing style, in The Medium Is the Massage. 

The voice, аз well as the approach, is 


important in each case. since in neither 
Brown nor McLuhan does one hear the 
rhythm and tone usual to "scientific" 


No, the pitch. the rhythms, the 

ics of both are mantic, magical, 
оте than a itle mad (a concept that 
one desiring to deal with contempo 
literature must learn to regard ак more 
honorific than pejorative). In. McLuhan 
and Brown—as in D. H. Lawrence— 
criticism is literature or it is nothing. Not 
mateur philosophy nor objective 
sis, it dillers from other forms of lite 
rt in that it starts with the world of 
itse!f, not with the world 
uses one work of art as 
make another. 


‘There have been many such mediati 
works of art in the past, both Г. 
ree usche’s Birth of Tragedy) 
and quite remote (Longinus On the 
Sublime), that make it dear that the 


uthority of the critic is based not on his 
kills in res nor bis collation. of. 
texts but on his ability to find words and 
rhythms mages appropriate to his 
ecstatic vision of, say. the plays of Eurip- 
les or the opening vemes of Genesi. 
To evoke Longinus or even sche, 
however, is in a sense misleading, sug- 
gesting models too grandiose and sol- 
emn. The newest criticism must be 
aesthetic, poetic in form as well as in 
substance; but it must also bc com 
irreverent and vulgar. Examples have 
peared everywhere in recent years—as in 
the case of Angus Wilson, who began a 
review of City of Night by writing quite 
matter-of-factly, “Everyone knows John 
Rechy is a little shit” And all at once, 
we are ош of the Eliotic church, whose 


dogmas, delivered ex cathedra, two gen- 
erations of students were expected t6 
п: 


learn by hear: "Honest criticism. and 
sensitive appreciation are directed not 
the poet but upon the poetry. - . 
d of the mature poet differs 
ol the immature one not pre 


оро 


not by being пе 
ing, or having "more to say, but rather 
by being a more finely perfected medium 


which," etc. 

Unless criticism. refuses to take itself 
quite so seriously or at least permits its 
readers not to. it will inevitably continue 
to reflect the finicky canons of the gen- 
teel tradition and the depressing. pieries 
of the culture religion of modernism, 
from which Eliot thought he had escaped 
—but to which, in fact, he only succeeded 
in giving а High Anglican tone: “It is 
our business, as readers of literature, to 
know what we like. It is our busines 
Christians. as well as readers of litera- 
ture, to know what we ought to like. 
Bur not to know that such stuff is laugh- 
Ме is to be imprisoned in church 
off from the liberating privilege of comic 
sacrilege. It is high time, however. lor 
acrilege rather than for piety 
kind of criticism the age den 
aları criticism. which is most 
naturally practiced by those who have 
come of age since the death of the new 
poetry and the new criticism. It seem: 
evident that writers not. blessed. enough 
10 be under 30 (or 35, or whatever the 
critical age is these days) must be reborn 
in order to seem relevant to the moment 
and to those who inhabit it most com. 
fortably: the young. But one hasn't even 
the hope of being reborn unles һе 
knows first that he is dead. No novelist 
can be reborn unless he knows that inso- 


far as he remains a novelist in the tradi 
tional sense, he is dead. What was until 
only a few years ago a diagnosis, a predi- 


(made almost [rom the moment 
of the invention of the novel: first form 
of pop literature and, therefore, con- 
scious th. compared with cl 
forms such as epic or tragedy, its life 
s necessarily short) is now a 
inly as the old God is d 
novel is dead. Certain writers 
(Saul Bellow, for instance, or John Up: 
dike, Mary McCarthy or James Baldwin) 
continue to write old novels and certain 
readers, often with a sense of being quite 
up to date, continue to read them. But 
so do preachers continue 10 preach in 
the old churches and congregations gath 
er to hear them. 

It is not a matter of assuming, as does 
Marshall McLuhan, that the printed 
book is about only ol 
realizing that s forms—and 


the old. 


all of 


most notably, perhaps, the novel—the 
printed. book is being radically altered 
m of communication disap 


pears merely because а new and more 
(continued on page 252) 


THE HAROLD ROBBINS CO. 
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article By JOHN SKOW four days їп a trollop trap with the master of sexploitation novels, 


including “the adventurers,” the movie version of which 25 shown in living color on the following pages 


HAROLD ROBBINS, the bad-book writer, 
was smoking three packs a day, and his 
doctors told him to quit, and he did 
quit, except for midget cigars. Now for 
five weeks here at Cannes, Robbins had 
moped about twitchily, not bothering 
any longer even to climb to the rooftop 

5 room of his villa, Not a word 
had been added to The Inheritors, dhe 
bad novel that was due in six months. 


‘The Canadian pulpwood industry was in 
panic and in the editorial offices of Tri- 
dent Press, worry beads clicked piteously. 
If the author of the most beloved bed- 
time stories since those of Hans Christian 
Andersen insisted on adopting a healthy 
attitude, it looked like hard times in the 
шыў. 

There are pointy-heads who prefer Jo- 
seph Conrad or William Faulkner; but, 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY MAYNARD FRANK WOLFE 


as Robbins admits they are wrong 
Among novelists, he says with a shy 
smile, as his own heated swimming-pool 
water drips off him and wets the very 
hectare of the Cannes hillside where the 
great painter Pierre Bonnard once had 
his studio, “I'm the best there is" The 
world's literate minority seems to agree. 
The Adventurers, The Carpetbaggers and 
seven lesser romances that Robbins began 


SEM 


| 
4 


In the movie The Adventurers, Yugoslav stor 
Bekim Fehmiu plays Dax Xenos, a Rubiroson 
hero who makes assembly-line love to seem- 
ingly endless numbers of jet-set beauties, in- 


cluding Italian newcomer Delia Boccardo, 
in the film's mos! explicit sex scene (left). 


turning out in 1952 have been bought by 
salivating Americans, and also by glittery- 
eyed Germans, smirking Japanese, trem- 
bling Britishers, agitated Dutch and 
wet-palmed Paraguayans. in the astonish- 
ing number of 70.000.000 copies. This 
puts Robbins right up there with Mat- 
thew, Mark, Luke and Mickey Spillane 

The 70,000,000 figure was issued by a 
press agent, who may have computed it 
by tacking his Zip Code to his Social 
Security number and rounding off the 
result—reliable statistics are harder to 
find in the litbiz than in the nerve-gas 
indusiry—but there is no reason to think 
that the estimate is high. Nor is there 
any reason to disbelieve the story ped- 
dled a few years ago that Robbins re- 
ceived a $1,000,000 guarantee for The 
Adventurers before he wrote a word of 
it. If Robbins would sell you an unwrit 
ten bad novel, there is no better place to 
put your $1,000,000. Robbins works hard, 
drinks little and has lost his pilot's license 
(lor flying a landing pattern a few years 
ago in Bridgeport, Connecticut, that in- 
cluded someone's chimney). 

During the writing of The Adventur 
ers, he proceeded steadily, he says, 10 or 
20 typewritten pages and 60 cigareues а 
day, from the beginning of Book One, 
which opens with the splendid passage 
in which the six-year-old Dax sees his 


mother, sister and female houschold serv- 
ants raped and murdered by bandoleros 
uttering curious shuddering, animallike 
cries, and later, when the bandoleros 
have been sentenced to death, pulls the 


ст of the machine gun that kills 
them, so that they sprawl on the ground, 
their faces tortured in а last frozen 
wony, their eyes staring unsecingly up 
at the white sun. to the end of Book Six, 
780 pages later, when Dax and his loyal 
soldiering companion Fat Cat lic gunned 
he icy polar cold 
creeping up through him, whispers, "Fat 
Cat, Fm cold,” and Fat Cat raises 1 
eyes, and Dax grips his hand, а 


Cat, his voice hoarse but soft, says, 
my hand, child, and I will take you 
safely through the mountains. i 

Robbins finished in the agreed-on 
number of months, taking no more time 
fewer construction de- 
lays than a contractor might in erecting 
а 780-001 Manh: parrment build- 
ing with snapon sides and preamplified 


and experiencin 


London lovely Imogen Groham (lef!) is sur- 
rounded by erotic sculpture in one of а 
series of secret sex rooms set up in the 
villa of оп S-M-oddicted shipping mognote. 


While revolutionary unrest mounts in his Lotin- 
American homeland, Dax does much the same as 
an international, pleasure-seeking stud. Although 
he somehow misses an orgy [above] in the Rome 
villo of banker Rassono Brozzi, Dax makes 
amends with Olivia de Havilland (below), wife of 
a Texas oil millionaire, and Candice Bergen 
(right), whom he marries about the fime she in- 


herits a fortune. Meanwhile, back at the villo, | 
Brozzi returns home in the aftermath of the orgy, 
bewildered by who's been sleeping in his beds. 


m1 


At the peak of his career as Ihe virtuoso of musical beds, Dox’ sexual ad- 
ventures keep him in almost perpetual motion. Among those who sample his 
speciol wares ore actress Annick Blanchard (above left]; the U. S. opera stor 
Anna Moffo (above right), who plays a none-too-callous diva in the movie; and 
voluptuous Linda Towne (below), with whom he seems ta have been disconnected, 
At left and bottom left: secre! sex rcomers Irmo Martinez and Elizabeth Moore. 


leigh Taylor-Young (right), a graduate of 
Peyton Place and I Love You, Alice B. Toklas!, 
plays the girl back home. Realizing late in 
the game thot Dox digs her the most, os 
amply indicated in scenes at far right ond 
bottom right, Leigh helps persuade him ta 
give up fun and games to fight for freedom 
in his country—if he has опу strength left. 


plumbing. Everyone made money on the 
project. The lithiz consortium that had 
guaranteed Robbins’ $1,000,000 had done 
so in the expectation that Robbins and 
the consortium would make a lot more 
that, and this proved to be true. 
Moreover, Robbins has gone on to big 
ger deals and larger profits since The 
Adventurers. He now explains, in the 
tonc of a country houscholder telling 
how he dug a septictank drainage field 
in a dilficult piece of ground. that he has 
been able to keep his yearly income 
under $1,000,000 only by deferring large 
ments into the 1980s and 1990s, 
This shower of certified checks and 
promissory notes unto the third geners 
x ests that Robbins is worth cx- 
ag, if only as a degenerative twitch 
in the loi and «сш death of. the 
novel. Strangely, however, it is only the 
accountants m the litbiz who know w 
to make of him. 


Literary critics ignore Robbins as a 
gaudy but unimportant barbarian ma- 
5 the outer provinces of good 
Book reviewers, whose humble and 
punishing trade docs not permit them t 
more anything except. meritorious first 
novels, numbly describe the plot of cach 
Robbins thunderation as it is published 
and, applying standards appropriate to 
Flaubert and Melville, complain that 
Robbins writes dirty. Publishers lacking 
contacts with Robbins read the reviews 
and take heart, They hire sensitive young 
men to write dirty. The litbiz formula 
for imitating Robbins is: sex and blood, 
money and power, with all character 
izations hung on teasing near-miss de. 
saiptions of real celebrities (Dax, the 
Ircediving diplomat in The Adventurers, 
is an airy elaboration of Porfirio Rubirosa 
ul The Carpetbaggers is a good de- 
scription of Howard Hughes’ left car). 
The formula can be followed by any 
typewriter owner who reads Leonard 
Lyons, and it uses erotic fantasies avail- 
able in every household. The trouble is 
аа this has become a formidable bal- 
flement to the lithiz, which has given a 
lot of thought to the problem—that it 
doesn’t work very well for anyone except 
Robbins, It is embarrassing to swing 
your handbag und t lamp and 
get по takers, but that is what is happen- 
ing regularly to writers who try to coun- 
terleit Robbins. 
One of the spectacular thuds of recent 
years came when a formula novel titled 


The King reached the bookstores. There 
was no way for The King to miss; it was, 
as The Galveston. Daily News reported, 
“supersaturated with 100-proof sex," it 
had a plot involving show business and 
politics and its hero was an Italian- 
American pop singer and boudoir bandit 
who might easily have been confused 
with Frank Sinaua. The author, a man 
named Morton Cooper, was а somewhat 
nore polished writer than. Robbins (who 
is not, in the lithiz phrase, an especially 
good wordman). And, most important, 
the book's very large promotion cam- 
n the hands of publisher 

a virtuoso of hotcha who 
discovered some ycars ago that books 
sold better if salesmen plotted them and 
authors were brought in only alter the 
planning stage. 

Oddly, The King died broke. So did 
The Symbol, by Alvah Bessie, a flawless 
vulgarization of the life of Marilyn Mon- 
roe. The reaction to these books, which 
did not seem to be different from Rob- 
bins’ in any important way, was so ne 
tive that it seemed almost as if the entire 
reading public had suddenly acquired the 
iterary discernment of Edmund Wilson. 

Even the formula's successes seemed 
due 10 impurities slopped into the mix- 
ture by accident Henry Suttons The 
Exhibitionist—one of Geis’ add-saliva- 
nd-stir calculations, about а handsome 
movie star and his beautiful daughter, 
who liked to take her clothes off on 
amera—did poorly in the bookstores 
ий Geis succeeded 
thor imo a celebrity. For some reason, 
no one cred that the novel—or so 
mors went—was really about the Fondas. 
This was terrible, if what it seemed to 
suggest was true: that readers did not, as 
the litbiz assumed, buy bad novels in 
order to naughty daydreams about 
Jane Fonda or Howard Hughes. (Then 
why did they buy them? The uncertainty 
was enough to make a nonbook packager 
wish he had, after all, gone into the 
mailorder truss business.) 

Sales of The Exhibitionist picked up 
smartly, and  capriciously, only when 
Henry Sutton turned out to be David 
Slavit, a young poet gone wrong, who 
rolled his eyes during interviews and 
explained wickedly that he had written 
the whole sorry thing for money. People 
liked that, as not hard to imagine 
ag themselves to be Slavitt, 
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paign was 


them 


for it failed when he 
tried to create naughty daydream figures 
236 in his book and succeeded only when he 


America Faust tempted by Geis 
money. Chuckles aside, howevei 
small win did not explain much 
Robbins, the legendary Schlockmeisier, 
nor about the formula he was supposed 
to use to make all that loot. My immedi- 
ate worry was that four days of following 
Robbins around had not explained much, 
either. 


А year or so ago. Robbins’ press agent 
had written a letter suggesting that Rob- 
bins, a “self-made, self-generating money 
machine who never wrote a line untl he 
was 30," was worth a magazine story. He 
was, of course, as the Henry Ford of 
the no-qual novel industry, but I kept 
putting off writing it. 1 had reviewed а 
couple of his books, unfavorably, and 


the new reporting—the fanatic and fash- 
ionable detail scavenging practiced by 
Truman Capote and others—is that the 
observer set aside his preconceptions be- 
fore he moves imo his subjects clothes 


closet. But it is comforting to have pre- 


conceptions close enough to stroke now 
and then, for reassurance. 


у for the new 
that the u 
ditional interview (“What do you think 
of American men, Miss Deneuve?") does 
not often get to the heart of the matter. 
The new reporter works like а wildlife 
photographer, crouching in the under 
brush 20 hours a day for a month, if nec- 
essary, until his subject no longer spooks 
his presence and begins to hunt, feed 
and mate Шу. What is surprising 


ly, but that football 
Secretaries of Defense, 
mad 
fondlers, actresses, pot pushers and noble 
old musicians put up with the fantastic 
asion of privacy it requires, as they 
all do. 

Like the rest, Robbins agreed to be 
aded. "No. you won't be interrupting 
anything," he said on the phone, sound- 
ing glum. And this turned out to be 
true. Robbins was not hunting. feeding 
or mating, naturally or otherwise. He 
was thinking about cigaretes. 

Could Perry Smith, 
brain worms of nicotine withdrawal, have 
revealed the coldness of his blood to 
‘Truman Capote's celebrated. eight-track. 
intracranial tape recorder? Possibly; Ca- 
pote has admitted that his instrument is 
very sensitive. But after several days of 
watching Robbins twitch, I gave up, hav- 
ing no idea how he had managed to 


write the most popular bad books since 
the invention of movable type. 

I learned the secret two days later, by 
accident, in bed. It was not very profes- 
sional, but ] now knew something Ber- 
nard Geis did not know, Robbins, it 
turned out, had perfected an entirely 
new kind of y" writing, and—was 
this really a surprise?—it had nothing at 
all to do wi 

Before I m ion, however 
(Free, Mr. Geis! Profitable, Mr. Slavitt! 
joy! Get richt), the rules of new report- 
ing require that Í give an account of the 
four infertile days with Robbins. Ne. 
ness counts in new reporting, but brevity 
hurts the chances of hardcover public 
tion. It is customary to weave the subtle 
messages received by the journalist's nerve 
ends into some sor of fabric, but in this 
case, a nervously wadded hair ball will 
have to do. 

The messages came 
ries, ог subwads: 

The whores and the vanished рий 
For some reason, Robbins was spend 
six or eight hours a day, every day, 
with some wealthy English friends in the 
lobby of a large hotel in Cannes. The 
conversation gular. Robbins, a 
small, fuzzy, compact, startled-looking 
man of 53, tastefully gouen up in a 
white yachting cap, mirror-surface shades, 
white sweater, love beads and lavender 
pane, talked about whores. "She's a 
whore, twenty-five Francs,” he would say 
as а woman walked through the lobby. 
“That one over there, she’s a whore!” 

Most of the time, it seemed possible 
that Robbins was right. The уам and 
slightly decayed hotel, which suggested 
New York's Plaza in a soiled-white-lincn. 
‚ was a plausible trollop trap, and 
ny of the women who patrolled it— 
they tended to reappear at intervals had 
a glaze that could have been commercial. 
At any rate, Robbins saw whores, or 
thought he did, and announced them as if 
they were trains. 

The wealthy English (two men and a 
woman, most of the time, although once 
there were three men and iwo women) 
took no specific notice of Robbins’ dis- 
course, although it was clear they liked 
him. I never found out why they knew 
him, but they (and 1, of course) fol- 
lowed him everywhere, from the beach 
to the hotel lobby to lunch at a restau- 
rant or at his , then k to the 
lobby and then, much later, to dinner 
at another restaurant. Robbins gallantly 
paid every check, and no опе ma 


several 


atego- 


wer: 


n these 
"Ot take more than £50 out of 
England, and so other people 
their checks. Robbins’ friends 
their predicament with good grace, 


“No, this is Mrs. MacArthur—you'll find my 
wife next door, with Mr. MacArthur.” — 
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one but an unashamed cynic would specu- 
Tate that it takes no more than £50 
and a funny-looking suit to set up as a 
wealthy Englishman these days. 

These wealthy English were clearly 
genuine, bred to lobby sitting, and they 
proved it by occupying entire afternoons, 
carly lunch to late teatime, in a continu- 
ing and pleasurable discussion of а pull- 
over one of them had lost on a previous 
holiday at Cannes. Was the pullover 
new, nappy, a coronation robe among 
pullovers? Or was it, in truth, squalid, to 
put the matter accurately, а wretched 
artide fit for the dustbin? Was it red- 
dish-brown or was it, in point of fact, 
wine colored? Baggy it was, and out of 
shape? 

H would not do to give the impression 
of jibes Hung quickly back and forth. 
These observations would issue hom the 
Englishers at 10- or 15-minute intervals, 
during which Robbins would have spot- 
ted а dozen whores and named their 
prices, The English were not in the least 
bored. Their fascination with Ше dust 
motes sifting down 20 feet in the sun- 
light from the lobby's splendid. plaster 
ig would seem to be total, and then 
that specural, Pimerlike pullover would 
float. back through the open windows of 
the conversation like a lost parakeet. 

On the second or third afternoon of 
lobby roosting, Robbins interrupted our 
reverie with a moment of action. A 
young, modestly pretty girl made the 
lobby circuit, rump twitching demurely. 
I said, idly, “TIL take а dozen." Instantly, 
Robbins was up. grinning, and off. He 
returned with the girl in perk 
seconds, She sn down very 


сейй 


smiled a little апа said in French tha 


she would like иса. Robbins ordered. 
Then his French dried up, or he did not 
feel like using it. One of the Englishmen 
knew a few phrases and we heard that. 
the girl was a journalism student from 
Nice. She said she was 21, Robbins did 
not believe it and talked across her in 
English to the effect that she was a 
und 17, and jail bait. Apparently, 
she did not understand English, because 
she did not react. After a few minutes, she 
dedined Robbins joking invitation to 
dinner, relayed by the Englishman. She 
smiled, said thank you and left In 
the discussion that followed, everyone 
except Robbins thought the girl was 
merely а young, proper student. Robbins 
still thought she was à whor 

Cars: Robbins is а сат miser. During 
stretches of lobby sitting, he would invent 
excuses to fetch sometl i 
gray Rolls, which was parked in front, 
and he would look at the car for five ог 
ten minutes on these errands. Once, sly- 
ly, he mentioned to the parking attend- 
nt that he admired another Rolls nearby. 
lt was slightly older, maroon and bu 


whe 


ith a righthand drive for the British 
trade, The car parker smiled at Robbins 
with a professional's indulgence and said, 
“You leave me yours and you can take 
this onc, free.” Robbins grinned im satis- 
faction. 

He said he would fly the Rolls to Los 
igeles, where he spends halt of each 
The bill would be 52880. This, he 


ус 
explained, was cheaper than buying ап- 


other Rolls in L.A. It was also cheaper 
than sending the car by ship, he figured. 
The freight bill by ship would be 5900 
less, but the car would take six weeks to 
reach the U.S. car like this 
depreciates filteen hundred dollars in six 
weeks.” 

Robbins two small cars in 
Cumes that do not fly, aud а Jensen 
Interceptor in Los Angeles. 

Wives and daughters: Robbins loves 
his four-year-old daughter, Adrianna, who 
can swim across the family pool He 
seemed happy with his wife, a young, 
pretty, wary woman named Grace. He re- 
Bretted that he is separated from Caryn, 
13, his daughter by а former marriage, 
who school in New York. He has 
been married “a lot," but be would not 
say how many times. 

Film criticism: One day at his vill: 
conver 
" 


and 


also ow 


the 
n wandered from the movies 
lc from Robbins’ novels to profitable 
films in general, and I mentioned that 
The Graduate was making incredible 
profits. 

“Yeah, isn't that great?" said Robbins, 
He seemed especially pleased and 1 
asked whether it was because he knew 
Mike Nichols the director, or Dustin 
Hollman, the star. 

“ICs because Joe Levine [the produc 
сї] owes me three and a half million 
bucks.” 

Literature and money: All that money 
was owed to Robbins in deferred pay- 
ments for such films as The Carpetbag- 


gers nturers (then being 
filmed in Rome). Levine's Avco-Embasy) 
firm ned to produce the film 


version of The Inhevitors, the novel Rob- 
bins was supposed to be finishing. 

Robbins guarantee for w 
Inheritors—the third book of his Holly- 
wood trilogy. whose first two. volumes 
were The Dream Merchants and The 
Carpetbaggers—was 51,100,000. Another 
deferred-payment time capsule had lately 
been filled with money and buried for 
hima $1,000,000 амес for The 
Survivors, the TV series stum 
‘Turner and George Hamilton 
sister-and-brother owners of a swinging 
private investment nk. The terms of 
this agreement are particularly interest- 
ing. Robbins’ only obligation was to write 
ге sketch of characters and 

ries might use. Humbler writ- 
ers would hack out the actual scripts. 


= 


а 


Once he had finished the sketch to his 
own satisfaction. the TV people owed 
him the $1,000,000. What they did with 
the sketch was their problem. (It is no 
small problem; the series must be a very 
large success or there will be no hope of 
earning back Robbins’ fee and the h 
production costs. On the other hand, if 
it is successful enough to run a second 
year, the producers must go back to 
Robbins for material. Another 100 p. 
another $1,000,000.) 

The Harold Robbins Co., as Robbins 
is known to the Internal Revenue Serv- 
ice, is involved in а great many other 
projects. One is a film of Stiletto, an 
Robbins bout a li 
assassin. Another is a filming of his 
book 79 Park Avenue, a bad novel that 
ends with the true-blue istant D. A. 
putting his childhood sweetheart in jail 
for three to five (she had been raped by 
her stepfather while still a child and 
had, therefore, gone wrong and become 
the biggest callgirl madam in Manha 
nd the sweetheart saying it's not 
too latc. Mike, ГИ be out іп a couple of 
ıd Mike saying mo, you can't 
the clock back, and Tater, after she 
is carted away, a little yellow-haired girl 
coming to him—her daughter, his 
tcr—and saying, I'm Michele; Mother 
said 1 was to stay with you for a while. 
Robbins himself is going to direct this 
one, to make sure that it is done right. 
With any luck, it should get at least a 
75-percent rating on the Robbins scale of 
scrcenable sex. He rates The Carpetbag- 
gers flick at “about fifteen percent. of 
what 1 wanted,” and The Adventurers at 
about 25 percent, 

Also, said Robbins, looking me right 
in the eye, he wants 10 do а Broad 
musical, with “E can't tell you, but he's a 
very big composer, the biggest,’ 
the music. 

Nevertheless, 


ages; 


novel 


si 


aid, "The books are 
what is important." He fecls he does well 
because his characters "illustrate the way 
we are now.” They are not. completely 
realistic, because “they do more than one 
man could do. But they face the moral 
choices that a pressurized society is con- 
stantly shoving 

He went to his limita- 
tions: "A iy of your modem 
writers, they do the plot first and BH in 
the people. 1 do the exact opposite. I 
don't get great story ideas. If 1 had 
ent at thinking up plots, I'd 
test writer in the world." He 
g about Irving W: 
Washington Irving. 

His face closed and his voice took on a 
guarded tone as he said no, he did not 
draw his characters from real celebrities, 
But Where Love Has Gone was an al- 
most exact parallel, wasn't it, of the 19 
Killing in which Cheryl Crane, Lana 


on, 


пуй 


lace, not 


4 Y o 
“We and our 
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real good thing... 
a real good 
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Turner's daughter, stabbed Johnny Stom- 
то, Lana's boyfriend? except t 

à version. had the mother d 
and the girl taking 


the 
me, because she was too young to get 


the death penalty. 

Robbins looked sulky. "Lana didn't 
think so. Would she be in my TV show 
if she did? 1 did research in San Francis- 
co. There were ele cases the same 
ike that. You just happen to know 
He said this in a perfunctory way; 
an old complaint, not provable 
but not disprovable. Then his voice took 
color: "You know why I wrote that 
book? The father, you know he can't sce 
his daughter by court order; and ten 
т, she's sleeping with this guy 
and then he's stabbed. Well, I was di. 
vored from my wife and I wasn't ak 
lowed to see my baby daughter Caryn 
then, and I kept wondering what if 1 
can't see her for ten or twelve years, 
what's she going to think of me? What 
would happen to her?” 


Robbins, who had been dissembling 
(as it seemed to me), now believ- 
able. Caught in a painful tion, he 
had indulged his outrage with a pitcous- 
ly imagined melodrama: the father (true- 
blue old) finally allowed, after а 
doren year, to visit his daughter, by 
now a fallen woman accused of bloody 
murder, and the da er sullenly refus- 
ing to listen to the reasons for his long 
absence. Two hearts broken, two lives 
cruelly blighted. . . . Was there a 19th 
Century lady novelist le Robbins, 
trying to get out? 

‘This line of speculation, although 
tempting, was cut olf as Robbins said 
unexpectedly that he liked John Updike 
as well as any of the current novelists. 
"No book in particular, just his writing." 
Updike, he said, had a chance to become 
John O'Hara. (Not a fashion- 
ent, because the old John 
s valued less highly than he 
should be, but a shrewd one.) He hadn't 


“That does it. No more Christmas parties 
until this place is [ully automated." 


anything, you should be 
and it wasn't funny. 

He has never pretended to be funny, 
and it is clear to a listener that Robbins 
thinks his books have something to 
Later he produced, solemnly, the 
the best novel 
settle interviewers. I did not respond 
and there was a s - Then he 
cocked his head to on 
little grin and said, 


Its a gag with me.” 
Life and hard times: Whores, car 
Advianna’s swimming and his position 
a social novelist could snap Robbins 
briefly out of the haze of nicotine starva- 
tion. His past, although gaudy, could not. 
He listened to questions, but his a 
drifted into silence after а few words. 
The gruns and sentence fragments 
fitted 1 с Robbins w: 
s Harold 
in Ne 
Hell's Kitchen slum. He was 
lopted by a Jewish family named Ru- 
bin and tock their name (Rubin was his 


swe! 


legal name until 1967). He liked the 
Rubins but r iy at 15 join the 
ason he seems not to 


have mentioned the Navy episode to 
other interviewers). At 17, he was kicked 
out of the Navy because he was under- 
ge. Back in New York, he worked a 
bookic's ru ıd derked in a grocery 
store. The stores buying methods and 
inventory control were sloppy and Rob- 
bins took charge. He saved а few hun- 
dred dollars [vom his carnings, bought 
old open-cockpit Waco and took fly- 
ing lessons. Using what he had learned 
about the economics of the grocery busi- 
ness, he would fly South into the Caro ina 
farm country, land beside a farmer's corr 
field and buy the crop (“aly 
qua is down, for ship- 
ment to New York wholesalers He n 
enough money, he said. to move to a pent- 
house on Central Park South and to go 
bankrupt for over $1.000.000. Ri 
cor 


a 


р Tor $485 a hundred pounds. President 
Roosevelt then froze the price at $4.65 
and Robbins was wiped ou 

Then Robbins went 


He was 23. 

nto the movies, 
job as shippin, 
house of Universal Pic 
tures in New York. Before he was 30, he 
a vice-president of the Universal 
Company, running the firm’s budget and 
tical department. He read the bad 
novels Universal was buying to turn 
celluloid, decided he could do better and, 
by 1948, had sold a half bad novel titled 
Never Love a Stranger to Alfred Knopf. 
(It is about a tough, decent Depression 
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kid forced by an uncaring world to be- 
come king of the gamblers. Everyone 
assumed when the book came out that it 
was about the gambling boss Frank Cos- 
tello. Half right, at a guess—the book 
ho a misty appreciation of Harold 
Kane. Robbins split his character's name 
down the middle, calling him Frankie 
Kane.) 

From this point, Robbins history can 
be read in Joe Levine's checkbook 

Except for ihe murky bits. Was it true, 
for instance, that he had spent three 
months among the bandits in the Colom- 
bian mountains, doing researdi for The 
Adventurers? 

“Yeah,” said Robbins, standing beside 
his swimming pool and patting his bath- 
ing suit for cigarettes that weren't in the 
pockets that weren't there, 


This sort of thing might have gone on 
for six more weeks, except that Robbins 
left Cannes for а couple of days. 1 should 
have left, гоо, because I had given up on 
Robbins, but his Britishers had left me 
without strength to pack. I did what any 
other healthy male citizen would do 
when left to himself i nouS resort 
full of wonders aud delights, untied biki 
ni tops, bus toms, waterskiing lessons, 
darling little shops and interesting water- 
front restaurants. 1 stayed in my hotel 
room with a stack of Harold Robbins 
novels. 

A day and a half kuer, I got off the 
bed, shaved feebly, called the airport and 
wrote a note to Robbins, saying I would 
not be troubling him anymore. I had the 
answer to Bernard Geis’ problem. 


Does anyone remember the ohl por 
nography, the sexual kind? What fun it 
was! It is по good talking about it to 
the young—it is a vanished innocence. 
like tally pulling, and it is corny to 
them. Apollinaire himself could not write 
pornography tod. 
ke a reader squ 
g of Jiterature’s strongest. taboo, 
taboo to break. 
ppens, did not br 
the sexual taboo, even in the pri 
of the s and Fifties, when he 
had the chance. He has always been а 


(c For 


use of sex. His novels have never been i 
legal trouble. The early books conta 
по more onstage sex than The Scarlet 
Letler does; and by the time he wrote 
The Carpetbaggers (1961) 
venturers (1966), was 
chorcograph a sexual intricacy too offen- 
sive to print. Robbins kept up with the 
times, but he did not lead them; a 


of Updikes Couples 
Portnoy's Complaint, the raciness of The 
Adventurers seems slightly stodgy, like 


242 the chrome on а 1966 car. 


Yet Robbins sells books as if he had 
invented voyeurism, Discount the stand- 
ard sexviolence money-power formul 
every hack turns the s ps. Discount 
the non-Lanas and non-Rubirosis, who 
e merely author's aids. (It is easier and 
ve minor pants to memi 
a Kennedylike family, as Robbins docs 
The Adventurers, than 10 go 10 the 
trouble of inventing wholly fictional 
Characters. But it is doubtful that the 
readers care а damn.) 

Is anything left? 

A science-fiction writer with а sour 
alfection for irony once postulated a soci- 
ety much like our own, except that sex- 
ts and the elimination of body 
wastes were conducted casually, in thc 
open, while cating was a matter of deep 
shame and was done in private. In such 
a world, an author who described the 
secret slide of the tongue over the sweet 
m cone 


surface of a maple-nut iceerea 
would be thought deliciously n. 


Assume for the moment that. Robb 
is on 10 something of this kind. and 
consider the character of Jennie Denton, 


the bad girl of The Carpetbuggers. Y 
most horrific sex scene is the one in 
which she pours good champagne ov 
Hollywood. producer, who is sitting in 
bathtub in his skin, and then commits 
what was once called an unnatural act 
Whoopee, But the development of 
Jennies character is more interesting 
and, unlike the celebrated sex turn, it 


could only have been written by Rob- 

s. As а young girl, Jennie is good and 
decent, Naturally (im. Robbins’ world), 
this means that she will be gang-raped 


and will store up bitter hurts that lead 
her to abandon her nur 
take up prostitution. 
profession, she falls deeply and truly iu 
love with a good man who want (o 
rry her But it to be. Fue 
strikes down her happiness and, in s 
row that contains the beginnings of true 
becomes (what else?) a nun. 

the soit of thing, clderly 
like to read while nibbling solt-centa 
chocolates and dabbing at their eyes with 
skies. What is it doing in "a realistic, 
thless, outspoken novel of men 
always take more than 
aperback cover blurb 
describes The Corpelbaggers? 

The fact is that Robbins is the mos 


and 


s not 


lies 


literature, He loves pl . lovers 
reconciled after bitter yea 
tion, praveside scenes with rueful n 
logs by the dead, fathers sternly banishing 
beloved sous, strong men сам down by 
destiny, crooks in whose stunted souls 
sparks of decency persist, just deserts for 
ай villains, commercial lad 

el 


is to say it as baldly as convention 
permits, а s*nt*m?ni*l*st. 

Here is part of a death scene, plucked 
with rubber gloves from one of Robbins’ 
novels: “There was a sudden loving 
warmth. around me, ‘Rest then, Danny 
Fisher” the voice said softly. . . .” 
(Tough, cynical but basically true-blue 
Danny Fisher has just been submachine: 
gunned, and Death is whispering to 
him.) "'Give yourself up (o the quiet, 
peaceful dark and do not be afraid. I's 
just like going to sleep. 1 reached out 
confidently toward the dark. It was a 
friendly. loving kind of dark and in it I 
found the warmth and love of all I ever 
knew, 

This is raw stuff, not to be left where 
the baby sitter might find it. If it 
pornography, the word has no m 
Stm*m*m*l*ty is totally Io. 
онг century's standards and, in 
ture, it has no admitted. defenders. I is 
taboo. There are а few пу novelists, 
such ih Baldwin Taylor. Cald 
well, who write s*nt*m*nt*l sl*sh for 
ny audience, but the mind's eye 
averts itself from their crimes 

Yet society's wickedness does not seem 
to decline from century 10 cemtury— 
there are always cilizens whose tensions 
lead. them to seck political office or mate 
with ostriches—and. it is reasonable to 
hypothesize that a need for soft-center 
fiction is not only being felt but met. It 
perfectly clear, once the 
to the idea, that Robbins 
sl*sh. 

1 


¢ t0 think he does not realize what 
he is doing have, after all, dried my- 
self with the man's beach towel—but 
there is no question that he is doing it 
How he has escaped detection till now is 
no mystery. Book reviewers, like secre- 
taries of stare, fight the battles of 20 
years ago, and they are still flustered by 
sex. Readers must preserve their sell- 
respect, and they pretend (o themselves 
that what they like is the six-year-old boy 
slicing up bandolero rapists with a 
chine gun and the ostridies or 
equivalent in сусту chapter, It is 
neces 
r 
and Fat Cat dying hand 
talk met gull аро 
through the mountains. 
Now that the secret is out—Robbins is 
a twodisted Faith Bald I imagine 
d Geis won't waste any time 
g on the phone to Slavitt. 1 su 
retool, so 10 speak, 


not 
ry for them to admit that what 
ly brings оп the hot sweats is Dax 


d, as they 
ag safely 


phori 


If he docs, he's going 10 make а lot of 
money. TI may be a little sticky 
when his kids find out what their father 
does for a 1 then, new reporters’ 
chikhen don" brag much, either. 


bi 
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The surplus commodities were stored in 
per bags that were infested with 
rats insect 

A few of the shacks had ing 
ter, but almost none had toilet facilities. 
Olten there were no outhouses, either; 
only open sewers and stagnant pools of 
water surrounded the dwellings. The 
shacks, worth possibly S35 as firewood, 
were usually windowless and inundated 
with the odor of w emanated 
from cracks in the floors and walls. There 
was usually no table and the little food 
available was caten by hand out of a bowl 
or from a newspaper on the floor. There 
was also the almost unbearable stench of 
decomposed food in the cracks of the 
creaking Moor. 

Most of the children did not have 
shoes or adequate clothing to attend 
school. In onc situation. brought to the 
committee's attention, five of the nine 
children i family were too filthy to get 
near ог to touch. They had gone un- 
washed for so long th 
legs were a bluegray c 
neth L. Dean, executive director of the 
Mississippi Council on Hu 
tions, who described some of the family 
rcumstances to us, said: “Thi 
too poor to particip 
poverty program. This type of 
represents hunger at its worst.” 

The adults in these families, М 
1, often “are of such a destroyed men 

physical and emotional state that 
they are incapable of caring for cither 
themselves or their offspring. They are 
barely communicative. Some of 


sa 
tal, 


these 
people have been destroyed to the extent 
that they fluctuate between the human 
nd the subhuman level. like 
other community workers the committee 


heard in Mi i, attributed these 
conditions part to the many 
years in which Negroes were considered 


by many whites to be 
below the human level. 
“It is this kind of past" Mr. Dean 
testified, “that has produced this middle- 
aged Negro woman, whose only pleasure 
those brief moments of free 
expression in sex relations with a par- 
tially destroyed male who also has a 
ior that has developed 
This wom 
tellectual, emotional 
nd social dimensions of personality de- 
nied development, has been reduced to 
the condition of primitive man and can- 
not be condemned for failing to appre- 
ciate or recognize the social norms of the 


just а shade 


The hearing in Mississippi also provid- 
ed me with substantial evidence that the 
combination of state welfare programs 
and Federal food programs had made 
little headway against extreme conditions 
on and backwardness. The 


erage monthly welfare 
atherless family of four in Missi 
we learned, was between $50 and 
Out of this, the mother would have to 
pay all family costs, including rent, u 
ties (И there were medical bills 


y). transportation (if any public 
serviced her and clothin 
Rarcly was there enough. money left over 
to provide the family with sufficient food 
for a full and balanced diet. 

Mississippi was—and still is—the only 
state in the nation to have a Federal 
food-assistance program in every county. 
But the severe hardships faced by the 
poor were, nevertheless, compounded, be- 
cause most of the counties had. switched, 
or were in the process of switching, from 
the free commodities to the pay-as-you-go 
food-stamp program. 

This led me to 
witnesses, Miss Mar 
lawyer who was worl 
counsel to the NAA Legal Defense 
Fund, this question: "Is there any feel- 
ing that counties have switched to food 


sk one of the key 
Wright, a black 
ng in Mississippi as 


stamps in order to pressure the very 
Negros who needed free [ood the 
most?" Miss Wright replied: "That's 


right, Senator Javits. And many people 
do feel, too, that it's part of an overall 
state policy to not respond to the over- 
whelming need in the delta in order to 
force these Negroes out because they 
don't want them here." She said there 
was a drastic drop im the number of 
food-assistance recipients as a result of 
switches [rom commodities to food stamps. 
She gave as an example Jones County, 
which 17,500 people had been get 
commodities but only 4700 were getting 
food stamps—a decrease of nearly 13.000 
—alter the county switched programs. 
‘The reasons for the sharp drop, she said, 
were either that needy families could not 
scrape enough money together to purchase 
all the stamps, once a month as required, 
Or that state welfare officials had made 
it extremely dificult, if not impossible, 
to qualify for eligibility. 

Echoing statements the commiuce was 
to hear from community representatives 
ross the country, Miss Wright said: 
“People are not treated with 
when they go into the welfare office, 
they аге not allowed to be people, aud 
they are investigated and they arc threat- 
ned, and this is a terrible kind of thing 
that has to be stopped.” 

І came away from that Mi 
hearing with several impressions and 
conclusions that were to shape my think- 
ing on the hunger problem the 
months to all, needy 
people were not getting enough to ca 
because the Federal food programs were 
not reaching them. The problem seemed 
to be a combination of local disinterest 


come. First of 


a combination 
that might have been tolerable as just 
another bureaucratic muddle if people 
were not starving in the process. 
urthermore, from a practical stand- 
point, food stamps were beyond the 
ns of destitute families, id those 
who could afford them usually ran out of 
food before the end of the month. On 
the average, six dollars in stamps buys 
ten dollars worth of food, but the value 
of a of stamps never 
approaches the $120 that the Dep. 
ment of Agriculture says is the minimum 
a family of four must spend each month 
to achieve a balanced diet. As far as 
commodities were concerned, not only 
did the $22.20 worth of food a month for 
a family of four fail to provide a bal- 
anced diet but commodities, like the 
food purchased with stamps, did not last 
a month, Also, the month's supply of 
commodities was too heavy for mos 
ilies to carry from distribution centers, 
so families either had to hire ог borrow 
transportation or do without all the food 
to which they were entitled. 

It was clear, then, that some quick 
Federal remedies were needed in Missis- 
sippi that would also apply to other 
arcas of the nation that faced. problems 
of hunger. There was a dire need for 
free food stamps for those families that 
didn't have the money to pay for any. 
There was also a need to get commod 
tics into those areas where people, for 
whatever reason, had no food. In other 
words, the law had to be changed to 
permit the distribution of stamps and 
commodities at the same time in the 
same area. Also, Federal authorities had 
to be authorized to bypass local govern- 
ment when it became clear that people 
were not getting food because local 
officials were not cooperating with the 
Federal programs. Finally, there was a 
real question as to whether the food- 
assistance programs would ever meet the 
nutritional needs of the poor if they 
continued to be administered by the De- 
partment of Agriculture, whose m. 
concern is with Eum surpluses, land uti- 
lization and supporting farm prices. Ob- 
y. if Mississippi taught us anythi 
it taught us that the Federal food pro- 
grams were a matter of life and death— 

y а means of helping the Gov- 
ment dispose of farm surpluses. 
If there were any lingering doubts of 


the seriousness of the conditions in Missi 
sippi, and what it implied for other 
impove of the 

were dispelled by the report of 


inent doctors, who, alter 
dren in rural Mississippi, wrote: "We 
found it hard to believe we were e 
ng American children of the 
Century." In their report, "Children in 
Mississippi," they cited case after case of 
children suffering mental and phy 
retardation because they came from the 
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Our new portable cans have been attracting 
so much attention lately they were getting too 
big for their half-pint size. That's why we de- 
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wombs of mothers who were unable to 
provide them with nourishing foods. 
The doctors reported “obvious evi 
dence of severe SIUE THO i 
jury to the body's 
bones and skin, as well as s 
psychelogical state of fatigue, listlessness 
and ех! 1." They related a horror 
story of anemic, diseased, parasite-ridden 
children—who cried in pain at the gen- 
tle touch of а physicians hand, who 
moved their arms and legs with the ago- 
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ed ellort of a 70-year-old man sul- 
fering from crippling arthritis and who 


were beyond medical asistance beca 
they did not get enough to cat. 
doctors reported finding not malnutri- 
tion but children suffering and dyi 
from hunger and disease that they said 
is exactly what ‘starvation’ means” In 
conclusion, they declared: "It is unbe- 
lievable to us that a ma i 
ours, with all its technical 
resources, has to permit thousands 
thousands of children to go hı 
and die g ture deaths.” 
Even then-Secretary of Agriculture Or- 
ville Freeman sent the commitee а de- 
partmental memo that reported evidence 
of malnutrition and hunger, of families 
without jobs who could not buy food 
ause they had no income, and 
1 for better ceru pro- 
cedures for food recipients. He said that 
уой of cotton fieldworkers, re- 
ng from rapid mechanization by Tand- 
owners who balked at paying Ше new 
onedollar minimum wage. had resulted 
in 40,000 to 60,000 people unemployed 
in the delta 
Secretary Freeman's response to 
ds by me and other subcommittee 
members for immediate remedial action 
Mississippi served only to point up 
the Department of Agriculture's tradi- 
tional inability to recognize or react to 
the emergency of unchecked hunger. This 
became painfully ck а subcommittee 
hearing nearly three months after our 
trip v Mississippi. Responding to some 
heated and persistent questioning by me, 
Secretary Freeman doggedly refused to 
n emergency in Mississippi 
action "would make no 
difference as such and would not authorize 
the Secretary of Agriculture to do any- 
thing he cannot do now in Mississippi 
g done now in 


Contrary to th 


legal opinion of the 


subcommittee, Secretary Freeman con- 
tended that his emergency powers under 


the law did not permit him to issue free 
food stamps. He ordered instead th 
minimum price of the stamps be red 
in Mississippi from two dollars to 
cents per person, even though he conced- 
ed that some families were so destitute 
that they would not be able to find 
money even to pay so low а price—they 
246 just had no cash at all. 


"The tragic implications of the Depart- 
ment of Agriculture’s position under Sec- 
retary Freeman became clear last March. 
when rhe Nixon Administration's new 
Secretary of Agriculune, Clifford Hardin, 
simply signed an order for the issuance 
of free food stamps in two impoverished 
ral counties im South Carolina. Mr. 
din, who ako has made import 
arides in initiating food-stamp programs 
in counties that still olfered no food 
programs and in establishing supplemen- 
tal feeding programs in areas where food 
ave proved insuflicient, shows 
m of not being a traditionalist. 
ain problems are the same as 
those of the department under Secretary 
Freeman: sufficient, funds. to 
br 


lack of 


Му depart- 
menta ШҮ icy that gives such pri- 
ity to management of th ү 


nation's 
food surpluses that the fortifying and dis- 
tribution of these surpluses to the poor 
may be sullering in the process. 


The Nixon Administration at first 
seemed content merely to place a high 
priority on initiatives to get current 


programs to operate more efficiently. 
There was an apparent. reluctance—even 
«mong some of the closest advisors of the 
Presidemt—to spend the large sums need- 
ed to get these programs to the poor and 
to educate them on the basics of a bal- 
ced diet. The Nixon budget followed 
precedent by providing more than three 
billion dollars for farm 
programs aud only 5739,000,000 for fami- 
ly food programs—or, as The New York 
Times so aptly put it —"more than fou 
times аз much to make food scarce as to 
make it available 

But then in May, the President, in a 
historic humanitarian action, announced. 
that he planned to wage an aggressive 
campaign against hunger, a i 
that would cost an additio! 
lion dollars à year. 

Under President Nixon's plan, there 
would be 5610,000,000 spent the first year 
and one billion dollars each year there- 
alter, to augment and improve the present 
food-assistance ms 1, and other 
Senators long concerned with the hunger 
problem, still had to express doubt that 
even these addi 
adequate t0 guarantee every poor fami 
ly, no matter how modest its means, a 
diet that meets the mi m Federa 
nutritional standards. The Se lost 
liule time in following up on the Ad 
ministraüon's action. by voting to boost 
the authorization for the food stamp pro- 
gram to $75,000,000 in the coming fis 
cab year—more than double last year's 
530.000.000 and 5140,000,000 more than 
asked by the Nixon Administration. 

But money is only one of the answers 
to how (o establish. an effective nation- 
wide food-assistance program. If the Fed- 
l Government is to continue using 


pro 


ate 


local officials to administer its programs, 
there must be a major effort to ensure 
that those officials ave concerned with 
the needs and the problems of the poor 
and will exercise their authority as con 

templated by Federal law and policy. It 
is not only in Mississippi that vou find 
local officials who resist these programs 
more than they ad ister them. 

The CBS television report Hunger in 
America, which did so much to arousc 
public concern when it was broadcast in 
May 1968, showed San Antonio, Texas, 
County Commissioner A. J. Plock being 
asked about hunger in his communit 
Plock replied: "Well, why are they not 
getting enough food? Because the father 
won't work and I mean won't work. If 
they won't work, do you expect the tax 
payer to raise all the kids? First, let's do 
something with their daddies and then, 
yes, take care of the kids.” Commissioner 
Plock is just one of thousands of public 
ollicials across the country who feel that 
way. 10 is incredible that innocent chil- 
dren are to be held responsible for the 
sins" of their fathers. 

Referring to the migrant workers who 
live in squalid shacks rivaling those I saw 
in Mississippi, one Collier County, Flori- 
d : “They're 
not Collier County people. They're Fed- 
eral people." Apparently, the fact that 
these outsiders made it possible for the 
county to harvest its $40,000,000 citru 
crop did not earn them recognition, much 
less a living wage. 

Even in Wash 
food-stamp appl 


official told the commi 


ngton, D.C., I heard 
anm complain about 
the difficulty in getting certified. But the 
complaints at the certification center I 
ted did not deal with any hostility 
or abusiveness on the part of officials 
involved. but, rather, with long delays. 
When I arrived at ten At, there were 
more than 100 applicants waiting to be 
procesed by six clerks—a process th 
involves a 43-minute interview. Ma 
people were resigned to co 
next day. There is really no excuse for 
such delays, especially in Washington, 
where even now the food-stamp program 
fails to serve three quarters of the 
122,000 persons eligible for assistance. 
And let there be no mistake that hun- 
ger ks the ghettos of Washington, just 
it does in New York Ci 
Chicago's West Side, Los Angeles’ Watts 
and Boston's Roxbury. Not the blatant, 
bizarre sort of hunger that you 
the putrid wastes of rural poverty 
but it is still the insidious malnutrition 
that is bred of the hope! of poverty 
amid plenty, the n n that saps 
the energy and ion of adults and. 
leaves children 
On 
Columbia Road section of Washington, 
where one of the nation's worst urban 
riots raged only а year carlicr, after the 


less 
tour through tenements 


assassination of the Reverend Martin Lu- 
ther King. I visited the cramped. stufly, 
ratplagued apartment of Mrs, Florence 
Spain. She had four children and a dis- 
abled husband, and her only sowce of 
income was a SI3La-month welfare check 
Ош of that 5131, Mrs. Spain was sup 
posed to pay $80 а month rent and 510 Гот 
food stamps that entitled her to 578 worth 
of groceries. That left her S11 to p 
her husband's medicines, the electric a 
gas bills, clothing and shoes for her chil- 
dren and the monthly installment on the 
12-inch television set that no onc was 
watching in the living room. That month, 
however, Mrs. Spain did not have enough 
cash left over to buy food stamps. 

I asked Mrs. Spain what she had for 
breakfast 

‘Had no breakfast,” she replied. 
asked what she'd had for lunch. 
Had no lunch,” she replied. 

How about dinner?" I asked. 

She replied: "Don't know about. din- 
ner. Maybe some neck bones, potatoes 
and gris" She said her children get 
lunch at school under the Federal school- 
lunch program. She told me that the fam- 
ily table hadn't seen beef in eight or nine 
months, pork chops in а year. 
їз really hard, you know," Mrs. 
Spain said. 


The fight ag; 
the Nixon Ad 


inst hunger has presented 
nistration with an op 


portunity to win a dramatic batile in the 
War on Poverty. Happily, the Administra- 
tion appears to have seized the opportu- 
nity, and the shame of hunger may yet 
provide the catalyst for wa 
war on poverty on ай fronts. 

The Administration has already taken 
jor step toward reforming the ov 
ll welfare system. In his ad 
nation last summer, the Presi 
the dithcult process of moving away from 
the present inequitable and deg 
system. In his subsequent mess: 
Congress, he charted a course for the Fed 
al Government to adopt minimum wel 
fare standards throughout the nation and 
to pay a share of the resulting higher 
payments in states that truly cannot afford 
pimums are only а 
still inadequate to 
eeds of the nation's 
poor and the fiscal needs of the states and 
localities that carry the greatest burdens. 

Indeed, the proposed Federal minimum 
of $1600 annually for a family of four 
would barely cover the food budgets of 
the poorest families, leaving litule—if any- 
thing at all—to cover other such basic 
costs as shelter. clothing and transport; 
tion. The President's plan now favors the 
states doing the least on their own and 
penalizes the states, such as New York, 
that are doing more than their share 10 
help the poor. But with adequate funding 
by Congress, the President's proposal for 


nd are 


establishing national minimum welfare 
standards would go a long way toward 
ending the exodus of the poor from rural 
reas where welfare payments are shock- 
ingly low to the cities where assistance is 
ned at more enlightened 


n has show 
self bold enough to overcome the vicious 
and degrading stereotypes of poverty. Its 
welfare proposal, for example, requires 
that assistance programs be available to all 
impoverished families. including those 
that have a man in the house. No longer 
would able-bodied men be encouraged or 
compelled to abandon their families so 
that their wives and children could qualify 
for welfare assistance. No longer would 
be fed Dom receiving 
assistance if the head of the house were 
able to find work and yet were unable to 
maint family at a subsistence level. 
there must be an assured 
пиш income for the poor—eithe 
through а reverse income tax or through 
income maintenance by family allowance 
—bur always with incentives to work, 
to educate oneself, to lift oneself out of 
the degradation and hopelessness of pov- 
erty. Such a drastic step cannot be taken 
in а vacuum. There must, at the same 
time, be an allout eflort to provide ade- 
quate and effective vocational training, to 
provide Federal incentives for improving 
education in our ghettos and rural poverty 


qual 
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"I hate for this moment to end, but we 
mustn't monopolize the mistletoe,” 


reas and to provide sufficient day-care 
centers so that welfare mothers—ncarly 
1.000.000 of them without husbands to 
provide for them—can have the oppor- 
tunity to work while their children are 
properly supervised. 

Such a multifaceted Federal drive to 
climinate poverty should not be hampered 
by state laws and regulations that mig 
inhibit its effectiveness. For poverty is 
truly national in scope and no one region 
should be so blind as to selfishly dispose of 
i s it sees fit, at the expense of 
tation 
1 ingredient in the 


Another 
drive to eliminate poverty is to bring 


essent. 


€ health сате within the reach of 


дсди 


capacity for the cure and prevention of 
ness and disease has never been greater. 
Yet, our ability to deliver needed health 
services at a reasonable cost 
vide for the most basic phy 
never been more in doubt. This crisis is 
evidenced by skyrocketing health costs, 
by marked shortages of doctors and other 
health personnel and by seriously 
quate, obsolete and outmoded he: 
facilities, 

In a bill I am prep. 
tion this year, | propose a u 


The medical costs ot indigent and. depend- 
ent persons would be covered by Federal, 
d local governments, but the costs 
ast majority of Americans would 
ced by employer-employee: con- 
tributions. There would be freedom of 
choice among competing plans, but. par- 
icipation in a plan would be compulsory. 
At the very heart of the system would be 
the requirement that each plan. provide 
complete health care. and that each plan 
submit itself to realistic cost controls 
overseen by government health agencies. 
Thus, everyone, regardless of how much 
he earns or where he lives. would be en- 
titled to adequate medical care. 
The ultimate elimination of poverty— 
id 1 am convinced that it can be elimi- 
cd—will cost billions of dollars. But 
for a meaningful and productive start, the 
Bureau of the Budget has estimated that 
for an additional one and one half bil- 
lion to two billion dollars a year, all the 
nation’s poor could be quickly reached 
by the Feder, ssistance programs. 
‘This is considerably more than the three 
quaners of a billion dollars now being 
spent on food efforts: but it is a fraction 
of the 8O-billion-dollar defense budget 
and even less than the four billion dollars 
now set aside for the space program. 
What 1 am suggesting now is that a 
new set of national pr s is called for 
—one that balances internal needs with 
the requirements of its external security. 
At the very least, we must move ahead 


to provide free food stamps to the poor- 
est of our nation’s poor and to lower 
the price of stamps for those who can 
barely afford them now. There can be no 
Justification in continuing to compel the 
poor to pay half to three quarters of 


their income for food, while the ave 
family in our nation pays les than a 
fifth. Furthermore, the value of the 


stamps should be increased to pe 
least the minimum level of buying that 
the Department of Agriculture says a 
family must do to Keep all its members 
well nourished. Also, extra value should 
be given to stamps that are used to buy 
special enriched foods. The cost of this 
program would be under two billion 
dollars—a small price for our nation to 
pay to climinate the hunger in its midst. 

To make such a program work ей. 
Gently, and in a manner that upholds 
the human dignity of the nt, there 
must be some basic reforms in the food- 
mp program, There should be, for 
mple, a computerized system of pre 
paring and mailing the foodstamp œu- 
pons, in much the same way that Social 
Security and welfare checks are now d 


cont 


muing the demeaning practice of 
requiring food-stamp recipients 10 report 
cach month, often at relatively great 
travel cost, for what must seem to n 

dole grudgingly handed out by an in- 
sensitive bureaucrat. Also, the use of food 
stamps should be extended to permit the 
purchase of such essential nonfood prod- 
ucts as soap, toilet tissue and other items 
for home and personal hygiene. 

lt is also essential to provide Fed- 
eral incentives including demonstration 
grants—for developing. nutrition-edu, 
ion cunriculums and techniques to make 
clear to parents and children alike what 
goes into nced diet. But education 
is not enough for expectant mothers. 
They must also have milk, fortified foods 
nd vitamins, to ensure against mental 
their offspring. And the 
supply of these nutriments must be 
tended to the newborn as well. For 
school children from poverty areas, there 
should be a free schoollunch program to 
replace the payasyougo program that 
now reaches mostly children in middle- 
dass neighborhoods 

It is important to stress that the at 
on hunger should not be 
Governmental sphere, Food companies, 
for example, should be stimulated—with 
Feder jı if nccessary—to pro- 
duce, package and merchandise fortified 
foods in new lorms—fortilicd soft drinks, 
for cxample—to make them especially 
4 to the poor. 

There is much more, also, that the 
medical profession сап do in fighting the 
rigors of hunger. One of the most star- 
Uing and disturbing revelal 
the Senate hunger hearings thus 


retardation in 


ns before 
was 


that there is a shortage of doctors trained 
to identify and treat malnutrition. Be- 
1 this shortage is a failure of the 
nation’s medical schools to make courses 
on nutrition an int part of tl 
curriculum ог 10 encourage students 10 
make field studies ol malnutrition in 
surrounding poverty arcas. 

АП these proposals are cont 
cither in my bill—the socalled Hei 
Nuuition and Human Needs Bill—or in 
bills of my Senate colleagues. 

Last year, the best that Congress could 
provide was an extra $55,000,000 for the 
schooHunch program. This year, Con- 
gress plans to authorize 5750,000,000 for 
food stamps alone. 

I was particularly gratified that, as this 
issue went to press, the Senate took the 
ve in enacting meaningful hunger 
reform by rejecting the 
of the Senate А, 
favor of a more ambitious bill cospon- 
sored by Senator George McGovern and 
me. Our bill, which was passed by a com- 
fortable 54-to-10 margin, would permit 
the issuing of free food stamps to families 
ng less than 500 a month. It also 
would permit the simultaneous. issuing 
of food stamps 
communities that are shifting from com- 
modities to food stamps or establishing 
food stamps as their first food-assistance 
program 

The McGovern-Javits Bull also gives 
the Federal Government power to bypass 
local authorities who refuse to establish 
а program and run it adequately: at pres- 
ent, there is no national standard. And 
finallj—recognizing that poor families 
should not have to spend а greater per 
centage for food than better-ofl families 
—the bill establishes that no family would 
be required to spend more than опе 
quarter of its income on food stamps. 

a truly historic action by the 
—but one that still must. be du- 
plicated in the House, where resistance 
by the tradition-oriented House Agricul 
ture Committee. poses a major obstacle, 

But there is hope for meaningful 
action in 1970. There is а bipartisan 
determinati ¢ ahead—represent 
vd by Sen chairman of 
the so-called Hunger Committee, by me 
as its ranking Republican member and 
by the President himself. Most impor- 
nt, the public has been aroused as 
never before by the specter of starving 
Ame - A recent national poll attests 
to this, showing seven out of ien Ameri- 
cans favoring free food stamps for the 
э most impoverished citizens, With 
this sort of momentum, hunger in the 
United States may soon be just another 
conquered American frontier, leading the 
way toward the final goal of equal rights 
and equal opportunity for each ci 
his share of the great America 


d commodities in 


overn, 
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DENNIS HOPPER riding high 


AFTER 15 YEARS in the entertainment underground, Dennis Hopper, a onetime Hollywood Wunderki 
33, as director, coauthor and costar of Easy Rider, a painfully honest account of blind intoler 

motoreydists in rural America. A Dodge City, Kansas, product who migrated to the West Coast in his teens, Hopper made 
himself persona non grata at Columbia by talking back to supermogul Harry Cohn; at Warner Bros, he made two films with 
James Dean, who encouraged his drive toward independence; and after Dean's death, Hopper clashed with so many 
directors that he became an untouchable. But he continued to earn a modest living by acting in TV shows; and on the side, 
п addition to getting high, he painted, wrote and became a skilled photographer—in short, practiced all [acets of the directors 
art: “I wanted to be ready if ice ever came.” The chance didn't come until Peter Fonda—who had acted with Hopper 
in The Trip—conceived of Easy Rider. Alter writing it together, with Terry Southern’s help, they started cycling and shooting 
way across the Southwest. The completed film, sent to Cannes, won Hopper top honors for a new director: and back in the 
boxoffice records and inspired a flood of commentary—most of it laudatory. For Hopper, it means that his 
current project, The Last Movie, will have million-dollar backing. Dean's disciple, however, has matured enough to cope with 


“Triumph and disaster,” he says with studied equanimity, “are both impostors, and must be treated al 


NICHOLAS JOHNSON media militant 


“Anmrrioss OF YOUNG PEOPLE all over the country are fed up with corporate profiteering at human expense.” declares 35-у 
Federal Communications Commissioner Nicholas Johnson. Johnson himself is not only fed up but fired up to squ 
between the “media barons” and the public interest: Since June 1966, when he became the youngest appointee in FCC history, 
he has been the most vocal member of that normally reticent regulatory agency. He has battled mediocre programing, censor 
ship, misleading advertising. video violence, centralized control of the networks and rubber-stamp renewals of. broadcasting 
licenses. Predictably. he has been roundly damned by self-interested elements of the communications industry: Broadcasting 
magazine, the industry's most influential journal, has labeled him а troublemaker, a teeny-bopper and a sell-anointed savior 
But the U.S. Junior Chamber of Commerce mi ned Johnson one of the Ten Outstanding Young Men of 1967 for his dedicated 
public service. An honor grad from the University of Texas Law School (1958), he served for one year as law clerk for U 


rold 
counts 


Supreme Court Justice Hugo Black, taught fiw until 1963 at the University of California at Berkeley, then undertook private 
practice until 1964, when he was appointed the youngest head of the U.S. Maritime Administration. Two years later, he was 


offered the FCC post. Thoi 1 only one of seven commissioners, Johnson ably thwarts the traditional lap-dog relationship between 
the ЕСС and the industry it was intended to police. As much asone man can, Nick Johnson is waging his own war on air pollution. 


ROGER P. SONNABEND room at the inns 


IN itis NATIVE BOSTON. Roger P. Sonnabend had long been regarded by the business and social communities as а "good Jew"—he 
didn't make waves. Raised in the WASP tradition, Sonnabend attended. the right schools (Phillips Exeter Academy, MIT, 
Harvard. Business School), served in the Navy and followed his successful father (the late А. M. Sonnabend) into the hotel 
business. But in the past few years. the 41-year-old. president of the Hotel Corporation of America has been rocking the estab- 
lishment’s boat, He doesn’t even look the 
shi 


me: He's lost weight, shed his glasses and grown a beard: and the white buttondown 
onservative ties have been replaced by brightly colored and contemporary Clothes. But Sonnabend 
hay discarded tar more than the businessman's uniform. No longer the conforming nice guy. he's become a vocal critic and 
—a fact dramatically illustrated at H. C. A's 1968 stockholders’ meeting. when he 


ı new course: hiring and training the hard-core unemployed at the rate of 950 a ye: 


s dark vested suits ar 


activist opponent. of racial. discrimination 
committed the corporation te 
150 blacks in executive positi 


ar and placing 


а New York commun 


is within five years. Additionally, H. C. A. is helping y group build and own 
a hotel in Harlem that will be staffed. by neighborhood blacks and Puerto Ricans trained on the job. "Of course,” says Sonni- 
bend, ^H. C. А. cannot De a social cause. But we have to develop a new concept of our responsibilitv—not merely to our stock- 


holders, employees and. customers but a total responsibility. Admittedly, we are just beginning: but at least we have began.” 
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efficient one is invented. One thinks, for 
instance, of the lecture, presumably su- 
perannuated by the invention of mov- 
able type, yet flourishing still after more 
than five centuries of obsolescence. What 
demanded of a medium of communica 
tion when it becomes obsolete is that 

become a form of entertainment, as 
recent developments in radio (the dis 
ppearance, for instance, of all high- 
minded commentators and pretentious 
playwrights) sufficiently indicate. Students 
are well aware of this truth in regard to 
the university lecture, and woe to the 
man who does not know it! 

Even the serious lecture was 
doomed by the technology of the 15th 
Century and the serious church. service 
by the philology of the 18th and 19th, so 
is the serious novel and serious criticism 
by the technology and philology of the 
30th. Like the lecture and the Christian 
church service, the novel's self-awareness 
must now include the perception ol its 
own absurdity, even impossibility. Since 
the serious novel of our time is the art 


novel as practiced by Proust, Mann and 


Joyce and imitated by their epigoni. it i 
that odd blend of poetry, psychology and 
documentation, whose real though not 
always avowed end was to make itself 
canonical, that we must disavow. М 
Arnold may have been qui 
Toresecing the emergence of literature as 


Scripture in a world that was forsaking 
the old-time religion; but the life of the 
new scripture and the new-time religion 
was briefer than he could have guessed. 

Before the Bible ceased to be central 
to the concerns of men in Western socie- 
ty, it had become merely а book among 
others; and this may have misled the 
Arnoldians, who could not believe that a 
me might come when not merely the 
Book ceased to move men but even 
books in general. Such, however, is the 
casc—certainly as far as all books that 
consider themselves am, ie, Scripture 
once removed, are concerned; and for 
this reason, the truly new new novel 
must be antiart as well as anti-serious. 
But this means that it must become more 
like what it was in the beginning, what 
it seemed when Samuel Richardson 
could not be tiken quite seriously and 
what it remained in England until 
Henry James had justified himself as an 
artist, against such self-declared "enter- 
tainers” as Charles Dickens and Robert 
Louis Stevenson: popular, not quite rep- 
utable, a little dangerous, The critical 
interchange on the nature of the novel 
to which James contributed. The Art of 
the Novel and Stevenson 4 Humble Re- 
monstrance memorializes their debate— 
which in the Thirties most reader 
суса h 
James 


“T always think of the eleventh commandment as 


"Thou shall not tax the churches. 


which in the dawning Seventies we are 
not sure about at all, having reached a 
time when Treasure Island seems to be 
more to the point and the heart's delight 
than The Princess Casamassima, 

This popular tradition the 
have understood once (in the days when 
Diderot praised Richardson extravag: 
ly and the Marquis de Sade emu 
him in a dirtier book than the English- 
man dared), but they lost sight of it 
long ago. And certainly the socalled 
nouveau roman is, in its deadly carnest- 
new, almost the opposite of anythi 
truly new, which is to say, anti 

Totally isolated on the recent 
scene is Boris Vian. He is in many ways 
a prototype of the new novelist, though 
he has been dead for over a decade and 
his most characteristic work belongs to 
the years just after World War Two. 
He was, first of all, an imaginary Amer- 
ican ers born in the United 
States must be these days), who found 
himself in opposition to the politics of 
America at the very moment he was most 
completely immersed in its popular cul- 
ture—actually writing a detective novel 
called РИ Spit on Your Grave under the 
pen name Vernon Sullivan but pretend- 
ing that he was only its translator into 
French. By virtue of this peculiar brand 
of mythological Americanism, he man- 
aged to straddle the border, if not quite 
close the gap, between high culture and 
low, belles-lettres апа рор art. On the 
one hand, he was a writer of pop songs 
and a jazz trumpeter much influenced by 
the New Orleans style: and, on the other, 
he was the author of novels in which 
thinly disguised French intellectuals such 
as Jean Paul Sartre and Simone de Beau- 
voir are satirized, But even in his fiction, 
h seems at first glance conve 
ly avantgarde, the characters move 


10- 
ward their [ates through an imaginary 


city whose main thoroughfare 
Boulevard Louis Armstrong. 
Only now has Vian won the 


audience 
he deserved all along, finding it first 


who, like 


their American counterparts, know that. 


among the young of P. 
such a Closing of the gap between elite 
and mass culture is precisely the func 
tion of the novel now. And though most 
of the younger American authors who 
follow a similar course follow it without 
ever having known him, he seems more 
like them than like such eminent i 
Can forerunners as Faulkner or Heming- 
y. Vian, unfortunately, turned to the 
pop novel only for the work of his left 
hand, to which he was not willing even 
to sign his own n 

The young Americans who have suc- 
ceeded Vian, on the other hand, have 
abandoned all concealment; and whe 
they are most themselves, nearest to their 
central concerns, turn frankly to pop 
forms—though not to the detective story, 
which has become hopelessly compromised 


19 


by middle-brow condescension, an affecta- 
ion of college professors and. Presidents. 
‘The forms of the novel that they prefer 
seem now what the hard- 
seemed 10 
fa possible remove 
and avant-garde, the greatest dis- 
tance from inwardness, analysis and pre- 
tension and, therefore, immune to lyricism 
оп the one hand and righteous social 
nentary on the other. It is not com- 
ise by the market place they fear; on 
they choose the genre most 
i exploitation by the mass 
bly, the Western, science fic- 
phy. 

of all is the Western, 


com 
pro 


seemed ro belong exclusively to 
magazines. run-of-the-mill TV series 
clas-B movies—experienced 
ly as myth and entertaim 
than as literature—and its sentime 
has come to possess our mi 
pletely that it can now be m 
Without essential loss by parody. 
and even critical analysis. In a sense, our 
туос been pre 
served in the Western, awaiting the day 
when, no longer believing ourselves in- 
nocent in we could decently return 
to daim it in fantasy. Such а return 


innocence has 


of the Western represents, of course, 
a rejection of laureates of the los of 
innocence such as Henry James and N 


thaniel Hawthorne—those part 
vorites of the Forties who, despite their 
real virtues, turn out to have been too 
committed to the notion of European 
high art to survive as major influences in 
And 


c from our be 
loved Melville (compromised 
by his 1 admirers and the 
countless Ph.D. dissertations they prompt 
ed) and even from Mark Twain. То 
gway. Twain could still seem cen 


n pop in 
he has become ever more remote 

urban, industrialized world. 
Folk art knows and accepts its place in a 
class structured world that pop blows up. 
whatever its avowed intentions. What 
ns is only the possibility 
thing closer to travesty than 
h мече neo-Huck as 
foulmouthed D. J. in Norman М; 
Why Are We in Vieinam?, who, 
wickedly suggested, may really be a black 
joker in Harlem pretending 10 be the 
white refugee from respect 
quite recently, ‘Twain's book itself. has 
been rewritten to please and mock its 
exegetes in. John Seelve's Huck Finn for 
the Critics, which lops off the silly-happy 
ending, the deliverance of Nigger Jim 
which Hemingway never believed), 
nd puts back into the tale the cus- 
ng and sex presumably excised by the 
t authentic part of Samuel Clemens" 
d, as well as the revelation, at long 


“Hi, dear. I just swapped you for some magic beans 


last, that what Huck and Jim were smok- 
ing on the raft was nat tobacco but hemp. 
which is to sty, marijuana. Despite all, 
however, Huck seems for the moment to 
belong not to the childhood we all con- 
inue to live but to th we have left 


Natty Bumppo, on the other hand, 
who dreamed. ori illy in the suburbs 


of New York 


ity and in Р; 
author. Contrary to what 
ved. it is James Fenimore 
Cooper who remains alive, or, rather, 
perhaps not so 
he saw himself as in the form 
Lawrence reim 


„ survives, 


much 
D. H. 
route по Americi. Cooper understood that 


the dream that. does 
building of cities, but a their 
com тй steel environment the com- 
pelling vividness of a waking hallucina- 
the encounter of Old World men 
in the wilderness, the meeting 
isplanted European and the red 
Indian. No wonder Lawrence spoke of 
himself as “kindled by Fenimore Coop 

"The return of the redskin to the cen- 
ter of our art and our deep imagination, 


Ot fade with the 


s we have retraced Lawrence's trip to 


the mythical America, not only is based 
on the revival of the oldest and most 
authentic of American pop forms but 
alo projects certain meanings of our 
lives in terms more metapolitical than 
political, valid as myth rather than as 
history. Writers of Westerns have wad 
tionally taken sides for o st the 


Indians; and unlike the authors of the 
movies that set the kids to cheering at 
the Saturday matinees of the Twenties 
d Thirties, the new novelists have tak- 
clear stand with the red man. In 
this act of mythological renegudism, they 
have not only implicitly declared. them- 
selves enemies of the Chris 
ism but also rejected the act of 
with which our nat 
latest rellection, ре 
in the war in Viet 


haps. is to be found 
m. 


It is impossible to write any Western 
that does not in some sense glorify vio 
lence; but the violence celebrated in the 


white Western is guerrilla violence 
—the sneak attack on civilization as 
practiced first by Geronimo and Cochise 
Kl other Indian warrior chiefs and 
ıe latierly apologized for by Che Gue- 


in the Wote 
ed on a deeper level by 
nostalgia for the tribe—a social organ- 
tion thought of as preferable to both 
the bourgeois family. from which its 
authors come, and the soulless out-of- 
human-scale bureaucratic state, into which 
they ted via schools 
versities. In the end, both the dream of 
violence in the woods and the vision of 
bal life seem juvenile, even infantile. 
But this is precisely the point; for what 
recommends the Western t0 the new 
novelist is pre-eminently its association 
with children and with the kind of books 


new 


iza 
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saperciliously identified with their limited 
and special needs. 

"The legendary Indians h 
to do with art in the trad 
but everything to do with joining boy to 
man, immaturity t0 maturity. They pre- 
side over the closing of the gap that 
aristocratic conceptions of art have opened 
between what fulfills us at 10 or 12 and 
what satisfies us at 50 or 60. 

In light of all this, it is time to look 
in at the much-liscussed immaturity 
ol American literature, at the notorious 


ve nothing 


fact that our Classic books are boys’ 
books, our greatest novels at home in the 
children’s section of libraries; in short, 


that they are all in some sense Westerns 
accounts of an idyllic encounter be- 
1 ad nonwhite in some 
variety of wilderness setting. But sudden- 
ly this fact—once read as а flaw—scems 
evidence of a real advamage, a clue to 
why the gap we now want to close 
opened so late and so unconvincingly in 
American letters. Before Henry James, 
none of our novelists felt himself cut olf 
from the world of magic and wonder; he 


cross our own particular border, the 
frontier, to inhabit a region where adults 
xd children, educated and. uneducated 
amon enchantment. 

nt the plight of. mid- 19th 
h writers, such as Lewis 
voll or Edward Lear or George Mac- 
donald, who had ío pretend that they 
e writing for the nursery in order 10 


Century Eng 


w 
emer the deep wonderland of their 
own imaginations. It makes a difference, 
alter all, whether one thinks of the 
world across the border as faery or 
frontier, Lintasy or history. It has been 
so long since Europeans lived their decp- 
est dreams, but only yesterday for us. And 
this is why even now, when we are at 
last sundezed from those dreams, we can 
vouenaipe without loss of essen 
innocence, be decadent chi 
Indians—be imaginary Americans, all of 
us, whether native to this land or not. 
But to be an American is precisely 10 
а destiny rather than to inherit 
‚эше we have alwa a, insofar 
as we are Americ habi 
of myth rather than of history—and have 
now come to know it. 

In any case, our best writers | 
able to take up the Western again—at 
once playfully and seriously, quite like 
their ancestors who 1 the Revol 
tion th ту by play 


s be 


we been 


ng 


Jndians in deadly earnest and dumpin 
all hat English tea imo the salt sca. 
There are many writers still under 40— 


among them, the most distinguished of 
their generation—who have written new 
Westerns that have found the hearts of 
the young. John Barth's The SorWeed 
Factor represents the beginning of the 
wave that has been cresting ever since 
1960 and that has carried with it not. 
ar contemporaries such as 


Thomas Berger (in Little Big Man), Ken 
Kesey (in One Flew Over the Cuckoo's 
Nest and Sometimes a Great Notion) 
and, most recently, Leonard Cohen (in 
s extraordinarily gross and cl 
Beautiful Losers) but has won over older 
| more established writers such as 
Norman Mailer, whose newest novel, 
Why Are We in Vietnam?, is not a book 
about à war in the East as much as a 
book about the idea of the West. Even 
William Burroughs, expert in drug 
tasies amd homosexual paranoia, keeps 
promising to turn to the genre, though 
so far, he has contented himself with 
science fiction—another pop form, an- 
other way of escaping from personal to 
public or popular myth, of using dreams 
10 close a gap. 

Science fiction does not seem at first 
glance to have an appeal as universal as 
the Western's, at least in book form, 
though perhaps it is too soon to judge: for 
isa very young депте, having found its 
ing and scope (alter tentative 
ss by Jules Verne 
Wells) only after World War Two. At 
point, two things became cle 
that the future was upon us, that the 
pace of technological advance had be- 
come so swilt that a distinction between 
present and future would be harder and 
harder to maint: nd, second, t the 
end of man, by annihilation or muta 
tion, was a real even an immediate 
possibility. But these are the two proper 
subjecis of science fiction: the present 
future and the end of man, not time 
travel nor the penetration of outer space, 
except as they symbolize the former. 

Perhaps only in advanced technolog 
thar also have a tradition of self mi- 
nation and analysis can science fiction 
really flourish, For only in America, Eng 
land and the Soviet Union does the 
novel or postiovel seem 
gh scienceficion cartoon 
strips and comic books, as well as science- 
fuion TV programs and films (where 
the basic imagery is blisstully wed to 
clectrenic music and words are kept to a 
mum) penetrate everywhere, In Eng 
d and America, the prestige and 
fluence of the genie are sulfiGent not only 
10 allure Burroughis (in Nova £x press) but 
alse to provide a model for William Geld- 
ing (in Lord of the Flies), Anthony Bur- 
gos (m The Clockwork Orange) and 
John Barth (whose second major book, 
Giles Goal-Boy, abandoned the Indian 
a favor of the future). 
Quite unlike the Western, which as- 
seris the difference between England and 
America, science caion releas what 
makes the two mutually distrustful com- 
munities one; as testified by a joint eflon 
(am English author, an Amer direc 
for) such as the movie 2001 
Odyssey. M there is still a 
gloSaxon form, it is science fic 
сусп here, the American case i 
different from the English; for only in 


ап 


the United States is there a writer of first 

rank whose preferred mode has been 
from the first science fiction in its un- 
ated pop form. Kurt Vonnegut, ]r.. 
did not begin by making some sort of 
traditional bid lor literary fame aud 
then shift to science fiction, but was so 
dosely identified with that popular, not- 
quite-respectable form from the first th 
the established critics were still ignoring 
him completely at a time when younger 
readers, attuned to the new rhythm of 
events by Marshall McLuhan and Buck- 
minster Fuller, had already made under- 
ground favorites of his The Sirens of 
Titan and Cat's Cradle. That Vonnegut 
now, alter years of neglect, teaches wr 
s American university and 
led in lead reviews in the popular 
press is a tribute not to the critics’ acuity 
but to the powers of the young. 

The revival of pornography is best 
derstood. this context, also; for it, 
like the Western and science fiction, is a 
m of pop art. Since Victorian times, it 
s been the essential form of pop 
the most unredcemable of all kinds of 
subliterature, understood as a sort 
entertainment closer to vice th: 
Many notable recent works of the ge 
have tended to conceal this fact, often 
because the authors themselves 1 


have nied 10 digu 
est morality (Hubert Selby's Last Exit to 
Brooklyn) or parody (Terry Soudi- 
ews Candy). But whatever the author's 
iment, all those writers who have helped 
move porn from the underground to the 
foreground have, in fact, been working 
toward the liquidation of the very con- 
ception of pornography, since the end of 
ат on one side means the end of porn 
on the other, And that end is now in 
sight, in films, pop songs and poetry, but 
especially in the novel, which seemed i 
ly more congenial than later рор 
forms to the sort of private mastunbatery 
reverie that 1 to pornography. 

The stand of heterosexual 
copulation, standardly or “poetically” re- 
corded, seem oddly old-fashioned, even 
little ridiculous: it is fellatio, bu 
elation that we demand in order to 
ne (hat we are reading not love 
A special bene- 
багу of this wend has been Norman 
Mailer, whose first ovel, The Naked 
and the Dead, emulated the dying tradi 
Чоп of the antiwar art novel, with 
occasional obscenities thrown in, presum- 
ably in the interest of verisimilitude. But 
more amd more, Mailer has 
move the obscenity to the center and ihe 
social commentary to the periphery, end- 

g in Why Are We їп Vietnam? with 
an insistence on foul language and an 
obsession with scttology diat are obvious- 
ly ends in themselves, ico. umemitting 
to be felt as merely an assault on old 
fashioned sensibility and taste. And even 
in his earlier pop novel, An American 


be 
stories but. pornography 


come to 
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Dream, which marked his emergence 
from ten years in which he produced no 
major fiction, he had committed himself 
10 porn as a way into the region to 
which his tide alludes: the place where, 
in darkness and filth, all men are alike 
—the Harvard graduate and the reader 
ol the Daily News, joined in fantasies of 
murdering their wives and bupgering 
their maids, To talk of such books in 
terms of Dostoievsky, Certain baffled 
critics have felt obliged to do, is absurd; 
James Bond is more 10 the point. But 10 
confess this would be to conless that the 
old distinctions are по longe 
that critics will have to find 
authority more appropriate to our 
п the outmoded ability to discri 
1€ between high and low. 
Even more disconcertingly than Mail- 
Philip Roth has, with Portnoy's Com- 
plaint, raised the question of whether 
pornography, even. what was called hard- 
core pornography. any longer exists. Ex- 
plicit, vulgar, joyous. gross and pathetic, 
Roth has established himself not. only 
as the laureate of masturbation and 
orakgenital lovemaking but aho ау а 
master of the “thin” novel, the novel 
with minimum inwardness—ironically 
presented. in Portnoy, as а confession to 
a psychiatrist. Without its sexual imer- 
ем, the continual balancing of titillation 
and burlesque, his book has no more 
i other dirty joke. to 
ly belongs. 
There is pathos, even terior in great 
plenty, but it is dependent upon, subscr- 
vient to the dirty jokes about mothers, 
Jews, shrinks, porency and impotency 
ul Roth is, consequently, quite correct 
when he asserts that he is less like such 


mes 


it quite 


solemn and pious Jewish-American writ- 
ers as Saul Bellow and Bernard. Mala- 
mud than he is like Tiny Tim (himsell 
actually half Arab and hall Jew). 


“Lam a Jew freak," Roth h 
"not a Jewish sage"— 
cd of Lenny Bruce, who was there first, 
occupying the dangerous DMZ between 
the work! of the stand-up comedian and 
that of the proper maker of fictions. But 
ue is a novelist 
and, therefore, neith bed the crit- 
ics пог opened up new possibilities for 
prose narrative, Before Роипоух Com- 
plaint, the Jewish-Americin novel had 
come to seem ап especially egregious 
example of the death of belleslenres 
having become smug, established, repe 
ive and sterile. But Portnoy marks the 
ind 
4 sales (even in 
hard covers!) perhaps sufficiently attest. 
11 is, of course, the middle aged and 
well heeled who buy the hardcover edi- 
s of the book: yet their children 
pparently are picking it up, too, for 
once, nor even waiting for the paperback 
dition. They know it is 
ив do nor (co 


de no claim to bei 


dist 


subversive 


ced 


that a boy who loves his mother can't be 
all bad), and as Roth himself, perhaps, 
not at first quite aware. Before its 
publication, he had been at least equivo- 
cal on the subject of frankly disruptive 
Jiterature—full. of distrust, for 
of Norman Mailer—and һе app 
therefore, to have become а pop. rebel 
despite himself, driven less by principle 
than by a saving hunger for the great 
audience, quite like that which moved 
John Updike recently out of his elitist 
exile toward best-sellerdom and relevance 
in Couples. 

There is no doubt in the minds of 
most other writers whom the young espe- 
ly prize at the moment that their 
sk is to destroy just such dis 


ıd discriminations once and 

rody or exi ation or 
grotesque emulation of the classic. рам. 
as well as by the adaptation and camp 


ing of pop forms. But 10 tu h 
imo vaudeville and burlesque 
same m 

everently introduced into muse 


ics is to perform ап act th 


the 
ment that mass art is being 


ad 
represents the Ја 
in mass industrial societies of an invid- 
ious distinction proper only 10 a clas 
siynctured community. Precisely because 
it carries on hay c [217 
since the middle of the 18h. Century, a 
war against that anachronistic survival, 
pop ant is, whatever its overt polities 
subversive—a threat to all hierarchies 
insofar as it is hostile to order. What the 
final intrusion of pop into the citadels of 
igh art provides for the critic is the 
wing new possibility of making 
ments about the goodness and. bad- 
ness of art quite separated from distinc- 
tions between high and low, with their 
concealed dass bias. 

But the new audience has not waited 
for new cities to guide them in (his 
diveciion, Reversing the process typical 
of modernism—under whose aegis ап un 
willing, aging elite audience was bullied 
4 cajoled slowly imo accepting the 
most vital art of its time—postmodern- 
ism provides an example of a young, 


as it nied oi 


of their former elite status, in return for 
a freedom the prospect of which more 
terrifies than elates them. Postmodernism 
implies the dosing of the gap between 


l aud Iso 


d by audi- 
follower. But mox. importantly, it 
implies the dosing of the gap between 
artist and audience or, at any rate, be- 
tween professional and n the 
realm of art. 


ateur 


one hand, а poet such 
novelist such as Leo 


d Cohen grows 


weary of his confinement in the realm of 
traditional high art; and the former or- 
ganizes a musical pop group called the 
Fugs, while the latter. makes recordings 
of his own pop songs to his own gui 
accompaniment. 

Even more surprisingly, some who had 
begun as mere er ers pop per- 
formers without loftier pretensions, were 
crowing the line. Frank Zappa, for exam- 
ple, has, in interviews 
ing book, insisted on being taken seri 
as poet and satirist, suggesting th. 
mu group. The Mothers ol 
Invention, has been more a deliberate 
parody of pop than an extension of it in 
psychedelic directions: while Bob Буа 
who began by abandoning lolk music 
with lefewing protest overtones in favor 
of electronic rock ^w voll, finally succeed- 
ed in crea kind of pop surrealist 
poetry, passionate, mysterious and quite 
complex—complex enough, in fact, to 
prompt a score of scholarly articles on 
his “art.” Мом recently, he has returned 
10 acoustic instruments and to the most 
naive traditions of country music—ap 
parently out of а sense thar he had 
mown too nd had once more to 
cktracking across the 


border. It is a spectacular case of the 
new artist as double agent 
Even more spectacular, however, is the 


case of John Lamon, who, coming into 
i s merely one of the Beatles, 
ck group trom Live 
pool, has revealed himself м 
as novelist, playwright, mov 
sculptor. ete. There is a special pathos i 
his example, since. though initially in 
spied by America tried 
10 work out his ¢sentially American 
strategies in English idioms and in grow 
ing isolation on the generally dismal E 
lish scene. He has 1clused to become the 
prisoner of his special talent as а musi 
cin, venturing into other realms, where 
he has as little authority as anyone else. 
He thus provides one more model lor the 
young who, without any special gift or 
calling, in the mune of mere possibility 
insist on making tens of thousands ol 
records, movies, collections of verse, pa 


poten г 


the novel is the 
"promising form for a 
isier to learn the puit 
"e vight-millimeter film) 
bc doomed to become les and les impor- 
ter how it is altered, But for 
the moment, at least, on the border 
between the world of ant and 
non 
it realizes ils t | status and is 
willing to surrender the kind of realism 
and analysis it once thought. its specia 
province in quest of the marvelous and 
magi à by disavowing. 

ште Richardson may have believed 
that when he wrote Pamela and Clarissa, 
he was delivering prose fiction from th 


1 may 


al it beg: 


bondage to the merveilleux that charac 
terized the old romances; but it is clear 
now that he was merely translating the 
marvelous into new terms, specifically, 
to bourgeois English. It is time to be 
through with pretenses: for to close the 
gap means also to cross the border be- 
tween the marvelous and the probable, 
the real and the mythical, the world of the 
boudoir and the countinghouse and the 
realm of what used to be called faery 
but has for so long been designated mere 
ness. Certainly, the basic images of 
pop forms such as the Western, science 
fiction and pornography suggest mytho 
al as well as political or metapolitical 
nings. The passage into Indian terri 
tory, the flight imo ower space, the 
cestitic release into the fantasy world of 
the orgy—all these are analogs for what 


has traditionally been described as а 
journey or pilgrimage toward а tran- 
scendent goal, a moment of vision. 

Pop art can no more abide a mytho- 


logical vacuum than can high art: and 
into the space left vacant by the disap- 
pearance of the matter of Troy and the 
myths of the ancient Middle East has 
rushed, first of all, the matter of child- 
hood—the stulf of traditional fairy tales 
out of the Black Forest, which seems to 
the present generation especially atirac- 
tive, perhaps, because their progressive 
parents tended to distrust iL But some 
thing much more radically new has ap- 


peared as well: the matter of metropolis 
and the myths of the present future, in 
which the nonhuman world about us, 
hostile or benign, is rendered in the 
guise not of elves or dwarls or witches 
or even gods but of machines quite as 
uncanny as any Olympian—and appar- 
ently as immortal. Machines and the 
mythological figures appropriate to the 
media mass-produced and mass-distributed 
by machines: the newsboy who. saying 
“Shazam!” in an abandoned subway tun 
nel, becomes Captain Marvel; the re- 
porter (with glasses) who, shucking h 
civil a telephone booth, is re- 


vealed 1. immune to all but 
Kryptonite—these the 
images ol ace for an urban. 


industrial world busy manufacturi 
future, 
But 


the comicbook heroes do 


not 
stand alone. Out of the world of jazz and 


rock, of newspaper headlines and polit 
al cartoons, of old movies immortalized 
on TV and idiot talk shows carried on 
ar radios, new юй» and anti-heroes 
ive. In the heads of our new writers, 


they live a secondary life, begin to real- 
ie their immortality—not only Jean 
Harlow and Marilyn Monroe and Hum- 


phrey Bogart, Charlie Parker and Louis 
Armstrong and Lenny Bruce, Geronimo 
and Billy the Kid, the Lone Ranger and 
û Manchu and the Bride of Franken- 
but Hider and Stalin, John 


stein 


Kennedy and Lee Oswald and Jack 
Ruby, as well. For the press mytholo 
certain public figures, the actors of pop 
history, even before they are dead, mak- 
ing a doomed President one with Super- 
man in the supermarket of pop culture 
as Norman Mailer perceived so accu- 
rately and reported. so movingly in an 
essay on John F. Kennedy. 

But the secret he told was already 
known to scores of younger writers and 
recorded in the text and texture of their 
work. In the deep memory of Leonard 
Cohen writing Beautiful Lovers. or Rich 
amd Fariha composing Been Down So 
Long I! Looks Like Up to Me, or Ken 
Kesey making Sometimes a Great No 
tion. there stir то life not archetypal 
images out of books read in school or at 
the urging of parents but those out of 
comic books forbidden in schools or 
dio and TV programs banned or conde- 
scendingly endured by parents. In the 
newest writers mockery amd condescen 
absent: they are living in the 
only world in which they feel at home. 
They ate able to re 
magic in its authentic context, by 
оп myths not as stored. in encyclope 
or preserved in certain beloved. anc 
works but as apprehended at their mo. 
ment of making moment when they 
are not yet labeled myths. 

The present movement not only in 


sion are 
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its quest for myths but also in its prefer- 
ence for sentimentality over irony, and 
especially in its dedication to the primi- 
tive—resembles the beginnings of roman- 
ticism, with its yearning for the naive 
and its attempt to find authentic sources 
for poetry in folk forms such as the 
Märchen or the ballads. But the roman- 
tics turned exclusively toward the past, 
in the hope of renewal—to a dream of 
the past, which they knew they could 
only write, not actually live. And there 
persists in the postmodernists some of 
that old nostalgia for folkways and folk 
rhythms, curiously tempered by the reali 
zation that the folk songs of an electron- 
ic age are made not in rural loneliness 
n retreats but in superstudios 


by boys singing into the sensitive car of 
have 
ren 


machines, What recent writers 
learned and are true enough c 
of the present future to find exhili 
ing is not only that the naive cm be 
machine produced but that dreams them- 
selves can be manufactured, projected on 
TV or laser beams with all the vividness 
of the visions of saints, In pre-electionic 
romanticism, it took an act of faith on 
the part of Novalis to be able to say, 
"Life is not a dream, but it can be and 
probably should be made one." 

‘The dream, the vision, e/stasis: These 
have again become the avowed goals of 
literature; for our latest poets realize in 
this time of endings what their remotest 
ancestors knew in the era of beginnings, 
that merely to instruct and delight is not 
enough. They are convinced that wonder 
id fantasy that deliver the mind from 
the body, the body from the mind, must 
be naturalized to a world of machines— 
subverted, perhaps, or even transformed, 


but certainly not destroyed or denicd. 
The ending of Ken Keseys One Flew 
Over the Cuckoo's Nest expresses that 
conviction metaphorically when the Indi 
an, who is his second hero, breaks out of 
the insane asylum in which the system 
has kept him impotent and trapped— 
and flees to join his fellows who are 
building a fishing weir on a giant hydro- 
electric power dam. The dam and weir 
both are essential to postelectronic. ro- 
manticism, which knows that the point is 
no longer 10 pursue some uncorrupted 
West over the next horizon, since there 
is no incorruption and all our horizons 
have been reached. It is, rather, to make 
a thousand little Wests in the interstices 
of a machine civilization on its steel and 
concrete back; to live the wibal Ше 
among and with the support of ma- 
chines; to shelter new communes under 
domes constructed according to the tech- 
nology of Buckminster Fuller; and to 
warm the nakedness of new primitives 
with advanced techniques of solar heating. 

All this is less a matter of choice than 
of necessity; because, it has turned out, 
machine civilization tends inevitably to 
synthesize the primitive, and ekstasis is 
the unforescen end of advanced technol- 
ogy, mysticism the by-product—no more 
nor no less accidental than penicillin—of 
scientific research, In the antiseptic labo- 
Tatories of Switzerland, the psychedelic 
drug LSD was first developed, first tried 
by two white-coated experimenters; and 
even now, Dow Chemical, which manu- 
facta so produces the even 
more powerful psychedelic agent STP. It 
i те part, thanks ro machines—the 
supermachines that, unlike their simpler 
prototypes, insist on tending us rather 
than demanding we tend them—that we 


“And here we have the present Earl of Steercliff.” 


live in the midst of a great religious 
revival, scarcely noticed by the olficial 
spokesmen of established Christ 
churches, since it speaks quite another 
language. Yet many among us feel that 
they are able to live honestly only by 
what machines cannot do better than 
they—which is why certain poets and 
novelists, as well as pop singers and 
pornographic playwrights, are suggest 
in print, on ir, everywhere, that not 
work but vision is the proper activity of 
men and that, therefore, the coniempla- 
tive life may, after all, be preferable o 
the active one. In such an age, it is not 
surprising that the books that most move 
the young are essentially religious books, 
as, indeed, pop art is always religious. 

In the immediate past, however, when 
an absolute distinction was made be- 
tween high art and pop, works of the 
latter category tended to be the secret 
scriptures oí storefront 
church—a religion as exclusive in its 
attempt to remain the humble possession 
of the unambitious and unlettered as the 
anonical works of high art im their 
clim to be an esoteric gospel of ant 
isell, available only to a cultivated 
elite. But in a time of dosing the g 
ature becomes again prophetic and 
universil—a continuing revelation а 
priate to а permanent religi 
whose function is precisely to tr; 
the secular crowd into a sacred com- 
munity, one with each other and equally 
at home in the world of technology and 
the realm of wonder. Pledged like Isaiah 
to speaking the language of everyone, the 
prophets of the new dispensation can af- 
ford to be neither finicky nor gentec 
and they echo, therefore, the desperate cr 
of the Hebrew prototype: “I am a man of 
an lips . . . in the midst of a people 
lips. 

Let those to whom religion means se- 
curity beware, for it is no new estab- 
lished church that is in the process of 
being founded; and its commu 
ате, therefore, less like the pil 
Lutheran Church or Anglican ga 
Шап they are like ranters, enthusiasts, 
Dionysiacs, Anabaptists: holy disturbers 
of the peace of the devout. Leonard 
Cohen, in a moment of vision that con- 
stitutes the climax of Beautiful Losers, 
ptly calls them new Jews; for he sees 
them as a saved remnant moving across 
deserts of boredom, out of that exile 
from our authentic selves that we all 
d a salvation none of us can 
gine. Such new Jews, Cohen 
(himself a Jew as well as a. Canadian) 
do not have 10 be Jewish bur 
probably do have to be Americans—by 
which he must surely mean imagi 
Americans, since, as we have been ob- 
serving all along, there were never any 


other kind. 


nulemen 


SEEOESEARS (oe prom pg 220) 


moved over to Cinema Center Films (a 
iarv) to star in and coproduce 
script based on Wil Faulkner's 
The Reivers. 

But if a п today, 
probably the number-one superstar spot 
would go to Paul Newman. Опсе a beer 
drinking college athlete who turned Thes- 
pian after being thrown olf his college 
football team. Newman combines his 
handsome physical attributes with brains, 
business acumen and a ability 
to choose the kind of offbeat roles that 
best suit his nonconformist personality. 
He has beca 
embodiment of the sar as ero (Hud, 
Harper, Cool Hand Luke, Winning) and, 
as such. fits neatly into the new audience 
mood. Nor is he merely out 10 cater to 
prevailing tastes. “The hero today is just 
a great con artist.” he once told Digby 
Diehl of the Los Angeles Times. "Heroes 
may have beautiful faces, but the core of 
the matter is they are really dull. foul 
people, because they have no morals. 
Newman has more than morals: he has 
ght valiantly for the 
r Eugene McCarthy 
during the 1968 campaign and has blasted 
away at the war in Vietnam. And he had 
the ultimate step 
actors dream—and tal 
h Rachel, Rachel, starving his 
Woodward, he nor only 
"ctor but won the Best 
Direction award of the New York Film 
Critics for 1968. Charscteristically, New- 
man stated during the ceremony that he 
valued this award far more than all his 
Academy nominations for acting. 

Equally nonconformist is brash, boyish 
y. whose starring role in 
Bonnie and Clyde established him not 
only as an actor of stature but as а 
producer who knows а good script when 
he sees one. It was a picture that exerted 
а strong appeal for youthful audiences in 
particular, who tended to look upon the 
two prouigonists as а couple of high- 
spirited, misunderstood kids who hap- 
pened to have been born some 35 years 
too soon. On the crest of its popul 


SS vote were 


Beatty could have gone anywhere. In- 
stead, he dawdled—generally. in the 
company of Julie Christie. Time alter 


time, he indicated interest in a project, 
then withdrew. Just recently, he went be 
fore the cameras co-starring with 
Elizabeth Taylor in The Only Game in 
Town; but the ellect of this self-imposed 
hiatus upon his career cannot һе ар- 
praised until the new film app 

imc in 1970. 

Despite silvered mane and equine fea- 
tures, grizzled Lee Marvin has also man- 
aged to capture the imagination of the 
Pepsi generat of whom no 
doubt see in his up-front honesty, his 
proud independence of spirit, his cock- 
sure selfascurance and his cool indifler- 


s somo- 


n. many 


ence to authority the hopeful. projection 
of themselves when they attain a simi 
Indeed, until Hell in the Pacific 
which Marvin and Japan's Toshiro 


lar 


Mifune played the only two roles in the 
film), box-office record had been 
impee so mudh so that his managers 


took to claiming that he was the number- 
one superstar, For Paint Your Wagon, he 
shares top billing with up-and-coming 
Clint Eastwood; he has also taken over 
some of the production reins on the forth- 
coming Monte Walsh, for which he 
snagged the still ating Jeanne Mo- 
тейи as his costar. Having rounded her 
doth birthday, she was an appropriate 
choice lor a hell-firing romance with the 
hardy, harddrinking Marvin, who makes 
no secret of the fact that the lady he is 
living with is not his wile. 

No sought alter. although for 
other reasons, is the dark, liquideyed, 
exotically romantic Omar Sharil, who 
was seen in five major roles in 1969. In 
Funny Gil, he played cardsharp Nicky 
Arnstein opposite Barbra Streisand’s 
anny Brice; he was Crown Prince Ru- 
doll in Mayerling, co-starring with 
herine Deneuve: and then һе went 
outdoors for Carl Foreman's blockbuster 
Western, Mackenna’s Gold, plying a 
greedy gold prospector who seeks to 
outwit Apaches, the U.S. Cavalry and, 
most difficult of all, U.S. Marshal Greg- 


less 


ory Peck. Less successful are his current 
ventures, Chet, based on the carecer of 
the ill-fated Cuban revolutiona nd 


The Appointment, a bittersweet ro- 


mance filmed in Italy with Anouk Aimée. 
Although old-fashioned love stories ar 
Чу the thing of the moment, Sharif's 
es will not go begging as a result. 
He is probably the only in Holly- 
wood with the melting gaze, fashi 
teeth—and star stature—to be eligible 
for such roles. No one but a paid publi- 
сім would call him a second Valentino, 
but what other Latin lovers are around? 

On the distaff side, the competition i 
1969 has seemingly all but eliminated 
from the top rank of sex магу such 
erstwhile dazders as Elizabeth Taylor, 
Kim Novak, Brigitte Bardot, Jane Кона, 
and Julie Christie. While as names they 
may still be b that they are 
fading in terms of generating anticij 
tion and excitement for contemporary 
adiences. Whether it was solely their 
choice of vehicles (as in the case of Liz 
Taylor's string of fiascos) or a matter of 
the bloom having left the peach (as with 
Kim Novak and Brigitte Bardot), the de 
dine and fall was dizzying. In the case of 
Miss Christie. who zoomed to the fore 
n Darling and consolidated her position 
as the Kookie Perulia early in 1968, the 
lapse is probably due to the iufrequency 
o her Арап hom Jn 
Search of Gregory, which is due for im- 
minent release, she has busied herself 
primarily with Warren Beatty. 

Still in the circle of the big ones, how- 
ever, remains blonde, fashionable Faye 
Danaway—even though, after her Bon- 
nie and Clyde debut, her rales were less 
in The Extraordinary 


it is c| 


appearances. 


than impressive 
Seaman and The Thomas Crown Affair. 
The films were hardly impressive, either. 


"I did a lot of protesting at college, but it 
didn't do a hell of a lot of вооа..." 
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although Miss Dunaway continued to 
look ravishing im all of them. Of her 
acting expertise, there was little doubt; 
not only had she arrived їп Holly- 
wood fully trained and trailing a string 
of critical raves for her off-Broadway 
performance in Hogan’s Goat, she even 
managed to survive her dowdy role in 
Ouo Pre gers inept Hurry Sundown. 
What will happen to her after her cur- 
rent film, 4 Place [or Lovers, however, is 
anybody's guess. One of the more sopo- 
rihc love stories of our time, it is а 
woeful tale about an American be 
(doomed to dic of leukemia) who s 
1 (Marcello Mas- 
ing to solace her 
g her re. 


ning, and she takes full advantage of 
whatever opportunities the script pro- 
vides to build a credible role. But as 
much as she must have hated to leave 
Italy and the offscreen attentions of her 
handsome co-star, Faye was certainly well 
lvised to return to Arthur Penn (the di 
rector of Bonnie and Clyde) for Little 
Big Man, opposite Dustin Hoffma 
combination is more than prom 
Also more than promising is the news 
that Raquel Welch, who has been rising 
swifily, despite a series of appalling roles 
in such gaudy action films as Fathom, 
Bandolero? and 100 Rifles, is now at work 
on Myra Breckinridge in company with 
such oddly assorted costars as Jolin Hus- 
ton, film critic Rex Reed and the immor- 
tal Mae West (her first film in 26 years). 
quel's well-publicized love scenes 
100 Rifles served to consolidate her posi 
tion as one of the hottest and biggest of 
today's female stars. Physically a feast for 
the eyes, she is also one of the few who 
can be considered а and dí 
rect descendant of the ollerstyle sex 
queens exemplified by Miss West. Unfor- 
tunately, she has been hampered up to 
now by the fact that her acting range hi 
been limited to опе expresion—sultry; 
but few of her roles, and few of her fans, 
have demanded anything more. Miss 
Welch, however, is very serious about 
herself and her career. Aware that being 
merely а sex symbol is insufficient equip- 
ment for competition in the fast-changing 
world of the new cinema, she has given 
notice that she intends to prove herself 
as ап actress—and, toward that 
only has become far more finicky in her 
selection of roles but has formed her own 
production company (with her husband 
and manager, Patrick Curtis) to control 
her future. Between her determination 
and her figure, Raquel Welch will prob- 
ably be around for quite а few years. 
Meanwhile, the curious vogue for Mia 
arrow continues. Rosemary's Baby— 
and her celebrated relationship with. 
Frank Sinatra, which ranged swiftly 


1, not 


260 through courtship to marriage to divorce 


—took her to the highest rung. If the 
diminutive Miss Farrow is decidedly un- 
sexy in type, measurements and looks, 
she nevertheless seems to correspond to 
new audience preferences for young wom- 
en whose virginal appearance belies their 
free-living, heeloving life panem: Mia 
plays just such a girl in John ë Mary, 
due for release at year's end, Highly intel- 
ligent, highly srung, a frenetic member 
af Hollywood's jet set, she had proved too 
much for Sinatra to handle. The question 
remains, can she learn to handle herself? 
With Julie Christie relatively inaaive 
for the time being, her near look 
Susannah York, rose up in 1969 to cha 
lenge her position as England's leading 
sexport Blonde and blueeyed M 
York, although still in her 205, has been 
around a long time. (She made her film 
debut in 1960, at the age of 18, in Tunes 
of Glory.) Dependably equipped as an 
actress, equally at home in zany con- 
temporary comedy (Duffy) and period 
drama (А Man for All Seasons and, cur- 
rently, Oh! What a Lovely War), she 
earned her greatest fame earlier this year 
when she shucked all restraint—and 
most of her clothing—in The Killing of 
Sister George. As the youthful kept girl- 
friend of a middleaged dyke actress, she 
provided one of the erotic high spots of 
1060 when she allowed herself 10 be 
seduced by an older woman who found 
her charms irresistible. In the key scene, 
Susannah is manually manipulated by 
Coral Browne, whose lips then descend 
hungrily upon the girl's bared and 
straining breast. Not only was Miss 
York's orgasmic seizure unmistakable but 
director Robert Aldrich made sure io 
catch the moment in a remarkably de- 
tailed close-up. When later asked about 
the experience on a Hollywood talk 
show, Miss York rather primly replied, 
“Ви it was all part of the character! 
of course, has now become an 
of a female star's cinematic 
es; and among those who have not 
shirked their responsibility to reveal 
themselves in the bull at least once in 
viruually every picture is the most beau 
ful of the mew crop of stars: 
born Catherine Deneuve. But 
though she deft lite (o the 
tion as a part-time prostitute in Luis 
Bunuel's Belle de Jour, it was still 


French- 
even 


her face that was her fortune. In fact, 
she was given a fortune to appear oppo- 
site Jack Lemmon Hollywood- 


madé April Fools, a pairing that proved 
Jess than congenial. She quickly returned 
10 her native soil for Francois Trullaut's 
sex-charged The Missisipi Mermaid 
(with Jean-Paul Belmondo) and soon 
showed an offscreen preference. for her 
justly famed director's company. By then, 
she was free of David Bailey, the British 
photographer she һай married 
fusing to marry Roger Vadim, the f 
of her son. Very much her own wom 
Mile. Deneuve keeps to a sm 


intimates, guards her private life from the 
public eye as much as she can and, when 
she deigns to talk to a reporter, is apt to 
claim, "I really care nothing for being a 
“film star. 

It was the fashionable thing to do 
dining the year. and no one epitomized 
this new attitude better than Vanessa 
Redgrave, Sir Michaels willowy, patri- 
cian daughter. Having left her husband, 
director Tony Richardson (with grounds 
for the divorce kindly supplied by 
Jeanne Moreau, who allowed herself to 
be named the corespondent), she soon 
took up with the handsome Ita 
er and actor Franco Nero, who h 
played Lancelot to her Guenevere 
Cumelot. Upon becoming pregnant, she 
baldly announced that he was, indeed, 


not the slightest intenti 
him. She was already visibly enla 
when she seated herself at the Ai 
Award ceremonies last April; her work 
in The Loves of Isadora—in which she 
Hined about nude for one of the love 
scenes and, like Isadora Duncan herself, 


bared her breasts during one of the 
dance sequences—had qualified her for 
n Oscar nomination. She didn't win, 


bur the television cameras lingered upon 
her beatific expression as she sat with her 
hands folded over her obviously protu- 
beram belly. No doubt the anti-establish- 
memarian Mi» Redgrave would not 
have had it otherwise. And a whole new 
generation of star gazers applauded not 
only her artistry but her honesty. 

aught in the shift of star rankings in 
1969 were many who, a year or two 
earlier, would certainly have been as 
important as any of those mentione 

above. For some, however, the year saw a 
paling of their previously established im- 
age—as with Michael Caine, who walked 
through both The Magus and The Hal- 
ian Job with scarcely a change of his 
атт pan ex pression. Sean Con- 
nery deserted entirely his formi age 
that of the insoucnt and sackoriemes 
mes Bond, for what he hoped were 
meatier roles—notably, in Martin 
impressive production of The Molly Ma- 
guires—while newcomer George Lazenby 
100k over the Bond role. In А Place [or 
Lovers, шу top ma arce 
lo Mastroianni, had the mi fortune 10 
yun afoul of some of the y nost 
uninspired screenwriting and direc 
James Coburn, whose career had be 
d, abruptly ground 10 a 
though perhaps only temporarily 
—when his two most recent entries, 
Dully and Hard Contract, failed to im- 
press his fans. They seem to have been 
willing enough to accept the notion 
that Coburn. might be a cold killer. as 
he was in Hard Contract, but not that 
he could find ses isfaction only 
with prostitutes. And Cliff Robertson, 
whose Academy Award for last year's 
Charly signaled his arrival as one of the 
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most capable of the screen leading me 
spent most of 1969 out in the Pacific 
working on a picture whose release is 
still some months in the offing. 

With so many of the leaders falter- 
ing, producers inevitably looked (ог 
new laces to BH the gaps. Nor was it 
rely a matter of finding new faces to 
play the sume old roles. Film styles and 
genres were changing so rapidly that 
yesterday's hero could easily become to- 
morrow's underdog—or, as the career of 


Clint. Eastwood neatly suggests, vice ver- 
bush 


sa. Mired for seven years in the 
league of television with the m, 
series, 1 » seven weeks in 
Spain making a blood-spaticred parody 
Western prophetically titled À Fist- 
of Dollars. This olbthecull epic 
te blockbuster in Italy 
States, and Clint was 


ful 
proved an immed, 
and the United 
tapped for 1wo almost equally successful 


follow-ups, alter which the tall. rugsed. 
laconic El Cigarillo (as the Italian. pub- 
lic dubbed him because of the thin black 
cigars he habitually dangled hom his 
tight lips) was drafted by ihe major 


studios back home. The building process 
included starring him in an actionful 


Western with a New York sening (Coo- 
gan's Blujf), then costarring him with 
such well-established and prestigious play- 
as Richard Burton (H2 


ens (e Engles 


Dare), Lee Marvin. (Paint Your Wagon) 
and Shirley MacLaine (Two Mules for 
Sister Sara). So rapidly did he advance 
that temperament trouble was said to 
have developed during the making of the 


lust when Universal decided to give him 
top billing over Miss MacLaine. East- 
woods steadily mounting — popularity 


would seem to come less from his ability 
to read a line, which is negligible, than 
from the cool. unflinching manner with 
which he faces the « 
Cooper always handled so admirably in 
the pist—that, and the incredible amounts 
of punishment he seems stoicilly able to 
sorb in each of his pictures. 

But Exstwood is cut from an older 
mold. and Hollywood's prime quest. in 
1969 has been to turn up young actors 
pable of expressing the morals and 
mystiques espoused by multitudes of to- 
day's teenagers—young stars who might 
provide the element of identification 
that would win the new audience to thei 
movies. The leading candidate of the 
year is tall, purposeful Peter Fonda, old 
Hemy’s taleated son. Overlooked [or 
time by the major studios, young Fond 
was set on the road to his present e 
тепсе by appearing in а brace of Amer 


E 


can International “progr ашса 
ıt at the re As the 
of The Wild 15, made by 


We're not going to get anywhere with 
this guy until sunrise 


low-budget specialist Roger 
da played the leader of a vicious, anti 
social motorcycle gang whose members 
displayed an enormous fondness for al 
cohol, pot and gang rape. Although their 
elders were appalled, the teenagers lapped 


it up—and not merely for its violence 
has been so often suggested: Beneath its 
often aude surface, The Wild Angels 


by 
eo 


portrayed a group bound together 
emotional rather than political. or 
nomic tiesa rapport that corresponds 
10 the kind of generational solidarity one 
finds both on and off the campus today. 
Та any case, Fonda, still in his mid-20s, 
was immediately accorded something ol 
the stature of mythic hero. 

The image was reinforced a year later 
when Corman starred him again, this 

me in The Trip, the study of a young 
man, successful in his career as a director 
of TV commercials, who suddenly de 
cides to freak out for an exploratory 
journey through the hallucinatory world 
LSD. Once n, the sense of a 
hiened verisimilitude, the awareness 
t not ошу the director but his entire 
сам was covering the drug scene without 
moralizing or shaking e1utionary fingers 
—not to mention the visual excitements 
of the wip ioelf—made the film com 


pletely appealing to the youth audience 
and further consolidated Fonda's status 
as a spokesman and leader. And th 


collaboration. with an actor 
5 Hopper (see On the Scene, 
onda wrote, produced. and 
Rider, a film about two 
young cyclists who hedonistically explore 
a good part of the country in their search 
for a mystical freedom, Relaxing with 
pot as they wheel along, dropping olt 
here at a farmhouse, there at a free-living 
commune, they eventually reach New Or- 
Jeans, where they share an LSD adventure 
with two prostitutes and ultimately are 
shot down by a pair of red-necks who ol 
ject to their unconventional garb and 


ıd of Pilgrim’s Progress through 
comtemporary America, Базу Rider not 
only captured a prize as best first pictur 
the Cannes Film Festival this past 
spring but. accompanied by almost unan- 
imously good notices, ha 


stood kigh on 
Ts ever since its mid 
e. Success of this kind is 
Hollywood under 
that 
(who directed 


the box-olhice ch; 
summer 
the sort of thi 
stands best 


wes are 
both Fe 
mm 
to make pictures in their own way. It is 
characteristic of Fouda—and of many of 
the new young people who are hooked on 
film—that when American. Intemational 
agreed to finance Easy Rider only il the 
1 say on what went into 
da carried his projet to Columbia, 
which offered him Jess money but com 
plete contol. As nonconformist in his 
personal life as he appears on the secen 
(he was, in fact, once busted for poss 


of marijuana), this extremely articulate 
young man scems in many ways to sum 
up the idealism, the sensitivity and the 
social indignation of todays hippies. 
dropouts and protest marchers. 

With the new emphasis on attracting 
young audiences. another youthful actor 
Christopher Jones, has found himsell 
very much in demand. One of his assets, 
of course. is his striking resemblance to 
James Dean. Raised in an orphanage 


Jones would periodically run away, um 
til, at the age of 18, he found a home in 
ше s later 


ion to become a 
In the hope of working his 
al school. Jones went 
k. where he developed. in 
taste for the theater, studied 
with the famed Lee Strasberg and ev 
tually married his teacher's daughter. ac 
tress Susan Strasberg. The union lasted 
long enough for him to father her child 
Meanwhile. Jones found a few television 
paris and appeared with Susan in the 
Franco Zeffirelli stage version of Camille 
—although he was fired just prior to its 
Broadway opening. But Hollywood. was 
already beckoning. and he starred in 20th 
Century-Fox’ ill-fated TV series, The 
Legend of Jesse James; i а somewhat 
less than auspicious beginning. 
Youth-oriented American Internatio 


stead. а 


soon found a ble showe 
for Jones talents, casting him as the 
millionaire rock-n-roll singer in Wild in 


the Streets whose vast under-25 following 
elects him President of the United States, 
with devastating results. Jones consoli- 
dated his following with diis same group 
ау a swinging sophomore in АГ» Three 
in the Altic, where he was locked 
girly’ dorm and forced to make round. 
the-clock love to three insatiable coeds 
Immediately. he was cast with Pia Deger 
mark—the gorgeous Swedish star of Elvira 
Madigan—in two films: The Looking 
Glass War and the luli: de Brief 
Season. With hardly а break in his busy 
schedule, Jones was then tapped. by the 
prestigious David Lean for his new film, 
Ryan's Daughter. Since ай of these are 
at this writing, scheduled for ' 
release, it is more than likely that Jones 
vill emerge as опе of the major stars of 
1970. 

Another strong contender for stardom 
is Jon Voight, who burst upon the film 
scene in Midnight Cowboy alter his pr 
picture, Ош of It, was withheld 
from release by United Artists to take 
advantage of what they felt would be a 
more dazzling debut. A product of Yon 


kers and the son of a golf pro, the tall 
blond actor began 
attending 
versities 


stage career while 
catholic high schools and uni- 
n Westchester. He first won 
im in an off-Broadw; 
duction of Arthur Miller's A View from 
the Bridge, which his future co-star Dus- 
tin Hollman helped direct, And his role 
in the on-Broadway production of That 


pro 
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Sunimer— Thot Fall brought him awards, 
even though the play itself was 
For most of the world, however. he w 
still ап unknown when John Schlesinge 
cast him im Midnight Cowboy as swag- 
y Joe Buck. the young Texan who 
ds lor New York with the aim of 

his sexual prowess to what he 
to be hordes of love-starved, 
ich young women. The male hustler was 
inelf something of a novelty on the 
А ; and while Joc ulti 
mately proved to be a flop in his chosen 
prolession, audiences were deeply moved 
by his and Hoffma funny, 
sometimes pathetic but irtuoso 
performances. And even though Voight’s 


PLAYBOY 


icm seres 


Joc Buck proved less rhan vi 
clutch of the one customer willing to pay 
for h 


and also submitted 10 а 
a the balcony of a sleazy 
moviehouse, female members of the 
audiences for Midnight Cowboy prompt 
ly elected this strapping sis-footer with 
the slow smile to the ranks of potent 
new sex stars. Voight is currently in 
England working on The Revolutionary, 
accompanied both ollcamera and on by 
mifer Salt, who was seen briefly as 
n Midnight Cowboy. 

Nothing, of course, is riskier than to 
venture a career prediction on the basis 
of a single film. and perhaps mo one 
bears this out more clearly than Dustin 
llollman's lovely costar in his earlier 
success, The Gradunte—the. enchanting 
md capable Katharine Ross In The 
Graduate, she was every college boy's 
dream of the ideal mate—not too casy, 
nor too aloof, a bit alienated but still 
accessible, a Berkeley girl with a Welles. 
ley facade. Mer other appearances in 
such Universal efforts as Games and Wil- 
lie Boy. however. failed to capitalize on 
this image, althot remained a 
firstrate actress in both films. Interest in 
her appeared to be waning until she had 
the good fortune to be n Butch 
Cassidy and the Sundance Kid. pla 
opposite Paul Newman and Robert Red- 
ford. Miss Ross has at least one moment 
in the film th: ld revive 
reer, A seemingly prim schoolteacher out 
West, she returns from her classroom 
to her lonely little cottage and begins ıo 
divest herself of her hot teacher's garb, 
Suddenly, she notices the deadly Sun- 
dance Kid sitting, gun in hand, | 
watching ber. He brandishes 
beckoning her to continue the disrobi 
She does, slowly at first, then more and 
more lasciviously, until she fi 
dons all modesty and rushes 
outl; 


services, 


h she 


e 


been his paramour all along 
merely been playing his erotic 

If Butch Cassidy restores to Ka 

Ross the eminence she deserves, she will 
nevertheless find herself in active. com- 

284 petition with several other glamorous 


young actresses who bowed in engagingly 
during the past year. Leading the pack at 
the moment is soft-spoken. British-born 
Jacqueline Bisset, whose erect bearing 
id superb ligure began atiract ten 
tion even when her name was still bu 
ied toward the bonom of the credit 
sheets, She was seen briefly in Casino 
Royale аз the apuy Giovanna 
hitchhiking 
schoolgirl in Two for the Road, in wh 
Audrey Hepbum and Aben F 
shared the Limelight. Bar 20th Ceutury- 
Fox (which had released the Lauter film) 
was alert enough to put the shapely 
brunette under contract, and soon she 
way to be seen in The Ride, 
wading ashore at Malibu, h 
of her bikini missing. Underst 1 
all eyes turned in her direction. When 
эх film, The Detective, starring 
Sinat у found itsell mt 
Farrow (as their stormy m 
iage headed for the rocks). Jacqueline 
took her place, and her career began to 
move. In Bullitt, she piayed the acquies- 
cent landscape architect who seems to 
spend all of her оош in Steve Me 
s bed: and in The First Tune, 
mistaken lor a prostitute by a trio of reen- 
gers eager for their first sexual experi- 
«псе, she graciously assists опе of the boys 
in his initiation rites. Currently one of a 
planeload of topllight stars in Airport, 
Universal's major release tor this coming 
spring, Miss Bisset seems to combine just 
the right amounts of sweetness and sen- 
suality to 10 audiences today. 
Several younger, and a great 
deal more self-consciously swinging than 
Jacqueline Bisset, is à doceyed, chest- 
nuthaired, оте lady, pretentiously 
yelept Leigh Taylor-Young. Most of 
America knows her best as Mia Farvow's 
replacement in the lue Peyton Place 
television series; but she also registered 
strongly as the provocatively 
dressed hippie who baked those be 
brownies for Peter Sellers in J Love You, 
Mice B. Toklas! Mer d 
away several ollers in orde 
film with her husband. Ryan O'Neal, 
whom she had met on Peyton Pla 
Although the resuitant Big Bounce was 
hardly one of the best films of 1969, it 


» she waved 
to make a 


was certainly опе of the sexiest and 
nudest ever 10 come from any major 
studio in Hollywood. with most of the 


nudity provided by the curvaceous Leigh 
—as when she tintilizes O'Neal into 
becoming her slave by posing Lisciviously 
atop a marble graveyard slab, This touch 
of necrophilic erotica. did nothing to 
prevent The Big Bounce from boun 
badly: and those beting on her artain 
the heady altitudes of stardom will 
€ to wait to sce how she fares in such 
upcoming pictures as The Adventurers 
(ee PLAYuoy’s exclusive uncoverage on 
p 31) and The Buttercup Chain. 
If, perchance, she doesn't make it, there 
will be some fine equipment going to 


waste: for по опе seems better qualified 
not merely to play but to peronify those 
sexily eccentric girls of the turned-on 
neration. 


dreamy and de 
ır for whom the ch 
is Joanna Shimk 


ious young 
aces look excellent 
product of Halifax, 
Nova Scotia, circa. 1943. OF half-Irish, 
half.Li an parentage, Joanna st 
ed a modeling career in Canada, then 
moved to Paris, where she becime one 
ol Europe's highest-paid fashion model 
Soon turning to movies, she appeared iv 
two French films (he is bilingual) and 
made her English speaking debut as Eliz- 
аре Taylor's mousy secretary in Boom! 
1t took the Frendimade Zita, however. 
10 establish her firmly not only with th 
-house crowd. and the critics but with 
pla rden-variety voy for in that 
film, she had a fantasy lovemaking se- 
quence that revealed her in all her lov 
iness. Moving to Hollywood. she most 
cently cosstarred as Sidney Poirier's white 
girlfriend in The Lost Man—a role that 
both seemed indined to continue playing. 
if the gossips are to be trusted, long after 
the cameras stopped turning. 
Curiously enough, while this coi 
provided most of the emergent n 
of the past year, the patte 
ferent in the case of females 
nd turned out its quot 
kling мшез with маг potential: 
pert Susan Hampshire, the ane 
cuddly Barbara Ferris, the dramatically 
capable Carol White. the nymphetic Ра 
ela Franklin (the brazen little school 
girl who posed nude for artist Robert 
Stephens in The Prime of Miss [ein 
Brodie) and the madcap Judy Geeson 
(who shared the mar 
Steiger and n Three into 
Two Won'l Go). Meanwhile. England 
so launched a star of first m: 


E 


Je stars 
1 was di 


relegated to subordin: 
voles ( 
Peter Ustinov's 
Millions), the w 


or characie: 
а her delightful deline:tion of 
Cockney wile in Hot 
tuesque Miss Smith un 


corked her dramatic abilities in The 
Prime of Miss Jean Brodie, then prompt- 
ly demonstrated with 

show-stoppi in Oh! 


What a Lovely War. AN of these luverly 
ladies have bright futures, and in 1970, 
we should see a good deal more of them. 

Sweden, always a dependable source 
for delectable female dishes (Bibi An 
dersson, Hani ct al), again 
through with Briu Ek'and, who at 
ained under the shadow of her 
r Sellers. Alter show- 
ing a gilt for comedy in After the Fox, 
she revealed considerably more of what 
Sellers had seen in her in The Night 
They Raided Minsky's, in which she was, 
ostensibi first girl to strip in Bre 
burlesque. In Stiletio, with Alex 
Cord, she played a member of the jet 
set—as she apparently is im real lifc— 
and tangled erotically with a top Mafia 


cal 
first. 
then-husband, Pe 


d- 


E 
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figure. Fetching in quite a different way 
is her Swedish compatriot, Elvira Madi- 
gan's Pia Degermark, who continues 10 
make pictures while professing to be 
reluctant. about becoming a star. Well 
horn, a dancing and skiing companion 
of the young Swedish Crown Prince Carl 
Gustaf, she has stated that curiosity over- 
came reluctance when she was offered 
the role of the ill-fated Elvira by director 
Bo Widerberg. “I thought һе was crazy 
10 ask me,” she later confessed, “He said 
и Was my eyes something about my 
eyes.” Critic John Gruen made it clearer: 
“Pia Degermark's eyes are incredible,” he 


glowed. “They arc of à г sapphire- 
blue in which some brilliant magical light 
has found residence. These eyes. with 
their long, long lashes, are set in a face of 


rarest delicacy in which the structure of 
the cheekbones, nose, lips and chin shape 
the image of youth, innocence and vulner- 
ability.” One who has gazed long and 
deep into those eyes, as mentioned earlier, 
is Christopher Jones, with whom she ap- 
pears in both The Looking-Glass War and 
Brief Season. A romance developed. be- 


tween them, How long it—or her career 
—will last, there is no conjecturing. Will 
she remain a screen star? “I like it right 


now," she allows. “Tomorrow I might 
not like i” 

One who makes no bones about being 
a morethan-willing member of the con. 


temporary sex-star set is Catherine Spaak, 
who also possesses a formidable back- 
ground. Her father is the famous screen- 


writer Charles Spaak (Grand. Illusion is 
only one of his notable writing credits): 
and her uncle is Paul-Henri Spaak, former 
Secretary General of NATO. Of Belgian 
birth, the willowy Catherine speaks both 
French and Italian like a native. Though 
she has appeared in several American and 
numerous French films, it is in the 1 
cinema that she has been most frequently 
exposed, although never more fully than 
in this years The Libertine—in which, 
as a young but far from grieving widow 
she eagerly explores the variegated pleas 
wies and perversions that her Lite husband 
had Kaled to each her. Slim and cool. 
Miss Spaak purveys an image of the whol- 
ly modern, totally provocative, completely 
emancipated young woman of today. 
Since Denmark, as is well known, has 
few 1 ps about sex. it’s hardly sur- 
prising that it has provided a fiting 
embodiment of its loveand-derlove 
tude in the person of Anna Karin, 
is fast becoming an international s 
The child of a handsome sailor and an 
unwary teenaged mother in Copenhagen, 
the shapely Hanue Karin Bayer (as she 
then known) could hardly w 
down a street from the time she was 14 
without being discovered time and a 
for modeling or filmwork. h happened 
in Copenhagen: and it happened when, 
still in her teens, she moved to Paris 
10 sirike out on her own. As a model, 


was 


she became known as the Elle girl 
(the French equivalent of the American 
Vogue). and her spedal gamin beauty 
ss regarded as typilying the new 
French face. No maner that she was 
actually Danish, 

А young French film critic who had 
seen her in а IV bubble-bath commer- 
cial sent her a telegram: he was thinking 
g a movie. "Take your dothes 
he insrucied her when she ap- 
peared for an interview. She refused, and 
thus didn't get the lead in a picture 
called Breathless. directed by that same 
movie critic, Jean-Luc Godard. But Go 
dard remembered her—so well, 
that he cabled her to come and appe: 
in Le Petit Soldat, which he was filming 
in Switzerland. Mle. Karina went, fell in 
love with him, married him and, alter 
some temperamental episodes and some 
rumored infidelity, divorced him. While 
still continuing to play in most of Go- 
dard’s films (her most recent being Made 
in U. S. Д). she moved on to Hollywood 
for The Magus and Justine, then to Eng- 
land for Laughter in the 1 
about to mar а hurry, she lı 
th 
during the filming of The Magus. Atter 


that, she went buck and married h 
roommate. “It’s important to have some- 
one to go back 10," she told a reporter. 


With that kind of French-Danish ani- 
tude toward affairs of the heart. Mlle. 
Karina obviously has her own notions 
about what constitutes а love goddess on 
the contemporary scene. 

ancipated, and equally al- 
ёе. who emerged as 
А Man and a 
Woman, directed by Claude Lelouch. On 
the strength of her work in that film, she 
received the inevitable summons to Hol- 
Iywood, although her first American film, 
MGM's The Appointment, was shou i 
Daly. A romance soon developed be- 
tween the cool Anouk and her intense 
costar, Omar Sharif; when 
took him back to Los Angeles, she fol- 
lowed, working with her gifted country- 
man, Jacques Demy, on The Model 
Shop. In it, the ра з featured Anouk 
seemed somewhat ill at ease a ly 
who poses willingly for any amateur lens- 
man with a lerch and $20. She was, 
however, more at home in George Cu- 
kor's sumptuous version of Lawrence Du 


is career 


a 


rell’s Alexandria Quartet, retitled simply 
Justine. 


Jusly famed as a “we 
yed to the 
а former prostitute 
рз most powerful 
aciers, who exploits her charms to 
id the Jewish underground in its fight 
igainst the British in the mid-Thirties— 
nduding one sequence in which she 
shucks her clothes and dashes mude into 
the surf io w g Englishman over 
to her cause. Now in her late 305, Mlle. 


s 
her 


married to one of 


а yo 


Aimée is probably too old ever to 
achieve froncrank stardom, but sl 
consummate actress, and it is to be 
hoped that she will long continue to 
grace American films with her special 
brand of womanly sophistication. 

Jt is back to this country that we must 
travel to find the year's most-talked-about 
new stir, the seraphic brunene who 
played in Goodbye, Columbus what The 
New York Times termed the "Class A, 
Number One, American Bitch.” It was 
of movie-sta 
it total at 
nost intrigue the in 
ingly restless movie pul 
me is Mi MacGraw, a Wellesley 
te (class of 1960) and an arthistory 
jer. She had a posteollege marriage 
nd divorce. She modeled for a couple of 
years and worked as a photographer's 
stylist, She thought about acting, even 
took some acting classes with New York's 
highly regarded Wynn Handman: but no 
one found her particularly talenied. An 
gent became interested in her, however, 
asked her to try out for several 
movies. Nothing. Then the agent heard 
about а movie called Goodbye, Columbus, 
and had her audition for the role of 
Brenda Patimkin, a somewhat liberated 
“Jewish princess” from Westchester 
has a summer affair with a poor but 
intellectual library assistn| 

As everyone knows by this time, Ali 
was perfect for the role. After all, what 
better dream image for a Jewish subur- 
ban family—or, for that matter, for а 
middle-class family—could there be ul 
а daughter who is, in fact, а Wellesley 
WASP? When the movie appeared, it 
was an instantaneous hit, and Ali drew 
most of the raves. Audiences sill howl 
when Brenda is asked at a Jewish wed- 
ding how she has been spending her 
summer. "Growing a. penis." she replies. 
With this single film, Ali MacG 
become the heroine of that new wave of 
college girls who know not only the score 
but all the fourleter words, and who 
don’t hesitate to use them. 

Is Ali MacGraw one-picture мат? It's 
а hard question to answer in these swilt 
ly changing film times, But any year that 
comes up with an Ali MacGraw hay 10 
be a good year: and perhaps what bodes 
best for next year and the year after that 
is that directors—now becoming stars of 
the cinema in their own right—ave be 
en the freedom ío сам according to 
their character conceptions, rather than 
ice value. w, Dustin 
. Peter Christopher 
Jones, Jon Voight represent the new 
look im sex stars: and they demonstrate 
loud and clear that young people with the 
look of today and the talent to back it 
up are in abundant supply, АШ it takes 
is film makers who are willing to look 
around with open minds and open eyes. 


җа 


w has 


“Well, it’s certainly not my idea of Christmas!” 


287 


PLAYBOY 


268 


MURDER IN THE KITCHEN (continued from page 225) 


nd guises and dance to differ- 
yihms, The show will always go 
оп; but must the going on be so intense 
an agony? Must the price of life always 
be solt, sensitive flesh and nerve squirm- 
ing under the crunch of sharp teeth? I 


„ therefore, the philosopher won- 
ders: Short of suicide, is there any way 
out of this vicious circle of mutual killing, 
whi ny cise, seems 10 be suicide in 
the long run? Is there any way of avoid- 
itigating or generally cooling ıl 
system of murder and agony that is re 
quired for the existence of even the most 
saintly human being? 

Vegetarianism, for example, is no solu 
tion. Years ago. the Indian bot 
Jagadis Bose mesurcd the pain reactions 
of planis to cutting and puling. To say 
that plants don’t really know that they 
ic in pain is only to say that they can't 
put it into words When I pointed. this 
out to а strictly vege 1 Buddhist, Reg- 
inald H. Blyth, who wrote Zen in English 
Literature, he said, "Yes, 1 know that, But 
when we Kill vegetables, they don't seream 
so loud." In other words, he was just being 
sy on his own feelings. Buddhist and 
idu monks have curicd the attitude of 
msi, or harmlessness, to the extreme 
of keeping their cyes on the ground when 
walking—not to avoid the temptations of 
lovely women but to avoid trampling on 
beeties, snails or worms that might lie in 
the path. Vet this is at root an evasion— 
ritual gesture of reverence for lile that in 
по way alters the fact th 
killing. 

Searching my own conscience as to how 
1 should respond to this predicament, 1 
find three answers. 

The bist is to admit that deciding 10 
live is deciding to kill and make no bones 
bout it. For il 1 have really made up my 
mind to kill, 1 cın do it expertly. Con- 
sider the agony of being hallway decapi- 
4b by a reluctant. executioner. Death 
must be as swilt ay possible and the hand 
that holds the ville or wields the knife 
ust be sue. Incidentally, you wouldn't 
nt your surgeon to be so sorry and con- 
cerned for you that his hand trembles 
when he opens your ардон 

‘The second is that every form of life 
killed for food must be husbanded and 
cherished, on the principle of "I love you 
so much I could cat you,” from which 
it should follow that "I eat you so much 
that 1 love you." This principle has been 

пом seriously neglected by hunters in the 
past and by industrial farmers and fisher- 
пеп today. To cite only two examples, 
odern techniques of whaling are in dam- 
ger of abolishing whales, and industrial 
poultry farming is flooding the market 
with nonchickens and pseudo eggs. The 


w. 


wretched birds are raised in wire cell 
blocks, fed on chemicals, never allowed 
to scratch around in the sun, and taste 
just like that. Whatever is unlovable on 
the plate was unloved in the kitchen and 
on the farm. 

The third has been expressed by Lin 
Yutang as follows: “If a chicken has been 
killed and it is not cooked properly, that 
chicken has died The very least 
I can do for a creature that has died lor 
me is to honor it, not with an empty 
ritual but by cooking it to perfection and 
relishing it to the full. Any living thing 
that becomes me should enjoy itsell as me 

The proper love of animals and plants, 
and ol other materials upon which our 
Jife depends, is nurtured in the kitchen. 
Yet one look at the average Amer 
British kitchen shows that it is not a pl 
of love. Stuck off in à constricied. corner 
of the house, it looks like a bathroom or 
sungery—white, cold and dowdy, though 
sometimes glossy and militintly clean. 
Such kitchens are, like toilets, mere con- 
veniences, where food is dutifully ren- 
dered chewable and assimilable because it 
is good for you 
from such ki 
good for you 
olt with rubbing alcohol 
disinlected in boiling water 
ol 
less kitchen eq 

‘Tiere is another kind of kitchen, fea- 
tured in many of the newer suburbs, that 
is disguised то look like something it 
isn't, as if the kichennes of kitchen 
were a matter for shame. These are the 
duked-up, coordinated, decorated kirdi- 
ens that fexture plastic countertops that 
are supposed to resemble wood and de- 
ceive по опе, refrigerators. painted to 
look like Early American storage chests, 
“decorative” copper pots hung out for 
display and never used for cooking, syn- 
thetic floor coverings that are supposed 
to resemble flagstones, and a 
other pitiful deceptions 
phony as the so-called edibles th 
served forth from them. These are the 
rooms presided over by the kind of 
wile who is the instant customer for all 
those instant foods that presumably ema 
сіраце her from the degrading chore of 
cooking. These kitchens. like the women 
who inhabit them so reluctantly and like 
the meals they sling togeth 


chens tastes as it were 


scrubbed with soap, wiped 
thoroughly 
This is a rule 


n- 


add 


are tragic 
evidences of almost total miscducation 
Both these sorts of abominable kitchens 
are not the result of poverty. They rellect 
the faet that the richest and most power- 
ful civilization on earth is so preoccupied 
with saving time and making money that 
it has neither taste for life nor capacity 
for pleasure. The commonly accepted no- 
tion that Americans are miaterialists is 
pure bunk. A materialist is one who loves 
material—a person devoted to the enjoy- 


ment of the physical and immediate pres- 
em. By this definition, most Americans 
are abstractionists. They hale material and 
convert it as swiltly as possible into mo 
tains of junk and clouds of poisonous gas. 
As a people, our ideal is to have a future; 
and as long as this is so, we shall never 
have a present. But only those who have 
a present, and who cam relate to it m 
terialiy and immediately, have any use lor 
making plans for the future: lor when 
their plans mature, they will enjoy the 
results. Others, with their eyes fixed on 
the tomorrow that never comes, will bolt 


down all times present—forever—along 
with a vitamin-enriched Styrofoam called 
bread. 


Much may be learned about a civ 
tion from ats staple food, which, in our 
case, is supposed to be bread. Real bi 
is a sold and crusty substance with 
aroma evoking visions of farm kithe! 
Hour mills, sacks of wheat and rolling, 
waving fields ol grain, god and gentle in 
the lazy heat of a latesummer alternoo 
Few Americans have such assoc 
our bred docs not su 
a virtually weightless compound of squishy 
and porous pah injected with presova 
tives and allegedly nutritive chemica x It 
is sot so muci white i 
fealy colorless, 

i.n genus c 
absolute nath 
r bubbles, 


ngnes. ht is 
cach contained in 

fna ob «Ал photic that hus bec 
synthesized Пош wheal or туе. ay ойе 
gets casein hom milk. In contact with 
quid. be it gravy or saliva, this plastic 
film disintegrates at once into a cloying 


compe ol a 


and texture css paste exactly like the re- 
volling waite sime thn is fed to babies 
and tiat most babies, quite understand- 
ably, spit back imo the spoon 

To begin with, the wneat is grown 
unloved, by indusuial farming over mi 
lious of featureless and üceless a065 in 
Suca wastelands as Kansas and Nebraska, 
and is sprayed by airplane with Flit and 
Bug-Ded. It is then shaved off the face 
of the earth with imm toil 
chppers, winnowed and. grou Mo а 
flour, which. by washing with derer e 
and stewing in disinfectants, is converted 
imo tons of pancake makeup. In 
automated baking factories, these mou 
tains of 


xed 
para 


chak di 


pure a ac 
with pantothenic acid, pyrido: 
minobenzoic acid and artificial llavorings 
Iter the whole ss is bubblizecd. 
stab lized by heating, sliced, wrapped in 
wax paper and shipped out in the form 
of sleazy cushions that are, unfortunate 
ly. тоо small and oo perishal 
as bolsters. You may t ink | am exa 
aing bat according to а rece 
Scientific American, someone has | 
ed a process for the n 
continuous "bread" that flows 
electronic ovens like tooth paste from 
tube. “A steady stream оГ ingredients 


whe 


fer use 


Zippos 
flaming beauties! 
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“Tee been pretty good, 


but I think Mother's been putting out... > 


mixed, the dough is kneaded 
dioxide is pumped into it to m 
(Yeast may be added, but only for 
flavor.) The resultant product, of course, 
has no end crusts. 

Several years ago, a reader complained 
about this soc а to Consumer 
Reports, а gene irable m 
designed to protect its subscribers [rom 
cheating in the marker place. But instead 
of submitting the product to the judg- 
ment of experienced chefs and gourmets, 
C.R. called in dieti nd chemical 
analysts, who reported that. this miserable 
substance was, indeed, “rich 
and nutritious mineral 

Here is the nub of the problem: We 
confuse diet with medicine and cooking 
with pharmacology, and thus it comes to 
pass that the classes of dietitian and 
cook are mutually exclusive—the former 
judging by test tube and the later by 
nose and tongue. Labels on food pack- 
d just like labels on proprietary 
medicines. 1 have just taken a package of 
ordinary gelatin from the shelf, and it 


Protein 85-87%. Mois- 
ture 12-14%. Ash 10-12%. Еш 0. 
Sodium 90 mg./100 gm. or | mg. 
per serving. Carbohydrate 0. Calo- 
ries per envelope 28. 


You m t have the slightest idea 
what this n but with all that small, 
scientiliclooking print and those decimal 
points, it sure must be good for you. Our 
judgment of food is theoretical and 
thematical, rather than material, which 
is my reason for saying that Americans 
аге not materialists but abstractionists. 

The mutually exclusive roles of dieti- 
d cook are nowhere more appar- 
1 such institutions 
. In my parti 
frequently my 
or dinner in the 


yn 


studentunion cafeterias 
of universities all over the country. All 
are identical. Icebox lettuce with a glob 
of cottage cheese and а wedge of canned 
pincapple. Slices of overdone and warmed- 
over beel that е suffered for hours in 
some electronic purgatory. coated with a 
gravy made of water, library paste and 
bouillon cubes. Peas, corn and carrots— 
boiled. The pie is a sickening slab of 
beige goo, flavored with artificial maple 
sugar, in a crust of reconstitutcd. card- 
board, topped with sweetened sh 
cream squirted from an acrosol bomb. 
"The eflect of this fare on the intellectual 
life of the nation must. be trophic, 
Since university politics are mainly а mat- 
ter of interdepartmental feuding, the 
home-economics 
ce: y Out on top, having conspired 
to deprive historians and mathematicians, 
linguists and anthropologists of all zest 
for lile by habituating them to the notion 
that such supernaturally uninspired meals 
are the proper diet for scholars. 


The problem is that the ans who 
actually supervise such 

well as the hapless agents of the FDA 
and the Department of Agriculture who 
inspect the forced and faked-up products 
that go into it—can, indeed, prove that 
it contains the proper amount of pro- 
teins, carbohydrates, mi s and vita- 
mins, But this is like judging the worth 
of music in terms of decibels and wave 
lengths. “This record certified noninj 
rious to the human car." Certainly, it is 
good for us—in the sense that it will 
enable us to put up with existence for a 
reasonably long time. Even sex is becom- 
ing acceptable to earnest squares for the 
same reason: It is good for you; it is 
a healthy, tension-reducing “outlet”—to 
use Kinsey's statistical term for counting 
orgusms—and some wretched hygienist 
will soon figure out the average. person's 
minimum daily requirement of outlets 
(428 would be three times а week), хо 
that we cin screw with а high sense of 
duty and freedom from guilt. Watch. 
your outlet count and keep a chart be- 
side the bed. 

But just exactly what is the good to 
which we aspire through doing and eat- 
ing things that are supposed to be good 
for us? This question is strictly taboo, 
for if it were seriously inves 
whole economy and social order would 
fall apart and have to be reorganized. It 
would be like the donkey finding out 
t the carrot dangled before him, ın 
ke him run, is hitched by a stick to 
his own collar. For thc good to which wc 
aspire exists only and always in the fu- 
turc. Because of our incapacity to relate to 
the sensuous and material present, we are 
most happy when good things arc expect- 
ed to happen, not when they are hap- 
pening. We get such a kick out of looking. 
forward to pleasures and rushing ahead 
to meet them that we can't slow down 
enough to enjoy them when they come. 
We are, therelor n that 


ble swarm of spoiled children 
g their toys 

To our ears, therefore, the assertion 
that time does not exist must sound 
insane. Time, we say, is moncy and, 
man, that’s for real! Yet it is impossible 
to be in the right state of mind for 
cooking, eating or for any other art or 
pleasure without realizing that time is 
purely abstract, There is, indeed, such a 
thing as timing—the art of mastering 
rhythm—but timing and hurrying are as 
mutually exclusive аз cooks and d 
tians. Clock time is merely a method of 
measurement held in common by all 
civilized societies s the same kind 
of reality inary 
lines of latitude and longitude. The 
equator is useless for stringing a rolled 
roast. To judge by the clock, the present 
moment is nothing but a hairline t 
ideally, should have no width at all 


except that it would then be invisible. IE 
you are bewitched by the clock, you will 
therefore have no present. "Now" will be 
no more than the geometrical point at 
Which the future becomes the past 

For the perfect accomplishment of any 
art, you must get this feeling of the 
eternal present into your bones—for it is 
the secret of proper timing. No rush. No 
dawdle. Just the sense of flowing with 
the course of events, i 


trying 
to outpace it nor lagging behind. Hurry- 
ing and delaying are, alike, ways of 
trying to resist the present; and in cook- 
ing, they invariably show up in the form 
of spoiled food. ‘To try to save time, that 
is, to move as quickly as possible into the 
future, gives you abstract food instead of 
real food. Instant coffee, for example, is 
a well-deserved punishment for being in 
hurry to reach the future. So are TV 
dinners, So are the warmed-over nasti- 
nesses usually served on airplines, which 
taste like Ше plastic trays and dishes on 
which they are served. So is that meat 
that is not roasted but heated through in 
3U-second electronic ovens. So are mi 
turcs of grape juice and alcohol, рге 
ed in concrete vats, pretending to be 
wine. 

Even our fruit and vegetables have 
been rushed, so that however magnificent 
an apple may seem to the superficial 
judgment of the eye, it is hard to find 
one thar is not simply wet pith under 
the skin; and most potatoes taste of the 
same nothingness as the bread. For a 
while, 1 thought this might be because 1 
had ruined my pakne with too much 
tobacco; but when I recently returned to 
my father’s garden in England, 1 found 
both apples and potatoes as real as they 
had been to the untainted palate of a 
child. 

Abstractionists would, if possible, save 
time by eating the menu instead of the 
h is almost what actually 
those restaurants where one 


FILLET 
TROUT, 
crumbs 10 а delicate golden brown, 


OF соговлро 
gently 


MOUNTAIN 
utéed in bread 


with fresh garden peas simmered in 
butter, light and crisp French-fricd 
potatocs, and lemon wedge. 


Sometimes there is even a colored photo- 
graph to whet the appctite for the dis- 
mal anticlimax of the reality. The last 
time I ran into this, in a restaurant 
where they had the nerve to keep ап 
open kitchen, the “fillet of Colorado 
mountain trout" was a severe rectangle 
of some off-white substance that rauled 
when it hit the grill, 

Another way of eating the menu is 
preferring money to wealth—a psychic 
disorder directly related to the hallu 
tion that time is a physical reality. To be 
fair, there are still some substan 
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excellent products for sale in our super 
markets; but if you are bewitched by 
money, what happens? You take your 
loaded cart to the cashier, who dicks out 
a long strip of paper and says, “Th 
dollars and twenty-five cents, please! 
You are suddenly depressed ar h 
part with so much “wealth"—not realiz- 
ing tha th is now in the shop- 
ping b you are going to walk 
out with it. For the money was a future, 
a promise to pay, an abstraction now 
converted. into present and substantial 
j—and you are unhappy because 
you have exchanged the expectation of 
good things to come for actual goods. 
Just as time is a way of measuring mo- 
tion, money is 1 
id power, a system of bookkeep- 
nd when this is not understood, a 


vy 


ng to 


measurement of mater 


—as in the Depress 
purely symbolic cash. 

In a civilization devoted to the strictly 
abstract and mathem al of mak- 
ing the most money in the least tine, the 
only sure method of success is to cheat 
the customer, to sell various ds of 
nothingness in pretentious packages. Spray 
your watery tomatoes with wax to make 
them look real. But then, having made 
the money. there is nothing real to buy 
with it, because everyone else is cheating 
in the same way. 

One would suppose that in this richest 
1 nations. prosperous stockbrokers 
nd «| icians 
and drive [ull 
jes that 


of 
and admen, plumbers 
would knock olf 
pelt for тошу, bangu 


work 
s and orn 


would make the high life of ancient 
Rome look like potluck supper at a 
Methodist social. But as things are. the 
well-heeled bluecollar people go home 
to gurgle down cans of an alcoholic soft 
drink misnamed beer and watch televi- 
sion over hamburgers and catsup. The 
white-collars live it up by getting anes 
thetized on martinis and then, perhaps, 
going to reasonably good French or Ital- 
ian re ats with neither taste nor 
appetite for the fue. In New York, I 
often stay at а small hotel on a street of 
celebrated arants. Every 
m 


b 


of leftovers, in which 1 can just make 
out the forms of lobster thermidor, 
oysters Rockeleller, filet mignon aux 
champignons, poached salmon, moules 
marinióre and сод au vin, slobbered over 
with almost all the vegetables served the 
previous evening—since no one ever cats 
them. Excellent as the 
mest restaurants in America serve for the 
cye more than for the stomach, because 
abstractionists delight in the initial lift 
of fancy menus and vastly overloaded 
dishes—suited only to the appetites of 
growing boys, who cannot afford to eat 
m such places. The custom 


ne may be, 


wants an- 


ticipation; he has no capacity for ful 
fillment. 
The heart of the matter is that we are 


ш 1 


living in a culture d 
notized with symbols—words, numbers, 
tities and images—and that 
а for, and prefer them to, 


been hyp- 


measures, qu 


"Miser!" 


physical reality. We believe that the proof 
of the pudding is in the chemical analysis 
not in the eating. This is largely the 
result of an education 
overwhelmingly literary themati- 
cal, which prepares everyone to be clerks 
nd bureaucrats and provides apprentice- 
ship in arts of material competence only 
reluctantly for those considered 100 stu 
pid for intellectual advancement. 
This is not sentimentalizing about the 
a 


I when it 
docs not provide for the most sophisticat 
ed training in the fundamental arts of 


life: farming, cooking, dining, dressing 
ng. Where these 
ed with devotion and 


are useless. The shops are empty of all 
but wash, thrown together by 
working joylessly for cash, with one cy 
on the clock. Thus, there are virtually no 
jobs to be had for those who delight in 
exper workmanship in producing the 
wcessities of everyday life, The jet 
craft and. scientific instruments are mar- 
velous, but virtually all houses, cars. 
fabrics, bathtubs, carpeting, jewelry, suits, 
chinaware, beds and lighting fixtures are 
aply phenomenal failures of human 
agination. (Incidentally. if you want 
ly t glassware for the kitchen— 
jars, funnels, decanters, bottles—buy it 
from a dealer in laboratory equipment.) 
In the world of symbols and abstr 

tions—anderstood in terms of scparatc 
and disjointed words—the human person 
is an isolated thing among other things. 
One's self is therefore experienced as 

lonely center of consciousness and action 
living inside an envelope of skin. This 
ivelope is an abrupt boundary between 
one's self and ап alien universe, and the 
main task of life is ıo join forces with 
other lonely ones for the conquest of 


ele 


nature—that is. for the violent subj 
n of an enemy universe to our wills. 
Hence, also, our talk of the conquest of 


space. But as a result of this feeling, we 
те destroying our environment and 
fouling our own пем. Incrcasingl 
world around us looks as if we hated it. 

Yet this particular feeling of persona 
existence is a delusion. The special 
branch of science that studies the rel 
tion of living beings to their environ 
ments—ccology—shows beyond doubt tha 
the individual organism and its environ- 
ment are a continuous stream, or field, 
of energy. То draw from 
the bees and the flower two or 


new mora 
The 


ganisms look very different, for one is 
rooted in the ground and broad 
fun lc the other moves freely 


air and buzze 
exist without each other, it makes re: 


But because they cannot 
1 


sense to say that they are, in fact, two 
aspects of a single organism. Our heads 
аге very different in appearance Irom 


4 


es ity A 
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feet, but we recognize them as b 
longing to one individual because they 
are obviously connected by skin and 
bones. But less obvious connections are 
no less real. 

There are, for example, по strings 
connecting the widely separated mole- 
cules in your own hand. There is no 
visible material joining the individual 
rs into the formation that we recog- 
nize as a galaxy. But civilized human 
ws are alarmingly ignorant of the 
L that they are continuous with the 
surroundings. It is аз necessary 
ir, water, plants, insects, birds, 
fish and mamm as it is to have brains, 
h s and stomachs. The former 
re our external organs, in the same way 
that the latter аге our internal orga 
If, then, we can no more live without 
the things outside tham without those 
inside, the plain inference is that the 
words I and myself must include both 
sides. The sun, the carth and the forests 
are just as much features of our own 
bodies as our br Erosion of the soil 
is as much a personal disaster as leprosy, 
ny “growing communities" are as 
cance 
we do not feel this to be obvious 
is the result of centuries of habituation 
10 the idea that one’s self is only the en- 
velope of skin and its contents, the inside 
bur not the outside. The extreme folly 
of this notion becomes clear as soon as you 
try to imagine an inside with no outside 
or an outside with no inside. 


"То see this clearly is to acquire а new 
attitude toward the physical world that 
inclu 1 respect for 
the ıs among all 
creatures, upon which each one of them 
depends, and, second, a love for and 
delight in that world as an extension of 
our own bodies, True, this world main- 
sel by mutual killing and eatin 
but with this new attitude, murder in 
the stockyards and on the farms will not 
be compounded with the murdes 
food in the kitchen—nor of the landscape 
by ill-conceived housing, nor of air and 
sunlight by industri 


farting. 
Thus, the one absolutely essential re- 


в: the shape and 
feel of eggs, the sniff of flour, or mint, or 
ic, the marvelous foi 
mackerel, the marbled-red w 
a cut of beef, the pale-green tr: 
of fresh lettuce, the concentric ellipses of 
a sliced onion and the weight, warmth 
and resilience of flour-dusted dough un- 
der your fingers. The spirit titude 
1 the more enriched 
if there is а familiarity with barns and 
vineyards, fishing wharves and dairies, 
orchards and kitchen gardens, Among 
the most heart-lifting and persistent of 
my memories is а row of oak-leaf lettuce 
seen at midnight under а full moon—jig- 
saw patterns of edible jade refreshed 
with minute drops of dew. 1 think also 
of hiding, as a child, between rows of 


of the cook will be 


“Now, get this straight, because we're tired of being 
misquoted in the press. We authorize 
only accidental flights over Communist China.” 


rlet-runner beans upon sticks, opening 
the large pods that had gone to seed and 
crunching the raw purple-mottled beans. 
After much. searching, the joy of discov- 
ering а long, heavy pod concealing itself 
in the vines. 

With ul ttitude, it 
possible to chuck food 
boiling water or 10 r 
the clock, without eager peeks into the 
oven to sniff and baste, A good cook 
broods over the range like а doting 
mother, or like an alchemist distilling 
the clixir of y from rare herbs, 
The preparation must be as delightful 
for its ow ke as the feast, if the feast 
i For the cook is, 
alter all, а priest offering sacrifice, and 
the stove is lar. There must be the 
same devotion and absorption as in per- 
forming a magical rite or, i € not 
accustomed to such things, as in giving. 
the utmost pleasure to a gorgeous wom: 
n, in bringing the full sound out of 
exquisite musical ument or in 
ching the leisurely sail of your golf 
ball from the tee to the green. 
sense the style and attitude 
most any action that i: 
with full attention to the 
surgeon handles his 
15 at an operation, when a jewel 
a watch or when a pilot pre 
pares for the takeoff of a plane. Such is 
the fascination (i.c, magic) of ritual 
that Americans, who pride themselves on 
being folksy, plain and direct, will go 
abroad in droves to witness a coronation 
ceremony and be thrilled when a maitre 
de comes to a cart beside the le and 
prepares crepes suzette with flaming 
brandy. We are, indeed, so starved for 
ritual that thousands of st ch Protes- 
tant businessmen who would be horrified 
solemn High Mass were to be celebrat- 
ed in the Presbyterian Church will, nev- 
ertheless, join the Freemasons and the 
Shriners to wear exotic robes and take 
part in archaic ceremonies 

Happily, there is still 
primitive and esential awe for that cen- 
tral god of the kitchen whose name is 
fire. Over the past 20 years, the Ame 
сав paterfamilias been 
drawn to the rites of the barbecue 
its ceremonial nces—the long 
skewers, fork and turner, even the chef's 
hat and the apron, A тешип to this 
timeless form of cooking is a clear sign 
that all is not yet lost and that we are 
never going to have any real i 
meals—now available ii 
—where your order is dialed and deliv- 
ered electrically in 60 seconds. My faith 
in human nature tells me that our very 
nerves will force us to realize that there 
can be no taste at the table without love 
in the kitch 


mortali 


ag 


an 


our souls a 


increa: 


Gordons. 
It's how the 


б THE HEART OF A GOOD COCKTAIL 2; 


Let down on the crackling dryness, the delicate flavour of Gordon's Gin? 
Especially during the Christmas season? Never! 
Every bottle is based on Mr. Gordon's original 1769 formula. So you pour a drink that's dry as Scrooge 
in 1969, our 200th Anniversary year. A fanatic devotion to our discoverer? Perhaps. 
But then, anything less wouldn't be the spirit of the season! 


PRODUCT OF U.S.A. 100% NEUTRAL SPIRITS CISTILLED FROM GRAIN. 90 PROOF. GORDON'S DRY GIN CO.. LTD., LINDEN. N.J. 


world of nuclear physics. а re 
high percentage of mental bres 


among their wives is everywl 


geniuses. The most common psychopath 
is the confidence trickster, The prisons 
are full of con men; so arc politics 


а GENIUS (continued from page 128) 
© qor know what to look for and therefore 
M cannot expect to find it, After stating 
> his in the Meno, Pluto. conduded that 
gg Ше solution of problems involves mem- 
ory of pr s in which the an- 
34 gwes have already been found. How 
Ë logical and how inept! The truth seems 
to be that genius is capable at some 


primitive thought level of thinking in 
the fourth and fifth dimensions. In the 
fourth dimension, one can explore the 
interior of a sealed chamber 
breaching its walls. In the fifth, one is no 
longer bound by time but can see things 
happening in the past or future as casily 
as, lor instance, if seated at case in an 
rplane flying faster than clock time, 
one can watch the setting sun slowly rise 
again above the sea horizon. The crea 
tive act of poetry is filth dimensional in 
the sense that a poet catches at the nude- 
us of a poem, a single halfremembered 
phrase, and works at it until every line 
corresponds аз nearly as possible with his 
foreknowledge of how the completed 
рост would be. Creative genius in danc 
ing or music follows much the sime 
principles. 

In 1958, I visited the Weizmann Inst 
tute at Tel Aviv. Profesor Sonnerscie 
asked me what 1 thought of his comput 
er. T ed that we had not yet estab- 
lished any contact; it was busy with a 
эрсатоморс job on helium rays He 
assured me so'emnly: “This machine cm 
do all that the | capable 
of doing and better! 

Tt came into my mind to 
n cosmic coincidence: 
fessor Sonnerschein. did not seem 
particularly tak. ick. by the question, 
but 1 had a suspicion that he did not 
quite understand what 1 meant, At any 
rate, he answered: “Not yet 

I was asking, as a matter of fact, 
whether this huge, complicated and cost 
ly dingbat could think in the filth dimen- 
sion, as geniuses can, discover the answ 
to a problem by proleptic thought and 
then diover the problem itself by an- 
jeptic thought. Cosmic coincidence is a 
fifth-dimensional manipulation of time 
» events concur against. all sta- 
probability. 


without 


nsw 


brain 


“Can i 


tisti 


Mathematics as a field of abstract 
thought, rather than of Pythagorean 
magic, conveys so limited a sense of 


personal blessing and its adepts enter 
regions of the mind so lar abstracted 
fiom common humanity that they tend 
to forfeit a necessary ingredient of gen- 
ius; namely, love. Mathematic genius is 
also notoriously short lasting—it reaches 
a peak at the age of about 23 and then 
declines—and is, as a rule, colored by 
persistent. emotional adolescence, Since 
advanced mathematicians are too easily 
276 enticed into the gray political under- 


Their power to read a victim's mind and 
so шке advantage of his weaknesses is 
fortunately counterbalanced by their meg- 
slomania. Every con man or political 
rabble rouser tricks himself in ihe end. 
Alexander the Great, Napoleon and Hit- 
ler have been hailed as geniuses; but all 
were psychopaths con themselves 
һ their own boastful legends umil 
they ruined their own countries and died 
shamefully, with no sons to succed 
them. So perhaps, was golden- 
tongued Pericles, who savagely oppressed 
his slaves, conducted outright. massacres 
in the Greck island of Mytilene 
elsewhere, and relying on his imn 
powerful fleet, challenged the Spart 
his neighbors, to war. They began r 
ing Athenians’ territory, burning crops 
and huts, felling olive trees, driving away 
stock; and Pericles, all too logically, built 
the famous Long Walls from the city 
down to the port of Piracus, so that 
Athens became a secure and easily de- 
fended fortress. But one of his ships, 
trading in the East, brought back 
th bubonic plague. The crowded se 
siege conditions behind those famous 
Long Walls fostered an epidemic that 


carried off a great part of the popula- 
tion, including (by what the tragedians 


would have called. poetic justice) Peri- 
cles himself. Julius Caesar at least was no 
psychopath. He had а heart, courage, 
mercy, а sense of humor, Roman рет 
and remarkable humility; and though he 
fought with no holds barred when his 
life was threatened, he kept faith with 
his real friends, had the future of his 
country at heat and knew its weaknesses. 

Genius diagnoses a situation by non- 
logical thought and supplies the remedy. 
A horseand-buggy doctor in the good 
old days would identify a disease first 
his mose—one sniff was usually 
s he entered the sickroom— 
з with his cars, then with his eyes, 
1 with his touch. He could, as а rule, 
dispense with a fever chart. Few of that 
breed survive. Today, most general prac- 
titioncrs have lost the sense of smell 
from having spent so much of their med- 
ical training in cities where smell, taste 
and hearing soon degenerate. Diagnosis, 
for them, depends on textbooks; yet, as a 
rule, these say nothing about that almost 
imperceptible twitch of an eyelid, that 
slight slurring in the patient's speech, 
that curiously sour whiff of sweat, which 
informed the horseand-buggy doctor ex- 
actly what was amiss. 


The Roman view of genius as guard- 
an of the male creative process has 
much to commend it. Man's strongest 
concentration of mental power occurs 
when he falls in love. The gonad glands 
control this impulse; but in the course of 
millenniums, the power of love has be 
come enormously extended and diversi- 


fied. The first awareness of genius come 
it seems, with the common mystical ex- 
perience of prepuberty, in which a child 
is convinced that he knows everything ог 
can do everything and keeps his illusion 
for some hours. Since this experience can 
be related 10 the first active awakening 
of his gonads, we may presume a contin 
ued relation between gonad and geniu: 
The relation, however, tends to weaken 
whenever genius is defrauded: for exam- 
ple, by the discovery of how much casier 
it is to steal than to carn, to cheat than 
to work, to Не than to tell the truth and 
10 do whatever one pleases rather than 
obey one's consci ion of 
this mystical ncc of superhuman 
powers and a belief in its basic reality 
will, I believe, support whoever dares 
make that sudden leap in the dark, tha 
escape from the tyranny of time, which 
fifth-dimensional genius implies, 

A remarkable contemporary ge 
Dr. Maclarlane Burnet, the Australian 
immunologist, began. his 
by a poetic opposition of the self and 
the nonself. How does the self recognize 
nonsclf and expel it from the body? Dr 
Burnes that the self occa- 
sionally makes mistaken experiments 
at defraud i 
ical bodies acting aga 
ponent cells. This view has at 
such diseases as rheumatoid arth 
telligible to biologists and led to 
ting new concept of immunity. One can 
now study which cells control the sels 
defenses, and. how they do it. The nou 
self is not, however, a built-in evil gen- 
ius, as the Greeks would have scen it, 
but, as the Romans would have scen it, 
an invader. The principle of immunity 
is, roughly, that the self dispatches a cell 
to take stock of the nonsell, out 
what it is projecting, then return and 
advise its fellow cells exactly what chemi- 
cal repellent to manufacture for spread- 
ing over these projections. They keep о 
at this task until they have manufactured 
enough for their purpose, which explains 
the tworothiec- or seven-day period. of 
an illness, followed by rapid recovery. 

Genius was а word loosely used by ex- 
patriated Americans in Paris 
between the V. 
the Depression, to cover all varieties of 
artistic, literary and. musical. experimen- 
talim. A useful and readable history of 
the literary Twenties is Being Geniuses 
Together by Robert McAlmon and Kay 
Boyle—Joyce, Hemingway, Scott. Fitzger- 
ald, Pound, Eliot and the rest. They ай 


псе. Yet a recolle 


assur: 


sown genius and set chem- 
t the body's com- 
st made 
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became famous figures, but too many of 
them developed defects of character— 
on, meanness, boastfulness, coward- 
humanity—that defrauded their 
carly genius. Experimentalism is a quality 
alien to genius. It implies doubt, hope, 
uncertainty, the need for group reassur- 
anc; whereas genius works alone, in 
confidence of a loreknown result. i 
ments are useful as a demonstration of 
how not to write, paint or compose if 
one’s interest lies in durable rather than 
able results; but since far move self- 
styled i n frissons à 
la mode rather than in truth, it is foolish 
(O protest. Experimentalism means varia- 
tion on the theme of other people's 
uncertain 

Winston Churchill, whom I knew off 
md on [rom 1916 1948, had es 
ped the educational routine tl inhib- 
ited so many of his universitytrained 
fellow politicians, After a bad start at 
school, he «mitted, through family 
connections, into the cavalry, where he 
educated himself. His was an inconsist- 
ent genius, frequently defrauded by po- 
litical commitments; but his courage, 
humor, generosity and loyalty to his 
friends were beyond exception. I once 
met Lloyd George, Churchill's onetime 
colleague and national hero of the First 
World War: а rabble rouser with a gold- 
en voice and little personal honor, who 
passed for а genius during the First 
World War. Having plotted against his 
colleague Asquith, he seized power from 
him, kept the War going at enormous 
cost of life and treasure for two years 
longer than necessary, lelt his country all 
but bankrupt and, at Versailles, helped 
sow the seeds of a second, still more 
disastrous War. 

Alter a brief glimpse of Einstein at 
Princeton in 1933, I could not doubt the 
carly genius, which corresponded with 
his later humility, kindliness and sense 
of humor. His theory of relativity had 
been classical and humane, and his 
universe made good geometrical sense, 
however startling at the time. But his 
successors have broken through into a 
postclassical phase of algebraic thought so 
far beyond practical human apprehen- 
sion that the cosmic observations. now 
summarized by computers make no intel- 
ligible terrestrial sense. Though this ob- 
viously wholesome limit set on human 
thought may one day encourage a reap- 
praisal and reform of human society, at 
present it has tempted advanced. scien- 
tists to despise all creative human values, 
How many of these ratiocinative cosmo- 
nauts have defrauded their genius 
shown by the shambles that they make of 
their private terrestrial lives and their 
readiness to encourage terrestrial nuclear 
warfare. That warfare is а natural hu- 
man function need not be disputed 


“ГЇЇ show you mine, Miss Fi 


ter, if 


youll let те see yours." 


most young men are pugnacious—yet I 
agreed with T. E. Lawrence when he 
told me that war ceased to be human at 
the battle fought in August 1346 at Crécy, 
where the English first used artillery 
on a battlefield. Military genius h 
come to be a contradiction in term 
modern wars are fought а 
with pitiless logistics, with scie 
soning of the enemy's land 
and with a singular absence even of 
military talent. 

Student riots all over the world seem 
symptomatic of an approaching cha 
in the modem way of life, 
aus of disorder is almost always the phi- 
ment of a university. Such 


g control of education by the 
political machine, big business and a 
body of docile scientists who conduct 
experiments on lines laid down by their 


ectors. "The students are protesting, 


however blindly, in the n. 


agreement with Plato's enemy the sophist 
Protagoras, who held that "man" (mean- 
ing, as he explained, man with an 
inborn sense of justice, nobility and hol 
nes) “is the measure of all things,” 


They are also, incidentally, protesting 
against wars fought against ideal com- 
munism—which, alter all, is по more 
than a different theory from ouis as to 
who should direct and control the flow 
of money—in contnmention of inter- 
national agreements about permissible 
means. Male students in these riots, now 
dic throughout the non-Communist 
world, are more active fighters than their 
girlfriends, who, as a rule, seem content 
merely to incite violence. Yet in. Mexico, 
just before the recent Olympics opened, I 
learned that on four separate occasions, 
а pair of Bonnies had assisted their 
Clydes by the same womanly stratag 
The girls would w 


then start ripping cath othe 
off, tea 


s clothes 
g out cach others hair and 
abuse. When he gallantly 
tried to separate them, out would come 
daggers and slide into his lungs or stom- 
ach. Dirty work: but Jael, Delilah and 
Judith had set the Biblical precedent. 
It is, indeed, women who stand to lose 
most by а further strengthening of 
mechanically directed and computed 
thought, which threatens to hasten men’s 
physical impotence—a phenomenon now 
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reported at an increasingly premature age 
among stcady going married executives. 
The Romans refused (o aedit wom- 
en with an individual genius, on the 
grounds that, instead of engendering, 
they parturiated: and regarded them, in. 
stead. as lying under the divine guidance 
of the goddess Juno Lucina. "This im- 
plied that men themselves were ruled 
by a male code but women by a divinity 
that absolved them of obedience to any 
code at all. except that of being true to 
their own bodies. And though a pa 
can Roman's appetite might Goually 
involve him in affairs with women from 
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whom he declined to breed children, his 
social conscience opposed a correspond- 
ing instinct in his female relatives. 


Roman women at first accepted the prac- 
1 value of this ban on their sleeping 
ih men who lacked the generous wte- 
lary power of patrician genius; but by 
Catullus" time, female morals bad. notice- 
ably relaxed. The goddess Juno Lucina, 
as he reminds us, was not only the wile 
of the Almighty Jup ud the protec 


tress of women in childbirth: she was also 
the powerful, enchanting, lecherous, per- 


petually virgin moon goddess—huntress, 


prophetess and healer. 
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Western high society still deprecates 
mésalliances; but wherever acceptable al 
cs are judged not merely by а man's 
th, influence and talents but by his 
integrity. women 100 often create trouble 
by falling in Jove with outsiders whom 
their fellow men recognize as cads or 
cooks. The male proverb "No woman 
wise below the girdle” is, of course, 
libelous exagger: but few married 
women like to be cheated of their tradi- 
tional satisfaction in the marriage bed— 

the Romans called “the genial 
7" Moreover, in choosing their lov- 
ers, few women of spirit realize that a 
man who has forfeited his sense of honor 
by some disgraceful act can never be 
redeemed by even a perfect won 
love. That women themselves are 
finitely redeemable makes it 
them to realize that what the Romans 
called “a lost man” (meaning опе who 
had assassinated his genius) is like a 
drinking glass, which, however nearly re- 
paired alter breakage, wiil never again 
ring dear when tapped with the finger- 
пай. I wrote on bout à womanfriend 
of mine: 


w 


n- 


hard for 


She is no li yet she will wash 


away 


"I may be a little late, dear. Гт in group therapy!” 


Honey from her libs, blood from her 
shadowy hand, 

Tid, dressed at dawn in clean white 
robes will say, 

Trusting the ignorant woki lo un- 
derstand: 

"Such things no longer are; this is 


That was not written in anger: 1 was 
echoing the text of Proverbs 


merely 
30:90. 

Under normal semic 
ized conditions, a man's physical me 
olism used to change so little from the a 
of about 15 to 80 that his genius was 
held to remain with him until he became 
incapable of generation and took 10 the 
ney corner. Thus, in Deuteronomy 
. Moses was extolled as having kept 
riliy and eyesight until he died on 
t Pisgah at the age of 190. By 
st, not only does а woman go 
through a dramatic change both at pu 
after. reaching 


ilized unmecha 


to Isaac at the 
ble e i 


age of 90, was а remark- 
-but during each preg 
псу. the presence of her unborn child 
which has dillerent genes from her own, 
will noticeably affect her character. How- 
ever, even throughout her nubile period. 
any woman unspoiled by educa 
capable of using her mind in the time 
less, nonchalant way characienstic ol 
genius: which will be to make extraord 
marily complicated problems seem as sim 
ple as counting on one's fingers—by the 
genial manipulation of time, And wom- 
mied rhe mystical. рери 
of "knowing everything” as 


ny 


experience 
often as boys; 1 have even known. one 


who had it unde thetic during 
the birth of her first daughte 
Once 1 wrote of a woman 


ET 


nius: 


If strange things happen where she is 
So that men say that graves open 
And the dead walk, or that futusity 


Becomes a womb and the unborn 
are shed, 

Such portents are nol to be won- 
dered at, 

Being touibillions in Time тише 

By the strong pulling of her bladed 
mind 

Through that ever 


H 


ehuctant element. 


sed to confused 


wal love, a 


opp 


sexual groping, or a simple decision 10 
ту and seule down, geniu 


m; 


always 
present, and manifests isell with its usu- 
suprasensory bending of time into a 
able ring Only ed 
jans have so far become aware 
of this phenomenon, of which, being pro- 
fessionally [ree of the tender passion, they 
m по personal experience. 
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TWO PATHS TO THE ТОР 


Bigness itself often exerts a strong 
Some years ago, I was much im- 
pressed by the evident potentials of a 
young man who intended making а busi- 
ness career, and I offered him a job with 
one of my firms. "No, thanks,” he shook 
his head. "Since I've made up my mind 
to Climb, I want to tackle the biggest 
pyramid 1 can find." 

He obtained a bottom-layer. executive 
job with one of the nation's ten 1, st 
corporations—and is now one of its vice 
presidents. We've remained friends and, 
when Europe recently, he 
stopped to sce me in England. He told 
me he never regreued his original deci 
sion. “At each stage, I feli I'd 
plished more than if Pd reached the 
next higher level in a small organiza 
tion,” he said. “Maybe the competition 
hasn't been as stiff as it would have been 
in small firm—but there was much 
more of it, and that’s always made each 
success seem greater and more gratifying.” 

Most huge companies have widely scat- 
tered branches and subsidiaries. More 
than a few executives state that this 
aspect appeals strongly to them. It is 
understandable, There is excitement, 
even adventure in being rushed out to 
tke over the Tokyo office or to clean 
up the mess that has suddenly developed 


he was ii 


accom- 


(continued from page 112) 


in the Caracas plant. Other advantages 
enjoved by big-business managers are the 
facilities, expert ad d scientific and 
tedinological aids at their disposal. These 
are seldom equally available in small 
companies. 

But big business has drawbacks, too. 
The executive must, to some degree. sub- 
merge his individuality in that of the 
organization; while he need not become 
a faceless number, he will not give many 
virtuoso performances, either. Cog, little 
gear, big gear or even generator, he 
remains pot of a complex apparatus 
that. by its very mature, cannot always 
function with optimum speed and 
smoothness, 

A familiar big-business handi 
source of executive frustration 
even at best, the structured огу 
is still likely to be cumbersome. For 
example, in such a company, it’s seldom 
possible to find one man who can c 
ly give an answer or make a dec 
"In a big outfit. it takes three days to 
round up the duce committees that'll 
spend the next three weeks mulling the 
question at hand,” a veteran entrepre- 
neur grumbled to me not long ago. This, 
of course, is an exaggeration; but the 
behemoths do frequently get bogged 
down in procedural rules, committee 
meetings and other forms of folderol 


p and 
is that, 
m 


that cause able, imaginative ma 
lose—or tear—their hair. 

Organization also tends to proliferate 
administrative departments, paperwork 
and red tape, reducing flesibility and 
eventually leading to hardening of the 
company arteries. 

Small business offers the success-secking 
executive ап entirely dillerent mix of 
advantages, disadvantages, problems and 
challenges. For instance. the small-business 
executive won't be a specialist for long, 
since the company's size will not permit 
honeycombed comparumentalization. He 
may spend a year in production, then 
shift to merchandising. Or, after he has 
acquired a little seasoning, he may well 
find himself wearing several hats at the 
same time. 

I know this from the early days of my 
own career. After having gained a bare 
sufficiency of 
came a small—a very small 
man in the oil fields. As such, 1 was my 
own drilling superintendent, purchasing 
agent, salesman, bookkeeper and just 
about anything else one could imagine. 
Had they actually existed, my v 
hats would have filled my cubbyhole 
alice from floor to ceiling and wall to 
wall. 

The small-business manager seldom 
enjoys as much security as his big business 
counterpart, bur he usualy has more 
independence. This is not pure blessing, 
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One of a kind 


No other distiller makes his whiskey 
the same way we make Seagram's 7 Crown. 
So no other whiskey has the same 


smooth taste. 


Or the same consistently fine quality. 


And guess what. 


No other brand of whiskey is 


asked for as often as 7 Crown. 
It figures, doesn't it? 
Say Seagram's and Be Sure. 


Seagram Distillers Co., N. Y.C. Blended Whiskey. 
is. ж 


86 Proof. 65% Grain Neutral Spirii 
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for he consequently carries a greater load 
of personal responsibility, with attendant 
risks to his job and career. He will fre- 
quently need 10 make his own. decisions 
md may often feel very much out on a 


sagging limb if he has made a serious 
mistake. 
Wirhal, there is liable to be greater 


operational eliciency in a small firm 
than in a large one. In the former, it is 
usually possible 10 find that onc man 
who can say yes or no on the spot. The 
individual in small business has a far 
greater chance to exercise his individ 
ality and initiative and to innovate and 
improvise. The small company is seldom 
wagged by its administrative tail; a tele- 
phone call or a fiveaninute chat will 
often accomplish what would require 
endless memorandums and committee 


ngs in a giant-sized firm. 
enthetically, it is interesting to 


note that some huge concerns concede 
all this re seeking 10 find happy 
mediums. “Many [large corporations] are 
doing effective concrete things to stimu- 
e the creative atmosphere of small 
business,” says Harvard Graduate School's 
Professor Mace. 

Often cited as examples are W. R. 
Grace and Company and Thiokol Chem- 
The former has many 
divisions, subsidiaries and partly owned 
companies, each of which is said to enjoy 
a remarkable degice of autunumy, The 
later is credited with wedding the best 
of the big and the small through a 
project-management method. 

Let me emphatically state that T ace 
knowledge the achievements of the m 
tion's great, structured organizations and 
am aware of the many production and 
distribution miracles they have per- 
However, 1, personally, have 
s remained at heart a small busi- 
1. My associates and 1 have cor 
ently sought to maintain small-busi 
flexibility, creativity and efficiency. As an 
example, one of the companies in which 
1 hold a substantial interest employs an 
overall total of 450 people, A competing 
firm does abour five times the gross busi- 
ness—but ha 
ces in Iministrai 
The difference is tha 
my company oper 
ized, highly flexible m 
or not, the fim docs not even have a 
formal organization chart, Each manager 
knows his job, docs it and couldn't care 
less what title, ted on his 
office door. 

But what works well for J. Ра 


400 papcr-pushing employ- 
alone. 
the executives of 
in a loosely organ- 


its 


ус ollices 


il Getty 


and his associates may not work at all for 
Each person must dete 


the next n 
mine which type of business shoe fits him 
best and will carry him farthest, Unfor- 
tunately, there are no infallible gauges 
k that some 


reasonable, helpful departure points can 
be provided. An intelligent young man 
may check these against his personal 
ventory and begin to form some conclu 
sions about which of the two paths—the 
big- or the small-business route—he wishes 
to follow. 

1. As а rule, giant corporations tend 
to offer на work ions. Em- 
ployed by such firms, the young 
tive will have greater security than in 
1 firms, but he must keep a rein on 
his individuality. He will, in most cases, 
be required to conform, to play the game 
according to the book. He must, at least 

1 the beginning, accept the fact that he 
is more or less anonymous and should 
not be dismayed to find himself the 
type of work situation Professor Mace has 
called "the civil service of big business.” 

2. Generally, structured. organizations 
produce specialist executives. Big com- 
panies offer ample opportunity for ad- 
vancement, but. prospects of gaining wide 
experience or a broad business perspective 
are not as good as in smaller companies. 

3. The average manager in the aver- 
age large corporation needs to restrain 
many of hiis impulses to make independ- 
ent decisions or to take unilateral action. 
He is always restricted to some degree by 
company policy that may well be formu- 
lated in a home оћсе located 2000 linear 
miles away and 1,000,000 light-years away 
insofar s immediate problems are 
concerned. Such resuictions ате counter- 
balanced by the fact that И something 
goes wrong, the chances that his head 
will roll are greatly reduced. 

4. The small company will usually al- 
low the neophyte manager to show and 
exercise his individuality. The executive 
will be bound by fewer rules— 
will encounter many 
he will have to make his own rules as he 


goes along. But remember, the smaller 
the group, the more clearly visible is 


ach in 
to observe 
indifferent. 

5. In a small business, a manager is 
likely 10 learn. quite a bit about what 
goes on in departments other than his 
own. His experience will be much broad- 
er than that of the specialist; but even 
this presents dangers. A man establishing 
an excellent record in, say, two different 
departments and then, for whatever rea- 
п а third may find his 
ments forgotten and learn 


ual in it and the casier it is 
his actions, good, bad or 


carl achi 


that his one strike is enough 10 put him 
out, 
6. In sum, the manager in a small 


ve to do much of his own 
decision making and imple- 
menting of those decisions, But, while he 
may get credit for his accomplishments, 
he will certainly have to take all the 
consequences for his blunders. 

There are advantages and disadvan- 


ges to any work situation. Only the 
individual himself can make up his mind 
» sector—the big or the sma 
pals to him most and promi 


the business conditi 
ad that I believe will con- 
muc to prevail throughout the foresec- 
able future—the beginner's initial decision 
does not imply a 
Ко 
or even 


lifetime commitment. 
lays, the execu 


е who spends all 
major portion ef his carcer 
with 181 same company is a rare bird, 
indeed. a universally accepted. fact 
of io life that modern managers 
tain a high degree of job mobility 


rly in the carly stages of their 

Changing jobs is part of one's 

own select proces,” declares Alan 

Wolfley, fi ice-president of Sco- 
vill Manufacturing Company. 

Personnelselection specialist Jack Н. 


MeQuaig went as far as to write: "It 
is perfectly normal for a man to пу four 
or five different jobs in his first three or 
four years at work." Frankly, I think 
thats carrying the job-mobility concept а 
shade too far. I'd be inclined to view a 
manager who'd held five different jobs in 
three years with skepticism, И not down- 
right suspicion. However, the young ex- 
ecutive will move around during his first 
few years; and, as long as he docs it 
within reason, no prospective employer 
will think the less of him for ir. 

Thus, if a budding executive adds up 
all the credits of big and small business 
id he still cannot arrive at a clear-cut 


appe: 
either sector. If, after having given both 
the job and himself a fair trial, he finds 
he'd rather work in a structured organi- 
zation than in a small company, or vice 
versa, he can always shift. 

Alter trying both the big and the 
small, he should have a clear picture of 
what he in or to losc in cach 
type of work situation and which fits his 
nature and. personality better. The same 
holds truc for the man who does make a 
definite initial decision and chooses, lor 
instance, small business and then discov- 
ers that he's made a mistake. He, too, 
сап always cha 


с. 


Once the individual finally determines 


which of the twofold paths to success 
ill allow him to travel the farthest and 
fastest, he is well on his way to the top. 
Provided he has what it takes to make 
the climb, he will reach his goals alo: 
ithe: 

The opportunities are all there, wait- 
ing for thoc—be they big- ог small- 
business oriented—who will make the 
most of them. America’s rapidly multiply- 
ing millionaires prove that beyond the 
shadow of a doubt. 


route. 


Fiat 850 Fastback Coupe $1953. | 


wk. 


oft touch for slumber. The Ploy- 

mate Night Shirt with Cep in 
cendy stripes of cuddly cotton flan- 
ne ne size fits all playmates, 
MM201, $6. Playboy's Rabbit- 
emblazoned pillow adds adecoretive 
touch. 100% cotton, permanently 
flocked, MM399, $6. 


I: her bag. Perfect hiding place 
for her dreamland gear. Playboy 
Pajama Beg in soft orlon pile and 
black serge twill, MM333, $8.50. 


(dois trimmings for him. The 
Playboy Tie, 474 inches of hand- 
some Rabbit-patterned silk and poly- 
ester in navy, silver, maroon, green, 
gold and brown, WA102, $6.50. 
His assets pack flat in the Playboy 

опеу Fold of luxurious glove 
leather in black or olive, JY107, $6. 


hen cold winds blow. Hit the 

slopes in Playboy-Playmate 
sweaters of pure virgin wool with 
Rabbit in white on cardinal red or 
black, or black on white. For him, 
S, M, L, XL, WA101; for her, S, M, 
L, WA01, $95 each. The Playboy 
Turtleneck of flat double-knit 
zephyr wool in white, black, gold, 


п 
medium charcoal gray, marine blue, 
brown with color-metched Rabbit in 
S, M, L, XL, WA108, $30. Gift a 
lift of spirits with Playboy Mugs. 99 
oz. Beer Mug, MM319, $6; 10 oz. 


Coffee Mus, MM390, $3. 


К for collectors. Playboy's plushy cheer 
leader sports a Warm-Up Shirt and corduroy 
slacks over flexible limbs, MM330, $12.50. 
Bound to be a great gilt, Playboy s Binder pre- 
serves and protects six issues of PLAYBOY 
Rabbit emblem stamped in gold leaf on antique 
ten leatherette, BK199, $3.50. 


С" wrappings. For the wet set, thirsty cotton 
terry wrap-arounds. Kilt adjusts to fit all 
sizes, MM396, $5; side-button Sari in S, M, L 
sizes, MM397, $6. A cute above-the-knee 
warmer, the Playboy Garter trims her limb with 
frilly French lace. Black or white lace with Rabbit 
stitched in white, MM200, $2.50. 


plos stocking stuffers. In essence, the perfect 
gilt is e half ounce of Playboy Perfume, T200, 
$15. If she smokes, give her Playboy's Rabbit-pat- 
terned lined, glove leather cigarette case with thin- 
line lighter. Choose black or white, J¥208, $7.50 


art of great gift giving 


r 
| Playboy Products/Playboy Building/Dept. SPCO101 
|| 919 N. Michigan Ave./Chicago, lll. 60611 
Ц ||| Please use product numbers and add 50¢ per order. 
Í ІЙ Complete Order Here: Quant. Prod. Size 
| | Ij O send a gift card in my name. No. 
mt 1 D отет КЫТЫЫ (Make 
te 
2 | ЖЕ Playboy Products: — е8. аа акша 
a Шо charge to пу Playboy Club 
i l credit key no. 
! I ШЕШШ [| 
| Му Neme (lease print) 
Address 
| See 
||| For Gift Use (send to) 
Pus Washable 50% cotton, 50% Kodel | шнш 
Warm-Up Shirts in white, light blue and 1 
yellow, black Rabbit emblem; black with white. IH ^ 
S, M, L, XL. Short sleeve, WA106, $4.50; I City/State/Zip 
long sleeve, WA107, $5. V-Neck of flat-knit | 
zephyr wool with matching turtleneck bib. L 


Rabbit crested in gold, wine, black, brown or 
emerald green. S, M, L, XL, WA105, $30. 


"You want me to accept it in the spirit in which it wa: en—right?” 
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it, burning all the grass near the houses 
and back for about a mile into the hills 
as a safety measure. The whole neighbor- 
hood would turn out to watch a fire, to 
sce the llames walk across those hills, 
leaving et of ash in its wake. 
It was always something of a shock to 
those hills transformed in ап 
instant from. 
ders. Black and barren 


the hills were no 
good for walking barefooted, and there 


was no hope of finding any fowl con- 
cealed in a clump of grass. The young- 
sters of Crescent. Heights did not enjoy 
the hills when the gras had burned. 
Fortunately for them, the fires never suc- 
ceeded in burning all the grass, and they 
could always go deep into the hills until 
they found a point to which the flames 
had not penetrated. 

One time the hills were so burned out 
that the gang had to hike a long way 
before reaching the green grass. Mitch, 
characteristically, set the grass on fire to 
spoil their day. Helplessly, Stacy and the 
others watched as the fowl took to the 
air. Turning on Mitch, they punched 
and kicked him until he cried. Stacy did 
not tell them to stop. Mitch was mean as 
a dog. From him, the others learned 
early that a human being is full of sur- 
prises and capable of evil improvisations. 

Mitch was full of peevish taciturnity. 
He was sullen and vicious. The others 
watched him, waiting for each new mani- 
festation of his scurvines. Many times, 
Stacy had sat mystified in Mitch's back 
yard and listened with astonishment as 
he cursed out his mother. He would hurl 
at her the most vile names, їп English 
and Spanish and combi ns of both 
languages, and his mother, who seemed 
not at all surprised or shocked, would 
never raise her voice. She would ask him, 


in very gentle tones, how he could talk 


to his own mother that way, inspiring an 
infuriated Mitch to a new torrent of 
epithets. She would stand there, at the 
top of the stairs, gently, calmly drying 
her hands on her apron, waiting for him 
to finish, never interrupting him. If she 
had started to speak and he cut her off, 
she would stop in midsentence, half 
apologetically, and let him finish; then 
she would start again, very slowly, cau- 
tjously, kindly. 
"m your own mother,” she would say 
to him in Spanish, or: “Come inside and 
talk to me, soi ng Stacy with 
you, гоо, if you lik 
Mitch would only curse her more. 
After а while, Stacy, unable to stand it 
longer, would make Mitch come away 
with him, Stacy liked Mitch's mother. He 
saw her as a sweet old woman who 
ways gave the neighborhood kids little 
Mexican goodies to eat, which she made 
up and kept on hand for when they 


came around, Big and fat, she went to 
Mass every Sunday morning, rain or 
shine, with a black shawl over her head 
and shoulders, her small children trailing 
behind her. These small children were 
onc of the mysteries of Crescent. Heights 
and the subject of endless rumors. Mrs. 
Chapultapec had children who were over 
40 years old, while Mitch was 14. There 
were always new children being added to 
the household. Around the yard, they 
followed her like tiny shadows. Nobody 
seemed to know just which of the ch 
dren were her own or, in fact, if any of 
them were actually hers. If asked, she 
would only smile and say that all the 
in the world were her own, and 
refuse to discus it further. The older 
people understood that she had had, all 
her life, a great love and tenderness for 
children, and she would take in any- 
body's unwanted child and raise him as 
her own. Nobody knew how many chil- 
dren she had actually raised. Some she 
would keep for a few years, then their 
parents would come and take them back. 
At the bottom of Mitch’s rage lay the fact 
that he did not know who his parents 
were, because he did not believe 
Mrs. Chapultapec told him. 
Once, a new little face showed up in 
the house, and it so happened that 
Mitch knew that the little boy belonged 
to one of the women who lived in the 


project. Overhearing Mrs. Chapultapec 
telling someone, in her way, that thc 
little boy was her own, Mitch was sud- 


denly blasted by a vision that Mrs. Cha- 
pultpec was not really his own mother 
and that he did not know who his real 
mother was. When he asked Mis. 
pultapec about it, she just told him th 
he was her very own. He accused her of 
being a notorious Наг. 

Mitch used to threaten to kill his 
her, or, rather, Mr. Chapultapec, 
whom Mitch always had believed to be 
his father but whom he late 
owned.” A small, stooped, white-haired 
old man with quick, birdlike movements, 
he would never scold or correct the chil- 
dren. He was terrified of them. He 
would go straight to work and come 
straight home in the evening, except on 
Friday evening, when he would stop off 
at the Согу Corner Café, down a few 
beers with the old-timt 
few Spanish records on the jukebox. Tipsy 
from the beers, hi s charged from 
the music and the few moments spent in 
the company of the gents he had known 
all his life, he would walk crisply home, 
эре: to all he met. 

"Buenas noches, Senor Chapultapec,” 
Stacy and the others would say to him on 
Friday evenings. 
ulud, muchachos," he'd answer with 
extreme good feeling. 


If Mitch was there, he would hurl a 
curse at the old man. who would cast a 
frightened look Mitch’s way and continue 
on without a pause. 

On Sunday evenings, Mr. Chapultapec 
could be found down at the Catholic 
church across the street from the project, 
siting in the lite arca set aside for 
fiestas, sanctioned by the Church, which 
were held several times each year. There 
were booths set up where bingo was 
s three for a dime 
were tossed at balloons to win a Kewpic 
doll or a piggy bank: where washing 
machi; and sets of silverware were 
led off; where kids, their eyes blind- 
folded, took turns trying to burst the 
pthata with a stick, then scrambled over 
the ground to retrieve the prizes that 
had been inside. At fiesta time, the 
whole neighborhood would turn out, 
drop by the church to look, to be seen, 
10 participate, And although the church 
belonged more to the people of the hills 
than to those of the project—most of 
whom scemed to be Protestants or athe- 
ists or people who did not belong ío 
anything—they, 100, came round. 

But on these Sunday evenings, the 
churchyard would be quiet; and while 
Mr. Chapulrapec sat outside with one or 
two old men, watching the cars going up 
and down Mercury Avenue, wate 
the people passing by, Mrs. Chapult, 
would be in the little kitchen in the ba 
of the church with four or five other old 
women. They would make tacos, tamales, 
and ch with fricd beans, 
which they sold over a counter through a 
sliued window, like tellers in banks. The 
customers would mostly take their pur- 
chases with them to eat from paper uap- 
s like hot dogs; but if they chose. as 
often happened if a fellow had a girl 
with him, they spread their orders on 
table in the yard and enjoyed the serene 
atmosphere. Stacy could recall that when 
he was very litle, he and the others 
would go to the window and the old 
women would give the шо or a 
tamale free, with а kind word and a 
smile. After he was older and had the 
money, Stacy would still drop by Sunday 
evenings to purchase these warm goodies. 
He loved these old women and their 
quiet Mexican dignity. They asked no 
questions and coudemned no опе and 
seemed always to have their inner eyes 
fixed on a distant sta 

It was from these old ladies that Stacy 
first heard the legend of the Llorona. He 
had been younger and the story fascinat- 
ed him. In the long. long ago, the old 
women h: ge deep 
in old Mexico, a ked woman mur- 
dered her three children in a jealous 
rage, to get revenge on her unfaithful 
husband, who had run off with a beauti- 
ful señorita. She hid their tiny bodies so 
well that even she could not find where 
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she had hidden them. Sometime later, an 
el from God visited her to deliver а 
c sentence. Until she found the 
bodies of her children and took them to 
the priest for a proper burial, she would 
know no peace. The wicked woman 
searched all over but could never find 
her little ones. Her doom was to wander 
the world over—in vain!—searching for 
her lost niños. When the wind, blowing 
down from the hills, whisded through 
the исе, or when a coyote ог a dog 
howled mournfully, or when there was 
any other strange noise in the night, it 
was said to he the Llorona crying for her 
lost niños and for mercy from God. The 
mothers of Cresent Heights kept their 
kids in line by saying that if they were 
the Llorona would come carry them 
was why, when Mitch cursed 
pultipec, sometimes he would 
put in, “Fuck the Llorona up he 
At this, Stacy would feel 
back. One day, Mitch screamed at. Mrs. 
Chapultapec: 
"You're the Llorona!” 


суз would be the last generation to 
ow up in the old Crescent Heighus, е 
Crescent Heights of the hills. They sort 
of felt that. They felt themselves to be 
part of something that was passing away. 
The world of the housing project would 


conquer in the end. Along with the 
houses, which were succumbing to decay, 
Crescent Heights was dying. An image of 
its death was reflected in the decaying 
bodies of the old men and women. The 
younger people were moving deeper into 
the central city, drawn from the outskirts 
of town to the inner core by the same 
forces that attracted other generations of 
Americans into the new cities from off 
the farms and out of the countryside, 
Like all those other great neighborhoods 
of Los Angeles of the first half of the 
20th Century, Crescent. Heights had com- 
mandel a fierce tribal loyalty from its 
i ants and, along with Maravilla, 
us, Temple, Clinton, The Avenues, 
Hazard, Happy Valley. Alpine and Rose 

it had achieved a greatness and a 
notoriety in the folklore of Los Angeles, 
But the glory of these ıborhoods 
was of a genre a bed in 
the official histories of the city. These 
were outlaw neighborhoods inhabited. by 
Negroes and Mexicans, viewed by the 
ites in the core of the city as a ring of 
barians around their Rome, a plague 
of sunburned devils raging against the 
city gates, But the people of these neigh- 
borhoods had their lives to live. ‘They 
were born and they died. they loved and 
they hated, they danced and mated with 
tadh other and fought aga h other 


b: 


"I want you to lay off that 
Mr. Fuller. Your kidney 


alcohol and switch to pot, 
are in terrible shape. 


and won th 
night. 

A due 10 the unimportance with which 
the city fathers regarded Crescent. Heights 
is the fact that during clection campaigns, 
the candidates never bothered to visi 
there in search of votes. They neither 
needed nor wanted those tainted votes. 
In turn, the people of areas such as this 
viewed the metropolis with distrust and 
hostility, if not hatred and scorn. Their 
sons were inducted into its Army and 
were locked into its jails and were chan- 
neled, along with their daughters, into its 
tories. But it could not claim, nor did 
it scem to want, their loyalty and respect. 
"The metropolis asked no such tender sen- 
timents of the peripheral neighborhoods: 
It asked only for their sons and daughters. 

After the he: had been cut out of 
Crescent Heights l the housing proj- 
ect built in its place, the inhabitants of 
the old neighborhood, or what wa 
of it, lived on in an uncertain wi 
under the threat t пу moment, 
county and state authorities would take 
over their land, invoking eminent do 
main. There were all kinds of rumors, 
inspired by uncertainty and the memory 
of how suddenly and without warning 
the other homes had been condemned. 
One would hear of secret. plans to build 
а country dub and golf course in the 

at the hills would be the site of a 
new campus of the University of 
California. thar the Brooklyn Dodgers 
were coming to L. A. to build a stadium 
in the hills or tl the Housing Autliori- 
ty would extend the project, covering 
vast areas of the hills with concrete, with 
the pink and yellow rows of apartments 
designed чо olfici: ions. The 
only sure thing about these rumors was 
their effect on the people. No one both 
cred to lay plans, because they might be 
forced to move at any moment. No one 
bothered to improve or repair their 
houses and land, because they did not 
want to go to the uoublc and expense, 
only to sce their work rolled down the 
hills by bulldozers—just as they had sc 
the other houses and dreams demolished 
to make way for the project. AIL that w 
left of the old Crescent Heights were the 
old people and the last of their children. 
And in the new, the Crescent Heights of 
the project, there were only the women 
with their fatherless children and the 
Marijuanos, 


reputatious by day and by 


left 


In that underground world, psycholog- 
ically as far bei 
a city's solid ciriz a city's sewerage 
syst is beneath its streets, in the sub- 
ranean realm of narcotics peddlers 
and users, marijuana peddlers, gamblers, 
pimps, prostitutes, the thugs and thc 
cutthroats, the burglars and the robbers, 
and the police—Crescent’ Heights had 
long been known as the marijuana capi- 
tal of Los Angeles. If the old Crescent 
Heights was dying, the marijuana trafic 


did not feel the sting of its death, and it 
was not the odor of decay that the mari- 
juana pushers smelled but the aroma of 
folding greenbacks. Even before the proj- 
са, there was n Crescent 
Heights, grown in modest 
quantities. But the demand so vastly 
cxeceded the supply that could be culti- 

d with safety in the hills that of the 
tons of into Los Ange 
les from Mexico, hundreds of pounds of 
the weed found their way to Crescent 
Heights. The project became the base of 
operation, and the weed was controlled 
by the outlaws of old Crescent. Heights. 
known by the local people as the Marijua- 
nos. They were the alienated sons, in 
their 20s, of the people of the hills, those 
sons whom the metropolis had found 
indigestible. They had criminal records 
or had dropped out of school without 
quiring any skills to fit into the econo- 
And they were either unfit or disin- 
dined 10 enter the Armed Forces. They 
had fallen back on the skill of the hills, 
the knack of cluding the police while 
trafficking in contraband. 

While he was very young, Stacy had 
the exciting experience of knowing a 


neighborhood hero who happened also 


to be one of Mitch's older “brothers.” 
ism con: 
ict that he was the first guy 
Crescent Heights to yo to San 


Known ay Flamingo. his he 
ed of the 
fron 


Quentin, Surprised in the act of robbing 
a liquor store in EI Serrano. he was 
wounded in a blazing gun fight with 


police. His crime partner was shot dead. 
When, years later, he got out of prison, 
Flamingo joined (he Marijuanos and 
тїс dealing in weed. Soon, however. 
he disappeared from the scene. No one 
seemed е he had gone, but 
it was said, with knowing winks, that he 
had gone to Mexico and bought а fabu- 
ienda from whieh he di 


nos 


ма 


ijuanos 
pprehension 
Sot that they had anything 
from the. Marijuanos, whom they 
ad known all their lives and to whom 
те connected by memories and, 
some cases, by blood. But the pres 
ence of th nos infused Crescent 


Meights with an aura of d and 
mystery. At night, while 5 d the 
others would be down at the playground, 


loafing, they would see the strangers who 
came to Crescent Heights [urtivelv, after 
dark. and w ‘times ask 
them: 

Are any of the guys around? 

су had directed many an inquirer 
to the spot where the Marijuanos might 
be. But if, when out at night, Stacy's 
ng Iways aware of the where- 
abouts of the Marijuanos, it was more for 
the purpose of keeping out of their way 
than anything else. If the Marijua 


o would son 


Trikes 


“You moved, Miss Marchand.” 


came too ncar, Stacy and his gang, with 
the excited feeling of being brushed by 
danger, would run away to another part 
of the project. But the Marijuanos kept 
generally to the darker sections of the 
project and Stacy and the others had the 
playground and other lighted areas to 
themselves. It was commonly known that 
the Marijuanos sometimes knocked out 
street lights to make it darker in certain 
favored spots; it would be a couple of 
months before the county sent someone 
around to fix them. 

If Stacy or the others ever saw a po 
liceman, they'd run tell the Marijuanos. 
"The nares are over there," they'd say, 
and the Marijuanos would melt away 
into the shadows. But every so often, 
Stacy would hear that onc of them had 
gotten caught by the nares and was put 
in 


Stacy wanted something to happen. 
The gang was beginning to seem like a 
prison and, although he continued to 
play his role, he went through the steps 
mechanically, his mind drifting, looking 
for somewhere to lodge. He had toyed 
with the idea of quitting school to look 
for a job somewhere, but did not 
1 that he would really do 
it was more or les his way of 
threatening himself, He did want pro- 
foundly for his life to change. He felt 
that he could no longer cndure school, 
the gang and the endless round of throw- 
ing raids on El Serrano. Now, when he 
burglarized а building, he would come 
away fecling disappointed, no matter 


what the haul. He no longer had the 
patience to search out all the hiding 
places, and so if things were not left out 
hit, he would miss them, And 
this had been Stacy's main function in 
the gang. He was known to have а nose 
for snilling out the valuables hidden by 
the owners in some secret cranny. Now 
he could feel a growing dissatisfaction 
among the others and, although no one 
criticized him, he knew they we 
ing him, wondering. How could he ex 
plain to them wha going on inside 
himself, when he himself didn't know? 
How could һе ex a 

offended by what they were doing? How 
could he make them understand. that if 
they carried off everything in El Serrano, 
it would not be enough to satisfy what 
he was beginning to fecl inside? 

He did not voice these questions; they 
were the ghosts behind his changed ait 
tude toward the others. It began to bot 
er him that when burglarized a 
place, he was always the first one to go in, 
to look around and make sure it was sale 
before the others entered. If he didn't go 
in first, they'd just stand there and sc 
cach other, and the fear would travel 
round the circle until panic set in. But 
even after he had crawled. through the 
window, searched the whole place for 
hidden danger—a night watchman, а 
dog—they were still afraid, it seemed to 
him, of the dark, of what they could not 
sce in the dark if something were there, 


the 


It was easy for them to imagine апу! 
being there: a squad of policemen crouch- 
ing in dic corner, waiting until they were 


all inside, belore switching on the lights 
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to mow them down with shotguns or to 
capture them and take them to Juvenile 
Hall; or a pack of menacing Doberman 
pinschers or German shepherds 100 cool 
to bark that would leap on them from 
behind and rip their flesh to shreds, This 
fear had always been with them and, in 
the past, they all used to laugh at it. But 
now it seemed totally unacceptable to 
Stacy. 

Mitch, though, was never afraid, The 
danger with him was that, spurred on by 
h mpt for everything, he 
would crawl though a window as if 
he owned the place and, once inside, while 
shaking it down to ste if it was sale, 
would grow! viciously to attract any 
dogs, kick over packing crates, upset ta- 
bles and cha in an effort to smoke out 
something. He'd open closets and store- 
rooms. Unable 10 see the dark, he 
would not hesitate to yell into the void: 

“Hey, you in there, I see you! Get 
the fuck out of there!” 

The first time he did that, pandemo- 
nium broke loose among the others and 
they took off, running. Stacy bad to run 
after them, overtake them, shake some 
sense into them before they could under- 
stand t it was only Mitch who had 
shouted. It had been a hard job persuad- 
ing them to go back with him and impos- 

ble to get them to aawl through the 
into the duk room, because 
Hed to him to prove 
that it was safe, refused to 
answer. Stacy pinnured him, leering at 
them through the dark, that sullen, 
scornful scowl on his face. In that. mo- 
ment, Stacy wanted to kick that face. Не 


ich of light silhouetted a 
ht sky, but would not answer. 

“You lousy bastard, Mitch!" Stacy 
said into the dark window. But in anoth- 
er sense, Stacy thought it was beautiful 
of Mitch not to answer, especially at a 
time like this, when he himself was abso- 
lutely serious and the others were afraid. 
and they all were a long way from home 
and in danger of being shot or taken to 
jail. It took real dedication for Mitch 10 
remain perverse in such circumstances. 
The others refused to precede Stacy 
tUnough the window. 

“Well, fuck all of you, the 
exasperated, and went swiftly throu 
the window. 

The others hesi 


„” he said, 
ih 


ed at first, decided 
1 the same time that they'd rather be 
e than out, and they all tried to 
through the window at once, 
ton of racket, cursing and 
h other as they fought to 


li 
ins 
squeeze 
making 
scratd 
get tn 
Then Mitch, somewhere in the d 
nes, hissed at them, "Shut the fuck upi 
Guided by his v 
Mitch in the dark and, bringing up his 


k- 


290 knee with just slightly less than hostile 


force, he shook Mitch up and shoved 
him to the floor. “Next time, you beter 
answer me, you stupid shit!” he said. 
And, extending his foot in the dark, he 
made contact with Mitch, jarring him 
with a stiff thrust. It felt like he got him 
in the side, 

Now that they were inside, Stacy could 
hear the others as they sculficd about in 
the dark, searching for objects of value 
with which to fill their gunny sacks. 
Stacy did not even unroll his sack. Не 
leaned against а wall and let his mind 
drift as he waited for the others to finish. 
He was thinking of what had happened 
the previous week, when he had first 
made up his mind that this could not go 
that something had 10 change, that 

nself а new life. 


‘The thought had come to him during 
a raid on a school cafeteria a week 
before. After eating all they could hold 
and filling their sacks, they had thrown 
all the other food on the floor, gutted 
the refrigerator, smashed all the cups, 
salt and pepper shakers and glasses, scat- 
tered the silverware, bent the trays out 
of shape and overturned the tables 

“Stacy, make Mitch stop!" Turtle said. 

Mitch had. turned all the jets of the 
ge up full blast, Flames leaped at 
- Shoving Mitch. aside, Stacy 
began spinning the knobs to shut olf the 
flow of gis. Screaming, Mitch. came 
him with a fork, Stacy feinted at him 
and, when Mitch slashed at him with the 
fork, Stacy stepped back and caught his 
arm, twisting it behind his back. 

Drop it!” Stacy demanded, 
pressure. 

"You cocksucker!” hissed Mitch, de- 
feated, holding the fork just long enough 
to register his defiance. 

Stacy turned all the burners down, 

“Let's burn this motherfucker down! 
Mitch pleaded. “Then the gauchos w 
have a school 10 go to! 

“Thar’s going too far,” the others pro- 
tested in a chorus. 

That did it, That nauseated Stacy 
That's going tov far. The words burned 
into his mind. What did they mean by 
that? That's when Stacy really knew that 
he was finished, that he had to cut all 
sailor locking the 
hatches on а submarine, he twirled the 
Knobs, opening all the jets all the way, 
and the range burst into flames again. 

Let's go!” he shouted. He helped 
the others out the window. Looking 
round, he saw Mitch in front of the 
nge, jumping up and down, 
hysterically and cursing the Il 
Spanish, Stacy rushed back 
him away by his belt. 

“Leave go! Leave go!" Mitch yelled, 
he struggled to free himself, straining 
toward the Hames. 

‘The building was mostly of wood and 


pplying 


in a minute it would be one raging 
inferno. Stacy, secing that Mitch would 
not relent in his efforts to return to thc 
fire, hit him in his gut and shoved him 
up and out through the window. As 
Stacy came through the window, just as 
he expected, Mitch tried to kick him in 
the face to knock him back into the 
burning room. Catching Mitch's foot 
the air, Stacy hurled him backward into 
the dark night air, landing him on his 
ass; and as Stacy r 
very careful not to miss steppi 
He heard curses behind him in the night 
as he ran to catch up with the others. 
The idea, voiced by the others, that 
Mitch had been “going too far,” boih- 
егей Stacy. It sounded like the belief 
ibat if one sailed far enough over the 
open seas, one would eventually sail oll 
the edge of the world. He found solace 
in тер to himself; The world 
round; you can sail он and on and end 
up where you started. It was as if the 
others were saying to him that the world 


is flat. His mind this in 
dent to justily breaking wi 
was only waiting for the right mom 


The next time the others asked him to 
go on a raid, Stacy sid no. After the 
others ined themselves to inactivity 
for the night, Mitch and he stole away 
from them, leaving them sitting around 
the playground locking dejected, and the 
two of them headed for El Serrano by 
themselves. They prowled around lor 
hours, without spotting anything worth 
while. It was Saturday night and every 
house seemed occupied; every business 
establishment, though they saw some 
that were obviously deserted and closed 
down for the weekend, seemed. strangely 
forbidding and whispering of threat, 
crawling with hidden danger, They both 
felt this, without speaking about it, tacit- 
ly deciding there was no chance for 
action that night. Walking through al- 
leys down dark streets, always im the 
shadows, cutting back, zigzapging, 10 
avoid the glow of street lights, they 
trekked to the heart of El Serrano. They 
knew they could not alford to be scen 
by anyone, because only whites lived there 
and one look at them and it would be 
all over. H a car headed their way, they 
scrambled for cover, crouching behind 
parked cars, lying flat behind trees, 
kneeling down in the shrubbery near 
houses. The police would know, upon 
seeing them, that their only business 
there was to steal, El Serrano was their 
happy hunting ground. They had been 
hunting there [or ye: nd for as long 
as he had been doing it, not опе of his 
gang had got caught, The cops would lic 
in wait for them, leaving a bait of valu- 
ables out r sight, but they alw 
passed it up, “That’s а fishhook,” they'd 
whisper to cach other in the dark, glid- 
ing through the shadows. Sometimes 


in de: 


“Just holding the ladder will suffice, Mr. Jacobs.” 
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they'd sneak noiselessly right past the 
cops sitting in their patrol car parked in 
the shadows. Once, Mitch had crawled 
up to their car on his belly, like a 
commando, and removed the valve from 
a rear tire. By the time the cops detected 
the Bar, Mitch was well away. 

“Let's hit a few cars, if nothing else,” 
Stacy said to Mitch, as they crept silently 
down an alley. 

“OK,” Mitch said. 

With their screwdrivers, they jimmied 

the vent windows on the passenger side of 
а few cars, sticking in an arm to roll 
down the window, then shoving thei 
heads though the window to look around 
inside the саг. It was their habit to 
anything of value. They'd take co 
binoculars, guns, tools, radios, groceries, 
nything (hey could use or sel. Most 
of their loot they sold ío the people 
of the project at ch They 
didn't care; all they wanted was a little 
something to keep them going from 
to day. Goods in hand, they'd go from 
door to door and show what they had. 
The people would jokingly call th 
bad boys, but they were always glad 
to see them. They'd let them in, pull 
the curtains and examine the display. 
Clothes for their children, for them- 
selves, cooking utensils, lamps, clock 
radios—everything went, If they could 
not sell something, the gang would give 
it away. Ш nobody 
throw it away. But most of the time, 
if they had something that wouldn't sell, 
they'd lec Mitch keep it. His cellar con- 
tained а wealth of worthless loot. 

Their pockets and sacks filled, Stacy 
and Mitch had almost called it qui 
when Stacy saw. another car that seemed 
to beckon to him. That car, he was to 
k later. communicated with him. He 
had already got himself a nice leather 
ket that, because he was big for his 
e, Was not a bad fit, He got to the саг 

window. Ou the front 
i, snaky body of a fiv 
ht and a filth of whiskey 
Good for a few bucks, Stacy 
He del in with Mitch and 
they headed. for home. 

As soon as they were a safe distance 
away, Stacy tested the flashlight, playing 
it down а pitch-blick alle 
its powerful beam. 

“Put out that fucking 1 
Mitch growled curtly, “You trying to 
al to the cops where we are, or 
hing?” 

Stacy shined the light 
Mitch tried to stare the be: . but 
it wounded his eyes, forcing him to turn 
his head. 

"You crazy fucker,” he said in dis 

Stacy felt giddy about the Hashl 
his new posesion, [ts propert 

corporate 


battery f 
т a ba 
ought. 


som 


st. 


s he 


into his own bei 
was a powerful еме 


. The light, he felt, 
пт of himself. 


‘The next night, when they all met at 
the playground, Stacy took. his Mushlight 
with him. It was an instrument that had 
10 be used, a charge that by its potency 
refused to lie idle. As he left his room, it 
all but Jeaped into his hand, guidi 
itself into his palm. He had take 
completely apart several times, feeling à 
Hush of triumph each time he reassem- 
bled it, Hicked the button and. saw the 
bulb glow. It seemed to him that when 
he asembled the pants, he was creating 
the light. And he had the strange fecling 
that this light would be the instrument 
at change would come into 


He loved his light. When he broke it 
down, he would caress the five batteries 
with his fingers, and the bulb, the gas 


t he had no 
n of similar. 
ts, he could easily select his own. 

He would we the power of the bar 
teries sparingly. As they all Lay on the 
ss of the playground, the others kept 
urging him to turn it on, to show them 
how powerful was its beam, Stacy stood up 
nd cast the beam into the hills, and a 
ch of light could be seen dimly sweep- 
surface of the hills at a geat 
distance, The others were impressed. Stacy 
lay on the lawn, fondling the met 
tube that held the mysteries of his future, 

“Where did you score ИР" asked one 
of the othe: 

“EI Ser 

“Whe 

“Last night! 

"Last night?” ‘Turtle perked up. “I 
thought you said Lost night you weren't 


1t tl 


ana,” Stacy answered. 


ide no reply. A Iu 
Phe oth 


vy silence 
not looking directly 
watching him 
closely, waiting for an answer to clarify 
what looked now like a betrayal. 

Stacy said пой 

А few minutes passed in this silence. 

Then Mitch said, “Don't you punks 
know you wanted along? 
Can't you take a hint?” Mitch spoke in 
а harsh, contemptuous tone, which was 
not directed to Turtle alone but to all 
the others. “Me and Stacy ducked you 
suckers last night and we scored heavy 
by ourselves. T got myself a flashlight, 
too, just like that one.” After a signil- 
icant pause, he added, “Who needs you 
aus with them? All you ever do is make 


ensued. 
at Stacy, were neverthcle 


when с not 


noise 
Stacy was embarrassed, for he could 
feel himself how Мас words wei 
hurting the others He smothered an 
pulse to smash Mitch's face, to make 
him shut up, to make him retract that lie 
about his own flashlight—buc һе beld 


back. Inside, he was glad that Mitch had 
spoken these things, for now somet 
was done that could never be undon 
and he had the intimation that Mitch 
ng him free. Then he said. 
"You've got a big, dumb mouth, Мис1 

“I's my mouth,” Mitch snapped back, 
“big or not.” 

Suddenly. Stacy felt a deep louthing 
ned the 
g them an explanation. 
knowledged that he owed. them 
1 explanation, he would be sucked back 
and lose this chance. Jumping up. he 
icked Mitch in his side, is he ran 
off into the night, he could hear Mitch's 
laughter following him. 

He until he was exhausted, then 
walked until he found himself. at thc 
other end of the project. Around him. it 
was quier and dark. The apartment w 
dows were yellow squares where the 
shades stopped the light. He sat down on 
the lawn, propped himself up against a 
tree and closed his eyes. His heart still 
raced in his chest from running. He 
clung to his flashlight, glad to be alone. 
re of 
1 of movement near him; he 
the muffled ru ol paper 
eves, at first he could make 
ig. then just below him, where 
Чи п on which he sat sloped down to 
meet the sidewalk, he saw а shadowy 
form kneeling and reaching into the 
hedge next to Mrs Chapman's front 
Чоо y realized it was a Marijuano, 
but he couldi't make out which опе. As 
he sat there, watching, it scemed to him 
that he was becoming aware of the Mari- 
juanos for the first time. Then he won- 
dered. what would the Marijuano do if 
he shined the flashlight on him? This 
thought, this possibility of making some- 
thing happen, already had fastened upon 
ation: l even as Һе hesirat- 
knew that he would end by doing 
He perceived, in a fash, that such a 
step would set in motion forces of which 
he was not even awi What will 
pen? he wondered. Am I afraid to do it 
By putting the question to himself in 
terms of his coura he knew th 
had to do it. 

Silently, he got to his feet and squat 
ted on his haunches. Aiming his flash- 
light ıt the phantom, he savored the 
keen edge of the moment before the 
action, anticipating it with sharp exhi 
ration, Then he presed the burion. It 
w go! Chaugo fr ир, 
his (асе comonied, eyes wide with panic. 
For thc nent, Chango re- 
mained motionless, his arm buried in 
the hedge up to his shoulder. Then he 
exploded, scoo «Lon his knees, 
stumbling to his feet, tippi Ni 
down, a ig. looking over his shoulder 
to see if being chased, his face 
hysterical. Stacy kept the Ii; him ull 
he turned the comer on the hump, then 


Sometime later, һе became 
the sou 
heard 


he 
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KLM invites 
you to get sweet on 
an airline. 


KLM has found that most 
people never specify an airline 
when they book their flight. They'll 
carefully choose a particular car. 
Regularly buy the same 
newspaper. And when it comes to 
cigarettes. they'd rather fight 
than switch. 

But airlines? Forget it! And it 
simply doesn't make sense. 
Because there's a lot more to air 
travel than getting from A to B 


Each airline offers something 
individual. Still the sad fact 
remains. Most people never 
specify an airline when they book 
their flight. 

Now we'd like you to do 
something about it. Next time, tell 
your travel agent which airline 
you're sweet on. He won't mind. 
After all, you have to foot the bill - 
whether the service is good or not. 

Why do we bother with all this? 


Perhaps pride. We'd like to 
think that if you fly KLM, it's not 
Just a happy coincidence. It's 
because you insisted. After all, 
we've had to work hard for our 
reliable reputation. 


the airlines’ airline. 


ROYAL DUTCH AIRLINES. 


Urtil now, you could not buy an 
autornatic chronograph at any price. 

Now Heuer introduces the first 
line of self-winding chronographs. 

This revolutionary development 
is marked by a rather insignificant 
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change on the outside of the case. We 


moved the winding crown from the 


right to the left to remind you that these 


chronographs never need winding. 


The heart of these chronographs 


is an accurate fifth-of-a-second 
stopwatch that records time 
from zero to 60 seconds. 

Each chronograph has 


EU 


December 1, 1969: 
Heuer chronographs are now automatic. 


a 30-minute and a 12-hour register. 
The Carrera (left) also has a tachy 
scale for determining average speed 
over a measured mile. U.S. price: $195. 
The Monaco (center) was styled 
by a famous Swiss designer to be 
equally at home at state functions as it 
is at sporting events. U.S. price: $220. 


eonides SA 
ienne, Suisse 

Heuer Time Ltd. 

29/31 Euston Read, London NW. 

uer Time Corporation 

135 East 44 Street, New York, N. Y. 10017 


The Autavia (right) has an outside 
tachymeter bezel with numerals large 
enough to read at 150 mph without 
slowing down. US. price: $215. 

These Heuer chronographs are as 
rugged as they are big, Their 17 jewel 
movements are protected by Incabloc 
shock absorbers. 

Service, if you should ever need it, 
is guaranteed in 80 countries. 

Each Heuer chronograph has a 
31-day calendar as well. If you 
don't think this feature is 
useful, tell us quick: 
What is today's date? 


— 
Vi? 


Heard what Philips have done for Hi-Fi? 


Philips, with their vast research facilities and 
40 years of experience in sound, have created 
Hi-Fi systems that are beautiful to look at and 
give excellent sound reproductior.— Philips Hi-Fi 
International systems. 

You choose from а range of compact ‘book- 
shelf’ units, matched electronically and matched 
in design, built with painstaking care to the 
highest standards. 

Magnificent instruments like the RH 591 stereo 


amplifier—delivering 2 x 30 Watts music power, 
with serateh and rumble filters, and with 
physiological compensation to prevent loss of 
high and low tones when volume is turned down. 

Or the RH 691 4-wave АМ/ЕМ stereo radio 
tuner— wonderfully sensitive to weak signals, and 
easily separating stations packed together on 
erowded wavebands. 

Or the ‘202 Electronic’, a player that does 
more for your records than any other. 


Or any of a fabulous collection of Hi-Fi ste 
tape decks and recorders, like the N4500. 

And loudspeaker enclosures that handle i 
full range of audible tones. 

Hear for yourself what Philips have done 
Hi-Fi. See your Philips Audio Specialist пе 
And write for an informative brochure to N 
Philips, RGT Advertising, Department Pl 
Eindhoven, Netherlands. 


PHILIPS 


ruaxpur 


Parfums 


Madame Rochas 
et Femme 


EU 
10 PARFUMS ROCHAS e PARIS 


behind every great man 


there's a great cognac 


COGNAC 


COURVOISIER 
Ek Z, 
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Man’s temptation 
is now automatic. 


shockprool, super waterresistant ?) 

Wnichever she gives you. why not 
reciprocate witha Lady's Eterna Matic, 
the thin, dainty, utterly feminine fashion 
accessory? After all doesn't Eden need 
updating? Automatically! 


ETERNA : MATIC 


Eterna Limited. Precision Watch Factory 
2540 Grenchen/Switzerland 


The modern Eve wastes no time 
with aplain old apple. An Eterna-Matic W 
is much more effective, Especially, if 
you've informed her that Fast beat’ 
gives this impressive automatic watch 
incredible accuracy, that the suave ball 
bearing self-wind pioneered by Eterna will 
never let you down, that she can please you 
with a slim and elegant dress Eterna Matic 
(or should it be an active sports watch, rugged, 


One last look. 

Fantastic! 

If you don't knock ‘em out 
tonight, you ncver will. 

You strut all the way there. 

Then the door swings open 
for your grand entrance. And you 
get a grand letdown. Black and 
white carbon copies of you fill the 
room. You never looked so 
dull in your life. 

But, chin up friend. After Six 
has unlimited colorful accessorics 
including “easy-care formal 
shirts." So it’s no problem creating 
a look of your very own, 

Then you can look as good 
in the ballroom, as you do in 


your bedroom, after 


You get there and... whammo/ You're just another tuxedo. 


Photographed in Sun Valley. 


Alasdair T. I. Munro 
is doing everything for his thinning hair. 


Everything wrong. 


st, he shampoos too olten, 
using whatever's handy. Very dry- 
ing. And dry hair tends to be brittle. 
Breakable. (And the more his hair 
breaks, the less he's got.) 

Bur that's only the beginning. 
Because all that shampooing makes 
hi ncooperative, Alasdair uses a 
grooming agent. A good one, sure. 
Keeps his hair from dancing all 
over his head. By squashing it. Mak- 
ing it look even thinner. Besides, it 
only glasses over the dryness prob- 
Jem and makes hair dirty all over 
again. So, back to another drying 
shampoo. 

Instead? Shampoo once a week. 
With Pantenc® Shampoo for Men. 
Does more than simply wash dirt 
ош. Washes in body and shine 
thanks to our famous Swiss 
conditioning formula.* 


Pantene. 


Next: Conditioner for Men. A 
rich treatment that helps undo dry- 
ness. Packed with those great Swiss 
conditioners that leave hair com- 
pletely cooperativeand manageable. 

Then: Pantene Hair Groom 
Spray for Men. Don't laugh yet. 
Spray helps keep hair in place 
gently. Undetectably. Hair looks 
thicker, fuller. And that can mean a 
lot to a man who doesn’t have a lot. 

And, to keep hair fresh and 
clean between shampoos, Pantene 
Hair Lotion. A daily splash and a 
scrub of the fingers does it. Keeps 
hair healthier looking, too. 

Pantene for Men. Shampoo. 
Conditioner. Hair Groom Spray. 
Hair Lotion. All based on the same 
unique Swiss conditioning 
formula. АП do good. 
while they keep your 
hair looking good. 


Everything right for your hair. 


Made in U.S.A, according to a unique Swiss formula. 
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he flicked off the light and ran toward 
the playground, When he came to 
other dark spot, he fell ошо the lawn 
and laughed till he could hardly breathe, 
rolling on the ground. The way Chango 
had looked when the beam first split his 
face, how he had flown! For long after, 
just the thought of it would send him 
chuckling. 

That 


ight, he dreamed that the world 
was inside a box with steep sides and no 
top, like the walls of a frontier fort, and 
the sun was a huge flashlight of a billion 
batteries with a tube so long it never 
ended; and some the sky watching 
the people grop darkness below 
pressed the bution and the people said 
“Day” and he released the button and 
the people said "Night." Stacy woke up 
in a sweat, dutching his llaslilight, keenly 
appreciative of the powers of light. 


The next day, time seemed to slow 
down on purpose to torture him. It was 
with a keen foretaste of pleasure that he 
ed the setting of the sun. All dur- 
ing school, he could think of nothing 


aw 


65 


how he would t 
night. He saw Пін» 


1f chasing them all 
over the project. They would be there 
tonight, he had not the slightest doubt. 
They were always there. When it rained, 
they donned heavy coats and plasti 
slickers and did business as usual. The 


onlv time the Marijuanos would leave 
nd when 


was when the 


cops c: 
the cops went away, the M 
peared, like air drawn imo a 
That evening, Stacy hid in the bushes 
around the square at the end of the row 
of apartments in which Mrs, Chapman 
ved, not far from the spot where he 
1 surprised Chango, The square was 

nter- 
Is throughout the project, placed there 
by the architects to add beauty to public 
housing. It was a concrete-covered clea 
ng 30 fect by 40 fect, surrounded with 
hedges and flowers and shaded by a tall 
tree. The tree's rich foliage hung over 
the square like а giant umbrella. Tt could 
actually stop rain, On each side of the 
square were four cement benches of the 


vacuum. 


n 
one of several located at strategic 


hip 


“You weigh a hundred and sixty-five 
pounds and you're going to be in big trouble 
if you don't get off my foot, earthman." 


type often seen in public parks: a flat 
slab resting on two upright stays. During 
the daylight hours, the Titte kids scam- 
pered and romped in the square, riding 
in their wagons and on tricycles, catching 
and bouncing big rubber balls, jumping 
rope, playing jacks and hopscotch. At 
night, the Marijuanos took it over, using 
it to contact customers who сате to 
Ли from all over Los An- 
geles to score their weed. 

Sıacy waited for the right moment. 
Hidden in the shadows of the square, 
the Mariju: 
making tran 


crid aroma tan 
Stacy's nostrils. He had smelled 
burning marijuana before, but never from 
so close. He knew that what he was doing 
very dangerous and this knowledge, 
coupled with the intrigue of the nig 
the smell of the burning mariju: 
the sight of men moving back and forth, 
talking in low voices and laughing now 
and then, gave it all а touch of adventure, 
Stacy felt keenly alive. He was doing 
something not often done, something he 
had never donc before, something none 
of the others had ever dreamed of doing. 
He knew also that if a bush moved, the 
Marijuanos noticed it. Like him, they 
were all neighborhood boys who had 
spent their entire lives in the immediate 
ea. They knew every tee, every hole 
in the ground, every rock, every bush 
and everybody. They could feel а cop 
coming. No cop could have snuck up on 
them as Stacy had done. ft would not 
have been natural. But Stacy, who knew 
d loved every inch of the carth of 
Crescent Heights, had crept right up on 
nos. With a little effort, he 
could have reached out and touched them. 
When he could bear it no longer, Stacy 
aimed his flashlight imo the spiare. Be- 
fore pressing the button, he gave the 
bus violent shake, drawing the M. 
juanoy attention to him, then let go 
with the light. The M ave up 
the square in a mad stampede, crashing 
through the bushes and + 
other. Stacy then dashed ой in th c- 
Чоп the Marijuanos were least likely to 
take: He sprinted to the welllit play 


hes 


ге days later, at school, Mitch said, 
“The Marijuanos are after you." 

"After me for what?" Stacy asked, a 
look of surprise on his face. 

"You know Гог what," Mitch said curt- 
ly. "You and that flashlight, that's wi 

“What about my Hashlight 
asked, hungrily wanting to lı 
det 


s 
оп won't be playing dumb 
they catch you," said Mitch. "Сий 
со amd Chango said they're goi 
catch. you and fuck you up. You 
better than to fool around. with 
guys.” 

Stacy had not expected the Marijuanos 


when 
Chi- 
g to 
know 
those 


This year keep your girls in pantyhose. 


Sure there are guys who keep girls in mink. They only have опе girl 
to keep happy. But with more than one, it can bea little expensive. 

So Burlington came up with a way to keep your girls happy without 
going broke. We took nine pairs of Burlington pantyhose and put them 
in a navy canvas tote. (The whole thing only costs $25.00.) 

But even if there's only one girl for you, give her a Jetsetter “70. 
(After all, mink is really such a cliché.) 


Jetsetter’70: makes pantyhose into a man-sized gift. BUF! ington 


For nearest store, call free 800-243-0355. In Conn. call 853-3600 collect. ©1969 Burlington Ind., Ine. 
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10 send him congratul but he did 
not really feel in danger: just as when he 
went on raids to El Serrano, he had not 
regarded the dang real. They were 
part of a game, like а penalty in foot- 
ball. H one made no mistakes. it was as if 
the penalties did not even exist. 
ick the Manijuanos,” Stacy said. 
ars сизу to say." said Mitch, “but 
till they set their hands on you. 
The Marijuanos don't play around whei 
they mean business.” 

Stacy had assumed that each time he 
turned on his light, the  Marijuanos 
would automatically react the same way 


—гип. But now that they knew it was he 
and not the cops, he knew thei 
would change. Whereas thei 
pose had been to tee from 


i pur- 
сор, it was 
10 extinguish Stacy's 


now an angry de 
light 

"The Marijua 
e heat on them, 


os said you're putt 
Mitch had said. 

ter for them,” Stacy said. But he 
was jolted by that charge. In Crescent 
Heights, only а rat would knowingly put 
the heat on someone. And а known rat 
couldn't last five minutes їп Crescent 
Heights, It was unheard of. Stacy had 
not expected such a charge, He threw it 
from his mind as too absurd and un- 
pleasent to think about. He continued 10 
creep up on the Marijuanos and flash his 
ight on them. And when he did, it was 
he who had to take off, running, because 
the Marijuanos would be right on his 
heels. It was casy lor Stacy to outdistance 
them, They laid traps for him. Some of 
them hid in the bushes while the others 
wied to sucker him in, They laid up a 
моге of bricks, boules amd beer cans. 
Once, they hid near Stacy's home to 


u 


ambush him on his way home. Stacy 
aughed at them and outflanked their 
every maneuver. Their battle, the Ma 


јчлпоѕ cHorts хо cuch Stacy and his 
«Шогі to escape, became notorious in 
Crescent. Heights. Everybody knew they 
were after him. Everyone waited for 
news that Stacy had at last been caught. 
Eluding the Marijuanos became his full- 
occupation, He defied them with 


time 
pride. 

But underneath it all, Stacy had some 
regrets that the feud had ever. gotten 
started, He would liked notl 
better than to be out of the spot he was 
in, which was becoming more difficult to 
occupy. He wished that he could just 
leave them alone and drop the whole 
thing, то be done with the whole affair, 
to be free from worrying about how to 
get away from the Mar 1a given 
situation. But he continued to force the 
issue, convinced that he would somehow 
come through 1 unscathed. The Mari- 
juanos became marksmen with bricks 
nd bottles and it took some prize foot- 


have 


work by Stacy to keep from getting his 


brains knocked out. Even so, they hit 
him in the side once with а heavy rock 


that wok the wind out of him, and the 
only thing that kept him from collapsing 
on the spot was the sure knowledge of 
what they would do to him if they 


caught him. 
The Marijuanos sent people to talk to 
Stacy, but he refused to listen. They re 


peated that he was ruining their business. 


Stacy's moth : “Son, you 
better mind your Ps amd Qs. I know 
what you been doing and you'd better 


stop i 
"I know what I'm doing,” Stacy said. 
Now the other members of the gang 

shied away from Stacy. They said he had 

gone crazy and they siw nothing positive 

I of excitement in out 

witting the Marijuanos. They didn't know 

how it felt to be hunted by them, to 
chide their traps. to spring out of the 
bushes unannounced with a blazing 
torch and scare the pants off of the 

Marijuanos. The Marijuanos were all in 

their 20s and Stacy, who felt neither old 

nor young. enjoyed this relationship 
with indi: als already grown. He was 

a factor in their existence, whether they 

ked it or not. He had chosen them, 

some gadfly in a dangerous gam 
were stuck with Stacy and it was up to 
them to solve the problem. For his part, 

Stiys course was dear. He would con- 

tinue to bug them with his light. 

One night, he climbed up a tree and 
from his perch saw Polio, a fat, phlegma 
ic Mexican, hide а litte bag behind a 
bush. Several times, Polio returned. to 
the bush, extracted from the bag, re- 
placed it and went away. Stacy shinnied 
down the tree and chose a spot ten fect 
away from Polio’s stash. The nest time 
Polio ne back, Stacy waited until he 
had gotten the bag and stuck his hand 
into it, then he hit him in the face with 
the blinding beam of the light. Drop- 
ping the bag, Polio uttered а сту and was 
in fult flight before he realized it was 
Sticy If already running through 
the night in the opposite direction. He 
had scored again. It was coups like that 
that egged him on. 

"The Marijuanos tried a new trick. As 
Stacy walked home from school with the 
others one evening, two cus, one in 
front of him and опе behind, pulled 
sharply into the curb and out poured 
the Marijuanos, They had not, however, 
counted on the speed of Stacy's Tegs. 
ped over a fence into someone's 
before the startled dog in the 
yard realized what w ppening, тап 
out the back way, was over the back 
fence and cutting out up the hill. Look- 
ing back, he saw the Marijuanos pile 
into their cars. bur rubber geui 
out of there. The stakes were going up. 
Such desperation 


in his classrooms, he 


When St м 
was careful to sit near а window. case 
the Marijuanos burst in to trap him. He 


suffered through his third-period class, 


because it was on the second floor. and 
there was по ledge outside the windows. 
He felt trapped in that room. He fully 
expected the Marijuanos to know all 
about this particular room, and he 
would not have been surprised to look 
up one day and find them there. He 
watched for them in the halls, оп the 
stairways, in the schoolyard, behind lock- 
ers in the gymnasium. During lunch 
hour, he often saw the М nos drive 
by the school, their faces sweeping the 
crowd with Stacysccking cy 


One day, the Marijuanos stopped chas- 
ing him and they stopped throwing things 
at him. When he cept up on them and 
flashed his light, they'd just look at hin 
in his direction. Stacy couldn't figure it 
out, but he didn't hang around waiting 
for answers. He ran away, as usual. One 
the 
ng, with his flashlight stuck 
ke а knife or a gun. Turtle 
walked up to him. 

"Chico wants 10 talk to you." Turtle 
said. pointing to another рап of the 
playground, where, dressed in blue den- 


in his belt 


ims and wearing dark glasses, Chico 
ing on the other side of (he 
Cyclone fence. Магу, Stacy walked 


ing on his side of the fence, 
continually looking over his shoulder 10 
sec if the other Marijuanos were sneak- 
ing up on him while Chico held his 
attention. 

“What do you want?” Stacy asked. 
mistrustfully. 

“Say, Stacy," Chico began 
has got to stop, man, 

Stacy could sce that Chico was burning 
with anger but trying also to conceal it 
It shone like flaming coals in his black 
eyes. His mouth was set in а fixed, down 
thrusting scowl. Through the fence, Stacy 
got the sime feeling he had had when, 
at the Griffith Park Zoo, he had stood 
outside the cage of а lion and stared into 
its huge cat eyes. He wa 
fence between. them. 
only st nto Chico's dark gl: 
the fire in those eyes and he saw som 
thing there besides anger 
something that surprised hi 
the embryo of a smile 

^L want to make а deal with 
Chico said. 

“What kind of a di 
regarding Chico ma 
was that the other Mai 
to try something. 

." Chico said, and he shoved а 
ten-dollar bi square of the fence. 
Stacy let it lie there, wedged in the 

“What's that for?” asked Stacy. 

“For your flashlight.” Chico said. 

“For ten dollars, you can buy three or 
four like this one,” Stacy said, patting 
his flashlight on his side. 

"I want yours, Chico. 

The Hashlight weighed hi 


“this shit 


ed 


you,” 


* Stacy asked, 
His anxiety 
оз were sure 


said 


ily on 


I 
| 


Jiffies proudly announces perhaps the greatest breakthrough 
in the history of feet: Gocd-looking leisure footwear. 
Jiffies are so good-looking you can wear them for dress, 


casual wear, or even en for climbing down a ladder. 
And of course Jiffics 
are comfortable. Nearly 
as comfortable as walking 
around without shoes. 
They're just a lot 
better looking. 
The Continental pictured 
here comes in six colors and 


costs only 87, JIFFIES ° 


Do something nice for your feet. 
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"For your information, you have just gotten snow, soot and, in all 
probability, reindeer manure all over an extremely valuable Persian rug." 


WE BURN MANY hard maple ricks at Jack Daniel's. That's 
because it takes a lot of charcoal the way we smooth out our whiskey. 


The old-time way we gentle our whiskey calls for 
seeping every drop down through 10 feet of 
charcoal in a Charcoal Mellowing vat. Just to fill 


CHARCOAL 
one vat takes the charcoal from almost three 


MELLOWED 
ticks of hard maple burned ín the open air. So, uu 
you can see why our rickyard can get pretty full. б 
And, you can be sure itll never be empty. After BY DROP 
a sip of Jack Daniel's, we think, you'll be 
glad of that. 
e LO ME rie S 


TENNESSEE WHISKEY < 90 PROOF BY CHOICE s DISTILLED AND BOTTLED BY JACK DANIEL DISTILLERY + LYNCHBURG (POP. 384), TENN. 
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Hey, Mister...come clean with me! 


Discover the cleon way to hold your hair! Groom & Clean— 
the world's first cleonsing hairdressing. It cleans your 
hair every time you groom with water. Cleansaway the 
| grease. ..dirt...and dandruff most hairdressings leave 
behind. Groom & Clean prevents greasy build-up. 
Your hair feels cleaner... looks cleaner. 


Prove Groom & Clean’s cleansing action to your- 

self. Puta dab ofaxle grease on your hard. Try 

insing it off. See... you cant! Now add Groom & 

Clean, Rinse again, and see iis cleansing action. 

work. It cuts through even axle grease—leaves 

your hand clean. That's Groom & Cleans 
cleansing action for you. 


Home improvement. 


If you're about to make your 
home sound beautiful, start with 
Our stereo tape music system, 

We make it especially for 
the person who's serious about 


music. And maybe that person’s you. 


The A-6010 tape deck is totally 
professional, complete with 
Symmetrical Control Operation, 
Phase Sensing Automatic Reverse, 
four heads. four amplifiers, and 
many other features. One popular 
American stereo magazine said about 
the A-6010 that “no more could be 
asked of a recorder from the 
standpoint of sound quality.” 

The AS-200 integrated 
amplifier combines a 120-watt 
continuous power output fora very 
wide dynamic range and natural 
sound. High frequency distortion is 
less than 0.5% and frequency 


response is 20 to 80,000Hz. 


And the LS-350 3-way speaker 


system was designed by TEAC for 
use with tape systems. It’s a thing 


of beauty with full 12-inch woofer 


in each enclosure—and il easily 
handles 40 watts. 


Integrate these three precision- 


made components and you've got 
everything you need for sound 
brilliance. 


And we can think of no better 


way to convince you of this 
brilliance than to urge you to visit 
your TEAC dealer. 

If you're really serious about 
the way your music sounds, we 


think you'll find the time well spent, | Address: 


TEAC. 


„ Shinjuku Bldg , 
2-8-8 Tsunchazu, Shinjuku-ku, Tokyo 
(in Pacific area) or 

NAAFEXCO: Pilatusstrasse 

8, 6052 Hergiswil NW, Switzerland 
(APO/FPO New York). 


TEAC service is available world-wide. 


= гоз r= шд == пыш == каи 
I Dear TEAC: 


Send me more information 
about yourself and your 
products, 


I Мате. 


H aro: 


Ü (please print clearly.) ргы: 
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Ron Rico. Didnt he play 


the baby-faced bodyguard 
in Bogies first big one 


Ку 


мы I 
| 
uj 
Wrong on two RONRICI 
counts. First, that E I г 
x ‘PUERTO ` 
bodyguard was in Bogie's second 4 А EA \ 
big one. And Ronrico would never make it as a Я E вим 
bodyguard. Just too smooth to rough you up. = 


Ronricos a rum. А very light, very dry rum. Perhaps the NO 
smoothest tasting rum ever to come = = 
out of Puerto Rico. Which is 


ur eie s Копгісо. Arum 
Play it again, Sam. to remember. 


TK-140X 200-Watt, 3-FET, 41C, Solid State AM/FM Stereo Receiver, PG-3SO 2-Speed, Belt-Idler Double Drive Stereophonic Turntable, 
KL-660 4-Way, 5-Speaker, 60-Watt Input Power, Metal-Grilled Speaker, TT-10 4-Track, 3-Head, 3-Speed, Solid State Stereo Tape Deck 


KENWOOD 
Engineering Creates 
Actual Sound Clarity 


Welcome to KENWOOD perfection where hearing is believ- ception of far away or weak FM stations. 


ing. Thats because a KENWOOD stereo sound systern The TK-140X easily drives other stereo system instru- 
takes the unbelievable-seemingly impcssible-true tone ments—like KENWOOD's KL-660 speaker system, PC-350 
clarity and total depth range of actual sourid and repro- turntable and TT-10 tape recorder. 

duces it right before your very ears in all its whispery And with KENWOOD's superior wide range of products 
subtleties and booming magnitude. there are limitless possibilities for matching stereo system 
The driving force behind this amazing audio accomplish- instruments right for you, 


ment is the TK-140X—A 3-FET. 4-IC, AM/FM stereo ae 5 "m 
receiver with а dynamic 200 watts of total music power. S 


ey 
This. power-packed instrument guarantees sensational фк E IN W o о D 


sensitivity, selectivity and maximum high fidelity for re- 


TRIO ELECTRONICS,INC. 


FREE CATALOGUE UPON REQUEST: 12M-Section, TRIO ELECTRONICS, INC. 6-5, 1-chome, Shibuya, Shibuya-ku, Tokyo. Japan 


9 9.219727 SINGAPERE R MALAYSIA: КИТЕ SENG A CO.. 759 Baach Fo 1 м: UMON SUNOCO. TTD. 772 eir 
ci "SUAM. THE TAWILY 
ELECTRONICS. Toric SOUTH VIETNAM; TAN QUANG С a TH KINO? HUCHROMG: S A. КО ЖЕ Brame БИЕШ S Regen tthe 


Chana аз o. 
im ® Bonder, KENWOCD products aro availble through US Arny Ñ Ai Foxes PALEX Еа алде Japan Repo Eachings Мы Order Seton APD 96223, Navy Eactanges end Marne Cora 
Таанда te Far Eat eda Auba Os RCAF Shy Ser Pot [ибн aad EES changer i ero. 
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Three Kinds of Power 


Batteries, AC, Rechargeable Power Pack 


Three Kinds of Fun 


AM, FM, Cassettes 


Two Sanyo Cassette Recorders that never give up, never 
give in, never give way. Three kinds of power—always 
power! Batteries for outdoors. AC at home. Or, best 
of all, the rechargeable Cadnica power pack that 
“rejuvenates” itself over 500 times from any AC outlet 
(optional). 

And do you like it with or without? Model MR-410 is 


mail coupon to 


ECTRIC TRADING CO., LTD. 


1513, 6-chome, Soto-Kanda, Chiyoda-ku, Tokyo, Japan 


Name and Rank. Age. 
Unit 


MR-411F, MR-410. Р.В. Dec. ‘69 


plain cassette fun. For snapshooting sounds the fast- 
action way. For musical companionship. Model MR- 
ПЕ has a built-in AM/FM radio. For listening and 
recording. You'll build up a cassette collection of your 
favorite radio shows in no time. 

Fun power times three. At your PX. 


MR-410 


MR-411F 


In the continental U.S. these products are marketed 


under the @ C/2AIG brand and can be serviced by @CIZAIG facilities 


You are performing 
high-quality work - 
so is the Braun sixtant 


Your task is difficult, strenuous 
and often dangerous. High-quality 
work is required from you. Small 
wonder that you are demanding in 
matters of performance, on and 
off duty. And that's why we have 
created the Braun sixtant. In 
Europe this fact is already well- 
known. So much so that German 
men have made it the top-selling 
Shaver in Germany (and Germany 
is one of the most competitive 
shaver markets in the world). 


The Braun sixtant has solved the 
old problem of shaving: the deep 
shave of a straight razor but 
without a trace of skin i 
and faster and a lot more 
comfortable. Because each part 
of the sixtant shaving system is 
spring-mounted, it adjusts 
immediately to the lines of your 
face. 


tation ~ 


То make sure you get a shave in 
sixtant quality anywhere in the 
world, the Braun sixtant is now 
available in a special model for 
both 50 and 60 cycles and, of 
course, from 90 to 250 volts. Go 
anywhere you want with the Braun 
sixtant, German quality goes with 
you (and you know how quality- 
crazy Germans are!). 


BRAUN 


IN 


er 


а: 


Braun sixtant S 
50/60 cycles 
З years international guarantee 


Available at your PX, 


in duty-free shops and specialized 
shaver shops 
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NEW 170-Watt 386 
AM/FM Stereo Receiver... 


How mans conquest of the moon helped 
Scott develop this new powerhouse receiver 


The billions of research dollars expended towards America’s race to the moon helped foster the development of many entirely 
new electronic devices. Alert Scott engineers realized that the adaptation of some of these devices could result in significant 
advances in the performance of high fidelity components . .. a realization that inevitably led to the development of the 386 
AM/FM Stereo receiver. 

The 386 represents а level of sound quality and performance characteristics that is a giant-step ahead of any stereo com- 
ponent ever before available . . . utilizing entirely new features that belp you control incoming signals with a degree of ac- 
curacy never belore possible . . . incorporating new assembly techniques that guarantee superb performance over periods of 
time previously thought unattainable. 


thee 


Plug-in circuit modules — Quartz crystal lattice 


Seven ultra-reliable in- Shaded arca indica Perfectune computer 
tegrated circuits in the where competitive re- logic module snaps on and wire-wrap conne filter ends the need for 
386 include 91 tran- — ceivers tend lo rob you light when tors result in acres IF amplificr realignment 
Sistors, 28 diodes, and of full response in the uned for best and computer-level gives low distortion 


ieception and lowest — liability. and high selectivity. 
distortion. 


109 resistors! extreme lows and highs. 


tions 


Total power Cx 1 dB) 170 Waits @ 4 Ohms, IHF Dynamic power, 67.5 Waus/ channel @ 4 Ohms; Continuous power, both chan- 
nels driven. 42 Watts/channel @ 4 Ohms, 35 Watts/ channel @ 8 Ohms; Distortion < 0.5% at rated output; Frequency response 


(#1 dB), 15-30 KHz; IHF power bandwidth, 15-25 KHz. FM usable sensitivity (IHE), 1.9 pV; FM selectivity, 42 dB. 
ге 
OUTSID SPECIAL MILITARY PRICES... SEND NOW 1 
U E = Incredible Overseas Military Savings Plan ш Complete Scott Catalog and Guide to | 
EUROPE, SEND Custom Stereo w Details of Extended 3-Year Overseas Warranty 
THIS COUPON: | ALL AIRMAILED FREE! [| 
In Europe, see Scott I DAE T - = І 
products at all audio ADDRES — = 
clubs and EES | Aroero. = = — 1 
ا‎ cente LU SC OTE. Somnus I 
1969, H. H. Scoti, Inc. Dept. 501-12 J 
———— = — — — — — —À — — — — —À — — 


ion of what 
it had become flowed in upon 
He wanted with all his heart to be 
of it. 


" Chico said. 


а young cat and you don't rea 
ize what's going on. But you'd better 
think fast, because you don't have much 
time left. You know what the other guys 


shirt and showed Stacy the handle 
pistol stuck in his belt. “They want 
to just kill you. Because you're ranking 
our play. You're messing with our bread 
and butter, man. 

Strangely, Stacy was not afraid. But he 
not in his chest. to think that the 
nos had b scussing his death. 

Listen, man," Chico went on. "We 
could kill you and bury you up on 
Walnut Hill and nobody would ever 
find your body. It would be no trouble 
at all. The cops wouldn't even look for 
you. You're just another nigger to them 
and they don't give а fuck about you. 
You know why we haven't done you 
up?" 

Stacy stared at him impassively, not 

wusing himself to ask why, for not 
wanting to sound too urgent. 
Ist you're one of us. You're from 
Crescent. Heights" Chico paused. "So we 
decided to give you the respect of letting 
you make a choice. But maybe you're too 
ИТ i Б 
We never like to fight with cach other їп 
Crescent Heights, Stacy, you know that. 
Because by sticking togeth 
make it, maybe. At least better t| 
fighting ourselves. At least well have a 
better chance, I'm a married man and I 
have my family to look ont for. I don't 
have time to fuck around with you or 
anybody else. This is strictly business 
with me. If I get caught, I'm going to 
the can, and I don’t look forward to 
that. Tm going to do everything in my 
power to xe to it that I never get 
caught. Right now"—Chico paused, then 
went on—"right now. you are more of a 
problem than the nares. So we've got to 
sule this right now. Right now. You 
know what, Stacy" Chico looked at him 
and seemed to be measuring him. “You're 
getting 10 be about th Do you 
get high? Do you blow weed?" 

“No,” Stacy said. 

“Well, pretty soon. . . ," he paused. 
“Li won't be long before you're going to 
get tired of running around in a pair of 
dirty Levis, fucking off your time with 
those other young cats. T've dug you and 
1 know that you've got something on the 
ball. Pretty soon, you're going to want 
some nice clothes and some money in 
your pocket, some of that folding money, 
and you're going to want a little саг of 
your own to ride around in with the 
bitches. But then you're going to find out 


the world is not a"—he broke off, locking 
around him, and swept the area with his 
yground. You're going to find 
out the world is not а merry-go-round, 
It's hard, hard, Stacy. But we've got a 
good thing going for us here in Cres- 
cent Heights, and we intend to keep it 

ing for us. You guys call us M 
105... . Yeah, мете Marijuanos, all 
ight. But there are lots more Marijuanos 
in L. A., and lots of them come to us to 
score their jive. And you, with your 
flashlight, are Cucking with all of that. I 
used to think like you and act like you. 
You know my brother Black Jack, don't 


,” Stacy said. “Everybody knows 
Black Jack. 
He used to control the action in 
Crescent Heights.” Chico went on. “And 
he used to try getting me interested, but 
my mind was locked somewhere else. I 
was about your age and I used to call 
ano. Now I've got the bag 
and you're calling me Marijuano. It goes 
around and comes around: you take it 
a little way and then pass it on. Pretty 
soon, the little kids will be calling you 
Marijuano and, someday, kids that are 
1 born yet will be calling them 
Marijuanos. It will never end, But йз 
going to end for you unless you straighten 
up your hand. 

“Take the money," Chico said, "and 
we'll forget the whole thing. We'll forget 
it all happened.” 

Stacy hesitated for a long moment, 
then said, “What about the others?" 

“Same with them," Chico said, “No- 
body will bother you. I give you my word. 
But you have to give me your word that 
you won't fool around anymore. I'm not 
g you the money to buy you off. I'm. 
¢ it to you to wake you up." 

What good is your word?” Stacy 
asked. "How do I know you're not just 
setting me ир?" 

Chico looked at Stacy fiercely. "T never 
break my word when I give it like this. 
If I say I won't bother you, I won't. If T 
say I'm going to kill you, you're as good 
ad." 

Stacy walked down to the end of the 
fence, where it was lower. As he jumped 
over, he saw Mitch and the others watch- 
ing. He walked up to Chico and handed 
him flashlight. Chico pulled the ten- 
dollar bill from the fence and placed it 
in Stacy's hand. 

Play it cool" Chico said and walked 


Biv 


Stacy did not turn around to look 
after Chico. It felt good. It was a relief 
not to have to look over his shoulder 
anymore. The others walked over to Sta- 
cy. They all understood what had hap- 
pened. They were all glad it was over. 
They all laughed and punched each 
other lightly to the body. 


“You punks are crazy,” said Mitch, off 
to the side, 

"Lets throw a raid on El Serrano 
tonight.” Turtle suggested. 

“Count me out," Stacy said with mock 
astonishment, "I might find another 
flashlight!” 


That night, Stacy walked imo the 
square. When they saw who it was, the 
Marijuanos quickly surrounded hi 
There was murder in the intense way 
they crowded him. 

“What the fuck you want?" Cu 
snapped, fuming, his voice menacing, 
with overtoncs of blood. 

“Nothing,” Stacy said. He felt crushed, 
confused. 

"Leave him alone," Chico spoke up. 
"Forget about it. I gave him my word 
that it was all over.” 

You gave him your word, 
“but I didn't give him mine 

Stacy heard the click of Cutie's knife 

as it sprang open, although he couldn't 


said Cutie, 


see it in the darkness. He was afraid. 
Cutie was breathing in his face. The 


others stepped back. Stacy calculated his 
chances of running. All Cutie had to do 
was thrust upward with the blade to do 
damage. 

When I gave him my word, I gave 
him yours" Chico said. "And nobody's 
going to make me out a liar. Leave him 
ico spoke with force 
nd he added, lowering, 
his voice ominous! е you going 
to make me out a li 

Cutie stepped back from Stacy and put 
his knife up. Tension evaporated from 
the square. The Marijuanos lit up joints 
of the weed. 

Chico offered Stacy a joint. 

“Never mind." Stacy said hı 

Chico fumbled with the joi 
lit it from the one being smoked by 
Gato. Alter he had taken a couple of 
drags, he passed it to Stacy. 

“Here,” he 

Stacy took 


Ifheartedly. 
t and then 


¢ joint between his fin- 
gers and raised it to his mouth, pulling 
in and immediately coughing out the 
acrid smoke. It feli like breathing over a 
burning rag. Hc was amazed at how the 
others could be smoking it if it tasted so 
bad. 

“Do it | 
the joint from Stacy 
powerful drag. Stacy watched the coal of 
fire travel up the joint as Chico con 
sumed about half of it in that one drag. 
“Take it down into your lungs and hold 
it" he said. “You'll get used to it. The 
main thing is to hold it in your lungs as 
long as you can." 

Stacy struggled over the remainder of 
the joint, coughing and choking occa- 
sionally, his throat getting raw, his eyes 
running. his heart racing. He was con 
fused and a litle apprehensive but con- 
tinued to inhale the weed and hold i 
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“Oh, we don’t kill them, lady—we just control them." 


the smoke until his lungs expelled it. 
Then it was if he ceased to exist. He 
was confronting a stranger in а body he 
recognized as his own bur with which 
he was out ol touch. His former state was 
new stite was a soft, 
t. He had the sen- 
7 two disembodied beings 
fighting to inhabit one yielding body. 
His body, offering no resistance, became 
a baulelehl on which two rival armies 
comended. ‘The pitch of the war escalat- 
ed as he took in more marijuana from 
the joints being passed around the circle 
of Ман} acy accepted every one 
offered to him, and once he ended up 
with a lit reefer in each hand, pulling 
frst опе and then the other. He no 
longer cared or tried to keep wack of 
how the war inside him was progressing. 
No mater which way it went, he 
thought, he'd still be the winner. He lost 
track of time. Everything seemed to oc- 
cur without sequence, as if it was all 
happening simultaneously and sponta- 
ously. separated rather by space than 


now a memory 
jetsmooth present f 
sition of bein 


by time. He was dimly aware of people 
furtively entering the square, entas 
one or another of the Marijuanos 
short, snappy conversation, He watched 
the Marijuanos collected. money and 
disappeared fom the square for а few 
moments, to return and hand something 
to the customer, These furtive shadows 
ıd, in a moment, fade 
nto the vast Los Angeles 


m the square 
night. 

Stacy was so high oll the weed that the 
center of his vision was blotted out, 
although he could se perfealy well 
around the edges and through these 
clear edges, he was (trying to see into the 
center, around the dark spot. He had the 
mpresion that someone had taken a 
hottle of liquid shoe polish and, using 
the dauber, painted his eyeballs down 
the center. He did not notice that every- 
one was leaving, had drifted out of the 
square and gone for the night—except 
Chico, who was talking. At first, Stacy 
could make no sense of what hc was 
saying. 


What? What?" Stacy kept asking 
him, over and over again. 
Go home, Stacy 
“What 
“Go 10 your pad, m 


. Tm going to 


“It's one o'clock, man. You got too 
high." 

Chico was la g in Stacy's face, He 
was really having a big laugh, Stacy 
laughed. too, His face felt like rubber 
and he couldn't control. his expression 
though it was very dark in the square 
amd Chico could not tel. Stacy's face 
seemed to be sagging and he was flexing 
his facial muscles to hold it in place. but 
it kept sliding down again. "I'm not 
high." he said. 

No, you're not high," Chico said, 
laughing. "You're wasted!" 

Stacy was laughing, too. 

"Do you think you can find your way 
10 your pad?” Chico asked. 

Sure,” Stacy said. “Who could forger 
that?” Even as he spoke, he experienced 
the panic of having no idea where he 
lived. "Where right 
asked Chico. 

Chico knew that, although it was fun- 
ny, it was also a serious phase Stacy was 
going through; and if he had not been 
ther y might have wandered around 
Crescent Heights all night, looking for his 
house. 
We're in the square by Mrs, Chap- 
1's house,” Chico said. 

Where is Mrs. Chapman's house?” 
Stacy asked. 

Chico turned Stacy to his right and he 
recognized Mrs. Chapman's 
the end of the row. 


are we now?" he 


om there, traveling 
nd raced off in- 


ware. . 
n’s pad, this 
is the square. the playground is down 
there, that's Boundary Avenue up there. 
Florizel Street over there, Mercury Ave 
nue over there, downtown. L.A. is that 
that way, Lincoln 
hus is over there, El Serrano and 
Alhambra are over there—1 live down 
that way. Stacy felt serene, lucid. iium 
pling, peculiarly masterful and at peace. 
“Em going home,” he said to Chico. 
“Think you can make 
“Sure,” he said. "Ain't nothing to it.” 
TH sce you around,” Chico said. 

Stacy had started to walk in the direc- 
m of home when he missed somer 
He stopped, wondering what it was he 
was forgcuing. Then he remembered. the 
flashlight and laughed to himself. He 
did not know yet whether a Marijuano 
һай any use for a flashlight. As he walked 
dreamily home, he had no doubt that he 
would soon find out. 


» Pasadena is 


sugar and elay (conin fron page 205) 


mage you properly.” 
understand now,” he said. 
"Good luck in Rome,” I said. 
“Thank you, Mr. Robinsoi 
"but maybe if you do 
you'll be my manager then, Mr. F 
son, if you retire, you'll have the time to 
be m ger then, If you forget, I'll 
remind you. 
“You do th 
“Thank you, Mr. Rol 
tinued, his big eyes st 
"Fhank you. anyway. 
"OK." T said 
Inside 
him again. He was on the sidewalk, 
staring back. I waved and he walked 
away. Over the years, 1 had been stopped 
by some awful pests, but at least this 
kid was а polite pest. 
IE that Kid can fi 


е, 


something, 
He soon proved that he could. 


He 
won his Olympic gold medal in the 


Rome. When 
ed pro, he kept on winning. He 
kept in touch with me. He would phone 
every so often and tell me about his 
fights and his next opponents, about 
how he had copied my style. 

“You are the king, the 
idol." he would say. quite serious! 

Dy пом 


mast 


mth was making n 
headlines than his fists, He was pr 
3 the round that he would knock out 
his opponent in anid making good on the 
boasts. He was reciting poctry. He was 
calling himself The Greatest. 
I teased him once on the 
“how come you're The Greatest 
ways toll me 1 w 
ally are” he said. “АШ Шш 
stuft is just something I say to make 
people notice me. And it wor 

By the spring of 1963, he һай talked. 
himself into a main event with a heavy- 
weight contender, Doug Jones. at thc 
Garden. The newspapers in New York 
were on suike at the time, but that 
meant he had more time for TV. Once, 
he was on TV reciting poetry with some 
beatniks at a Greenwich Village colle 
house. ТІ That was no 
way tO train for a fight. The next day, 
I told him that at Wiley's Gym. 

“Well, what should I do?” he asked 
me 

“What you need,” T said, “is somebody 
to watch over you, somebody to keep you 
happy and relaxed. I know a man like 
that, Drew Brown, he likes to be called 
Boudini. He was in my camp a few years 
ayo. ГШ send him up to see you. You'll 
like him. He'll help you." 

“Sugar Ray.” he said, "if this man 
helped you, he’s got to help me.” 

He hit it off right away with Boudi 


now 


t was too mudi. 


liked to laugh and Boudini did 
ihirigs Шарлиайс Pina а agh. When he 
was training for Liston, he and Boudini 
had an act they'd. put on for the writers 
and photographers. 
Boudini would yell 
terfly, sting like a be 
Then they'd both shout, “Rumble, 
young man, rumble” and Clay would 
break up laughing. Boudini had him 
relaxed and happy, like a fighter should 
be, but Boudini knew when to be se 


“Float like a but- 


ous. One day, my phone rang at six in 
the ing. 


Ray 
Cassius, 
Wi 


he said, “you've got to talk to 


the matter?” J said, “Wh 


gone wrong?" 
“He ain't doing his roadwork 


Just 
now, he 


n two blocks and came home. 
, he did the same thing, he ran 
а ийе hu nied yards and quit, said he 
don't need it. He thinks he's in shay 
n't running at all." 
1 promised. 

I didn't want 


When I phoned Cassi 
it to sound like I knew anything, so I 
talked about things in general at first, 
п 1 maneuvered to the point 
"How's your training going 
"Good," he said. “Boudi 
just Tike he was your man. 
"How's your roadwork?” 
“Tm doin’ what 1 always done." 
“Is that enough? 
“Always has been.” 


"E said. 


my man, 


I reminded him, “you 
might have to go fifteen rounds, You've 
got to be prepared to go fifteen rounds. 


Proper roadwork is the only way you 
get ready to go fifteen rounds. How 
many miles аге you running cach day?” 


“I never count "em," he said. 
used to start off with a couple miles 
jogging, sometimes running 
. The last few weeks before the 
fight, Pd increase it to three miles, and 
then to four, and eventually to five 
miles.” 
ive miles a day!” 
Vo other way to do it, man 
no other way. 
“You ran all that? 
“For every big fight,” I said. 
° he said, all shook up. 
us." I said, “if you believe 


1 said, 


I said, me, 
you'll make sure you do those miles in 
But don't do it for me, 
п, do ir for yourself. You're the one 
who's going in with Liston, 

The next morning, Boudini told me 
later, Clay was like a kid with a new toy. 
АП he wanted to do was run. 

Alter that, Cassius phoned me every 
day, sometimes twice a day, and told me 
how he was training, Angelo Dundee was 
supervising his workouts and advi 
him, and Angelo is a sharp boxin 
But sometimes a fighter likes to discuss 
his training with somebody hesides his 
trainer. When Cassius wanted advice, he 
phoned me. 

"And now I got a big question for 


"Tell me, Narcissus, is there someone else?" 
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you," he said one day on the phone. 
“How should I fight Liston?” 

"The same way I fought Jake La- 
Motta," 1 said. “The matador and the 
bull. You can't match strength with Lis- 
ton, just like I couldn't match strength 
with LaMoua. He was the bull, but I 
was the matador and I outsmarted him. 
You can beat Liston the same way. ТЇЇ 
send. you the film of my LaMotta fight 
and you study it." 

“Bener than that,” he said, “you bring 
it. You must be here for the fight. You 
must be with пи 

I was between fights, so I agreed. On 

the flight to Miami, 1 realized that he 
had slicked me into becoming sort of his 
manager after all. He had me advising 
him on his training and his tact 
had asked me to do that day outside my 
café 960. Instead. of resenting the 
way he had charmed me, I was enjoying 
it. But when T arrived at the pink-stucco 
home he had rented in the Negro neigh: 
borhood of Miami, the scene was unlike 
anything ТА ever seen for a fighter a few 
ys before the biggest thing in his life. 
Noise, man. W; Oise. 
His sparring pa icluding his 
brother Rudolph Valentino CI were 
there, and that was good. But so 
girls were there, too—loxes, 
called them. And some middle 
Віла: Muslims, I Liter discovered. AMT 
knew was that there was too much com- 
motion and too much temptation, 

"Cassius," 1 told him when I got hi 
alone, "you've got to clear out these 
peopl 

“What for?" he said. "АП these foxes 
keep me ро They give me more 
incentive.” 

“Man, they'll give you nothin’ but 
trouble. Save your incentive for after the 
fight.” 

I wasn't sure that he'd go along with 
me, but did. The house q 
down. He got more rest. He had more 
time to think about how he was going to 
fight Liston, how he was "going to bait 
the bea аз he called him. He liked to 
taunt Liston. One day, he had stopped 
at the hotel where Liston was training, 
to shout and yell at him. The day of the 
fight, 1 а tlk with him before we 
lelt for the weighir 


s, as he 


he саса 


“When you see Liston,” I said, “play it 


cool. Don't go тош 
fight is tonight." 
Don't worry,” he assured me. “Every- 
things gonna be all right. The bear 
already is in my wap.” 
The moment he saw Liston, he forgot 
s promise. He started to shout and yell 
about how he was The Greatest, about 
how he was going to beat Liston like he 
was his daddy. The more he shouted, the 
wilder he got. His eyes looked like they 
were going to jump out of his head. I 


g oll, man. The 


was trying to calm him down: so were 
Boudini and Angelo Dundee; but no- 
body had any influence over him. He was 
€ a maniac. The commission chairman 
fined him 52500. One of the commission 
doctors pronounced him "on the verge of 
hysteria.” In the midst of the е: 
Bill Faversham, one of the Loui: 
lionaires who 1 bankrolled Clay, took 
me aside, 
“Ray,” he 
"EMO ary. 
"What is iti 
"Stay with Cassius the rest of the day." 
"You don't want me for that, you 
want a padded cell." 
“Ray, he'll listen to yo 
“He didu't here," I replied. “I warned 
him not to make a scene here,’ 
“But he doesn't listen to us at all.” 
“All right,” D said, “PH ay (o calm 
him down when we get back to the 
house.” 
“You're our only hope, Ray,” he said. 
The suangest thing was, when we got 
into the car to return to the house, 
Cassius had cooled oll completely. 1 


couldn't believe it, When 1 finally had 
him alone in the house, I sat down 
across from where he was resting in his 


bed. 


Now, listen, Cassius,” I began. 
"Em all right, man," he sud. 
and collected.” 
“That's not the point," I 

“Then what is?” he said quietly. 

“If you're not going to listen to me, 
Cassius, then you don't need me here 
with you. I'm trying to be your friend, 
trying lo give you advice. But if you're 
not going to take it, I'm not going to 
bother to give it. Everything you're 
going through today, waiting for a title 
fight, I went through dozens of times. 
Now, either you listen to me or I leave. 

"Sugar Ray,” he said slowly. "Sugar 
he greatest. I must listen to you." 

“AIL right, then," I said. “When you 
go into that ring tonight, no nonsense. 

"OK. no nonsense,” he said. "But that 
bear turns me on. He thinks he's so 
tough. And he can't beat me. No way." 

"That's just it," I said. 

" he wondered. 

You've got to prove that he can't be: 
you in the ring по place else, 
That's where you've got to make а fool 
out of him. All this talking don't win 
you the fight. Nobody at the weighi 
raised your hand and pronou you 
the new champion because you outtalked 
Liston. You got to beat him in the ring. 
t's the only place it counts, In the 


айа 


R. 


iced 


Sugar Ray," he said, looking up, 
know what the business is all about. 

The rest of the afternoon and in the 
carly hours of the evening, he was per- 
fecily relaxed. He dozed off for a na 
He watched TV and when he saw his 


antics at the weighin, he laughed so hard 
he shook. But that night in the dressing 
room, I had another scare. Willie Red- 
dish, who tained Liston, came in to 


check the taping on Clay's hands. Red- 


dish teased С 
"Man," Casius s 
right here and TI] whip your be: 
ring.” 
Reddish, who had once been a heavy- 
weight, went into his stance and Пеко 
couple of playful jabs Clay hopped oft 
the rubbing table and made а big bluft 
out of going after Willie. He didn't get 
far. Angelo grabbed him. So did Boud 
And so did I. 
‘Sit down and stay there,” I said. 
When 1 saw the little smile in the 
corner of Clay's face, 1 realized he was 
fooling with Reddish; but I don’t think 
Reddish realized that. When he returned 
to Liston's dressing room, I'm told he 
shook his head and said, “Thar kid is 
стагу”—стагу like a fox; because when 
the fight started, he made a mess of 
Liston. He stuck his jab in Liston’s face 
whenever he wanted to, and he had him 
bloodied up long before Liston stayed 
оп his stool when the bell rang for the 
seventh round. 1 don't know if Liston 
had a sore shoulder, like he claimed, but 
1 know he had a sore face. 
The moment Clay realized t 
won, he started leaping around the ring. 
Eat your words” he shouted at 
the sportswriters at ringside, "Eat your 
words.” 
Virtually all of the sportswriters had 
rated Clay a braggart instead. of a boxer. 
When he spotted me in the ringside 
seats, he yelled, "The matador and the 
bull.” 
Now that Clay was the champion, 1 
had a decision to make. Several days 
before the fight, he had mentioned that 
he wanted me to join hi n advisor 
on strategy and theater-TV plans. Mean- 
while, 1 had discovered. his leanings 10- 
ward the Black Muslims. The day alter 
the Liston fight, he announced his con- 
version. He had been tutored by Mal- 
colm X, then the ch le to El 
Muhammad, In his way, Malcolm X was 
a brilliant man, a true orator. But he 
wasn’t my style. Neither was the Muslim 
docirin 


lay about rhe wild weighin. 
id, “PH whip you 
in the 


he had 


I told him. thankful for the 
ill a fighter. I just cant 
get involved with you full time now. 

He accepted that and 1 hustled back 
to New York. He changed his name to 
Cassius X and he later changed it to 
Muhammad Ali. He would phone me 
every so often, but 1 went to Europe 
again. During my trip, he required her- 
nia surgery that delayed his November 
return bout with Liston, In Febr 
1965, when he was still recuper: 
was in Kingston, Jamaica. When there's 
snow in New York, it's always nice to 


excuse, " 
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arrange a fight somewhere in the Carib- 
bean. When the promoter there heard 
me discussing my friendship with Clay, 
d an idea. 


np in Miami," the pro- 
kl invite him down to 
second 

It was a good stunt. Clay had never 
been to Jamaica. He colorful and 
would add to the crowd and to my 
percentage. When 1 phoned him, I told 
him I'd give him $1000. He was on the 
‚ aloug with his first wife, 
When he strutted 
down the ramp, he was waving and 
yelling. 

“The greatest second 1 


ved," he 


was shouting, “for Sugar Ray—the king, 
the master, my idol.” 
He always used the same line, but J 


loved it. The way he dramatized it, I 
always had to laugh at it. He was a 
funny kid. 1 mean funny comical; but he 
could be funny weird, too, whenever he 
preached Muslim doctrine. 


“The white man the 
world,” he would si 
“Don't talk foolish, 
е any sense.” 
Hah," he said, "Allah is the only 
one who c e us all. And his prophet 
is Elijah Muhammad, the leader of the 
on of Islam, The last time I saw 
lı Muhammad, in Chicago, he told 
at if you would embrace 
the Muslim faith, he'd collect seven 
hundred thousand dollars for you." 


is destroying 


1 


1. “You don't. 


"For me—seven hundred thousand 
dollars?” 
"There are seven hun 


us Muslims, 


con- 
and 


bars $ dalli: df you joined us 
nounced that you have embraced the 
Muslim faith, The great Sugar Ray Rob- 
inson, а Muslim." 
“But 1 can't do that, 
“What do you mean. you can't?" 
"Because | don't believe in the Mus- 
Jims,” 1 said. “Cassius. a religion is ome- 


“One thing for sure—we know who didn't do it.” 


© got to believe in. You believe 
d I respect you for it. 1 don't 
€ with you, but 1 respect your right 
to believe wh: To me, any 


sort of beli good- 
Protestant, Jewish, Muslim. But from 
little kid, i've believed in Christ 


and in the Bible, life with Jesus Christ 
АП the Christian religions preach love 
for your fellow man, But not the Muslim 
faith, The Muslim faith preaches hatc 
for the white man.” 

He didn’t seem to know what to say. 

I continued, know your slo 
ае white man is a devil, the white 
devils, That's terrible, You can't 
this world hating people. You can’t live 
without the white man, or the black 
man, or the red man, or the yellow m 
People should be 


"but if you ever 
change your mind. . . . 

I won't change my mind," | said 
“You tell Elijah Muhammad thanks for 
the offer, but I'm happy the way 1 am, 
Christian believer.” 

And that ended the conversation. 
Although 1 disagreed with his Muslim 
faith, somehow I liked him. Most of the 
ime, Cassius Clay is one of the most 
le people Гуе ever known. I hoped 
that our differences wouldn't ruin our 
friendship. They didn't. We continued to 
phone each other quite often. He made 
a big fuss over me when he tained in 
New York for his fight with Zora Folley, 
ist title defense before he refused to 

enter the United States Army in 1967. 

“Sugar Ray,” his voice boomed over 
the phone one night. “You have to work 


in my co 

“You have all the good comer men 
you need," I told him. "You dont want 
me there, too." 


“I worked in your corner in Kingston, 


Jamaica," he said. "Now you have to 
work in mine. 
To him, it was like a debt, He offered 


me $1000, the same amount he had 
earned in Kingston. At the time, 1 really 
needed that grand, and he probably re: 
ized that, 


"I said, “FH come down to 


югом and wel talk 


the 
about it.” 

In the dull gray basement of the Gar 
den, a ring had been set up for Cassius 
to work in. As 1 arrived, he was inside 
the ropes, shadowboxing. When he took 

breath 


‚ he spotted me. 


he king, the master, my idol,” he 
shouted. 
About 300 people were there, warch- 


ing the workout. 
me, th 


When he pointed at 
r heads spun. 


"Sugar Ray Robinson." he announced, 
“The Greatest. . 
In a stage whisper, he added, "Except 


for me," and everybody laughed. His 
voice boomed again. “Неге he comes, the 


Ling. the master, my idol! Sugar Ray 
be in my corner, 
secrets, when I oppose 


didn't need me. His 
fast feer were enougl 


and his speed would en- 
п to conquer most of the slow- 
kc the 
late Rocky Mardano: Cassius would be 
too fast and too fancy for Rocky, but his 
speed wouldn't help him aga 
Louis Before the second Billy C 
fight, Joe said, "He can ru 
le." It would be the same with С: 
k both h 

EL 


down, Joe Louis would knock him ou 
never saw any of the heavyweight cham- 
pions before Joe Louis, but Jersey Joc 
Walcott, with his shuffling sideways style, 
would have given Cassius trouble. 

As it turned ош, I did give Cassius 
some advice, but he spurned it. 

The night before his fight with Folley, 
my phone rang at about 11 o'clock. Cas- 
sius sounded more serious than I had 
ever heard him. 

"Sugar Ray,” he said, "can you come 
down to sce me? Please, I have got to see 
you tonight—now." 

He staying at Loew's Midtown 
Motor Inn, across Eighth Avenue from 
the old Garden. When I knocked on his 
door, he opened it himself, He was the 
only one in the room. He handed me a 
wad of bills 
"Heres your thousand dollars,” he 


"But there's no way I can be in your 
A . "I don't have a license as 


a second.’ 
“Man, you wanted to.” he said. “That's 

good enough." 

What's going on, Cassius?" I said, not 

ng that he preferred to be called 

“Why did you call me 

And then it hit me. "T 


th 
Muhammad Ali. 


mean, Mul 
“Never mind the Muhammad," he 
. "You don't have to call me 0 
‘Well, what's on. your mind?" I said. 
“You got a fight tomorrow. You should 
have bcen asleep two hours ago." 
“T's the Army,” he said. 
“What about the Army 
“They wam me—soor 
“I know that,” I said. “I read about it 


" T asked. 


in the paper last week.” 
"But E 


an't go,” he said. 
ye got to go," I said. 

ne said. h Muhammad 
told me that I can't go. 
"What do you mean, you can't go?" 1 
1, really annoyed. 
Siuing there on the bed, his eyes on 


“Well, Edna? Now what do you think 
of my silly experiments!!” 


the floor, he didn't know how to answer 
me. 
"That's what he told me. 
I don't care what Muhammad told 
you,” I continued, "but I do care about 
you. И you don’t go into the Army, you'll 
When that happens, they'll take 
j- When you come out of 
jail, you won't be permitted to fight. Do 
ze that you're forfeiting your en- 
ve in this Mus- 
lis much, to give up your 


lim business 
e career?” 


"Well" he stumbled, "Muhammad 
told me. 
Then let Muhammad go to j 


of those other 
g to jul with 


il, n 
Muslim leaders are go 
you. I know you respect your religion, 
but at the same time, you must live by 


When you go to 


the law of the land. 
you must live by the 


'erever you live, 


"But Fm afraid, Ray, Im really 
afraid." 
“Afraid of what?" I said. "Afraid of 


the Muslims if you don't do what Mu- 
hammad told you?” 
He didn't answer me. 


“Now, look, C * I said, “I told 
you what I think. That's all 1 сап do for 
you. I'm your friend and I'm always 
going to advise you with what I think is 


; he said quietly. “Thanks 


for coming. 

He stood up and we shook hands. I 
looked into his handsome face as I left. 
His eyes were glistening with tears—tears 
of torment, te: 

Te was the 1, 
talk to while he was still the champion. 
He knocked out Zora Folley the next 
day, and shortly thereafter refused to be 
drafted into the Army. That sume day, 
his title was vacated by the 
State Athletic Commission 
World Boxing Association, It w 
The least the commission 
W.B. A. could have done was w 


until 
his conviction had completely cleared 
the courts—which still hasn't happened. 


In any case, the title is Cass 
He won it in the ring, and tl 
place he should have lost it. 


* property. 
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CORDLE 


knowledge of having put someone else in 


that position. 
He had done it! Just Hike that, he 
had transformed himself from onion into 
carrot! 
Bor was his position ethically defensi 
ble? Presumably, the clerk could not 
help being detestable: he was a product 


of his own genetic and social environ- 


ment, а victim of his conditioning: he 
was naturally rather than intentionally 
пае 


Cordle stopped himself. Не saw that 
he was engaged in typicil onionish 
thinking, whieh was an inability 10 con- 
ceive of carrots except as perration 
from oniondom. 

But now he knew th 
and carrots had to exist 
would be no Stew. 

And he also knew that à man was free 
id could choose whatever vegetable he 
wanted to be. He could even live as an 
amusing lite green pe gulf, 
forceful dove of garlic (though perhaps 
that was scratching at the metaphor). In 


both onions 
otherwise, there 


пу event, a man could take his pick 
between carrothood and oniondom, 
There is much to chink about here, 


Cordle thought. But he never got around 
10 thinking about ir. Instead, he went 
sightseeing. despite the rain, and then 
continued his travels, 


"The next incident occurred in Nice, in 
а cozy little resauram on rhe Avenue 
des Diables Bleus, with red.checkered t 
Dledoths and incomprehensible men 


writ in longhand with purple ink. 
wa 


ers, one of whom 
al Belmondo, down 


‘There were [our 
looked like Jean- 
to the Gyarene drooping from his lor 
lower lip. The others looked like run- 
obtheanill muggers. There were sever 
andinavian customers quictly eating a 
eassoulet, опе old Frenchman in а beret 
and three homely English 
Belmondo sumered over. Cordle, who 
spoke a clear though idiomatic French, 
asked for the tendranc menu he had 
seen hanging in the window. 
The wai we him the sort of look 
one reserves for pretentious begas. 
that is all finished for today,” he ва 
and handed Cordle a lrane menu. 
In his previous incarnation, Супе 
would have bit down on the bullet and 
ordered. Or possibly he would. have is 
ea, nembling with ош: id left the 
restaurant, blundering a chair on 
the war 


рс, 
шо 


But пом 

“Perhaps vou did not understand me, 
Cordle said. "It is a matter of French 
law that you must serve from all of the 
fixed price menus that you show in the 


window.” 

UM" sien is a lawyer?” the waiter in- 
quired, his hands perched insolently on 
his hips. 


(continued from page 162) 


"No. M'sieu is 
dle said. giving wh 
fair warning 

“Then sien mi 
he desires" the w 
were slits. 

"OK." Cordle said. And just then, 
fortuitously, an elderly couple came. imo 
the restaurant. The man wore а double- 
breasted slae-blue suit with a hal-inch 
white pin stripe The woman wore a 
flowered organdy dress. Cordle called to 
them, "Excuse me, are you folks English?” 

A bit stariled, the man inclined his 


troublemaker.” Coi 
t he considered to be 


make what trouble 
said. His eyes 


head in rhe barest intimation of a nod 
“Then 1 would advise you mot to 
єн here, 1 am a health inypector for 


UNESCO. The chef apparently bas not 
washed his hands since D day. We haven't 
made a definitive test for typhoid yet, but 
we have our suspicions. As soon as my as 
sistant arrives with the litmus paper. . . ." 

A deathly hush һай [allen over the 
темапгаш. 
suppose а boiled egg would be safe 
enough,” Cordle said. 

The elderly man probably didn't be- 
lieve him. But it didn’t matter, Cordle 
was obviously trouble. 
tome. Mildred," he said, and they 
hurried out. 

There goes sixty francs plus five per- 
cent tip.” Cordle said, coolly. 

Leave here at once! 
snarled. 

^I like it here,” Cordle said, folding 
his arms. “T like the ambiance, the sense 
of 2 


the 


О 
You are not permitted to stay with- 
out cating 

“I shall eat. From the  tenfranc 
menu." 

The waiters looked at one another, 
nodded in unison and began to advance 
n a threatening phalanx. Cordle called 
to the other diners, “I ask you all to bear 

ines! These men are going to attack 
nst one. contrary to French 
Taw and. universal human ethics, simply 
because 1 want to order from the ten- 
f nu, which they bave falscly 
advertised.” 

It was a long speech, but this was 
dely the time lor grandiloquence. Cor- 
dle repeated it in English. 


пс m 


Th Е ish ils ped. “The old 
Frenchman went on cating his soup. 
The Scandinavians nodded grimly and 


a tO take oll their jackets. 

The waiters held another conference, 
The one who looked like Belmondo said, 
“Asien, you ave forcing us to call the 


polic 
“That will save me the trouble; 
g them тузе" 


Cor- 


his holiday in coun? 
“That is how m'siew spends most of 
his holidays,” Cordle said. 


The waiters conferred again. Then 
Belmondo stalked over with the 30-franc 
menu. “The cost of the prix fixe will be 
ten Папе, since evidently that is all 
m'sieu can айога.” 
lle let d 
soup. gre 
guignon 
The waiter went to put in the order. 
While he was waiting, Cordle sang 
Waltzing Matilda in a moderately loud 
voice. He suspected it might speed up 
the service. He got his food by the time 
hed “You'll never catch. me alive. 
he" for the second timc. Cordle 
pulled the tureen of stew toward him 
nd lifted a spoon. 
It was a breathless moment, Not one 
diner had left the restaurant. And Cor 
die was prepared. He leaned forward, 
soupspoon in shoveling position, aud 


t pass. "Bring me onion 
a salad and the boeuf Lour- 


snifled delicately. A hush fell over the 
room. 

“It lacks а certain something," Cordle 
stid aloud. Frowning. he poured the 


o мо the boeuf bourenignon. 
He snifled. shook his head and added a 
hall loaf of bread, in slices, He sniffed 
again and added the salad and the con- 
tenis of a salicellar 

Cordle pursed his lips. 
“it simply will not do.” 

He overturned the entire contents of 
the tureen onto the table. И was an act 
comparable. perhaps. to throwing pentian 
violet on the Mona Lisa. АП of France 
hd most of western Swiueiluid went 
imo a state of shock. 

Unhuniedly, but keeping the frozen 

ters under surveillance, Cordle rose 
nd dropped ten francs into the mess. 
He walked to the door. turned and said, 
“Му compliments to the chel, who might 
bener be employed as a cement. mixer. 
And this, mon vieux B 

He пем his aumpled linen пар 
onto tlie floor. 

As the matador. after a fine series of 
passes, turns his back contemptuously on 
the bull and suolls away, х0 went Cor- 
dle. For some unknown reason, the wait- 
eis did not rush out alter him, shoot him 
dead and h 
et lamppost. So Cordle walked. for ten 
or filicen blocks, taking rights and lefts 
ar random. He cam 


on soup. 


5," he said, 


wa 


is for you 


" 


ag his corpse fiom the near 


10 the Promenade 


des A ad sw down on a bench. 
He was trembling and his shirt was 
drenched with perspiration. 

“But d did it." he said. “1 did it) H 


I was unspea 
with i 

Now he really knew why carrots acted 
thar way. Dear God in heaven, what joy, 
what delectable bliss! 


ably vile a 


d 1 got away 


lle then reverted to his mild ma: 
nered self, smoothly and without regrets. 


He stayed that way umil his second day 
in Rome. 
He was in his rented. ca 


He and 
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310 Sime Frenchman! If only he, Gian 


seven other drivers were lined up at a 
traffic light on the Corso Vittorio Eman- 
ucle H. There were perhaps 20 cars 
behind them. АП of the drivers were 
revving their engines, hunched over the 
steering wheels with slitted eyes. dream- 
of Le Mans. All except Cordle, who 
drinking in the cydopean architec- 
ture of downtown Rome. 

The checkered flag came down! The 
drivers floored their accelerators. trying 
to spin the wheels of their underpowered 
Fiats, wearing out their clutches and their 
nerves, but doing so with édat and brio. 
МІ except Cordle, who seemed to be the 
only man in Rome who didn't have to 
win а race or keep ап appointment. 

Without undue haste or particular de- 
Cordle depressed the clutch and en- 
aged the gear. Already he had lost nearly 
two seconds—unthinkable at Monza ог 
Monte Сано. 

The driver behind him blew his hom 
frantically. 

Cordle smiled to himself. a secret, ugly 
expression. He рш the gearshift into 
I. engaged the hand brake and 
stepped out of his car, He ambled over 
10 the hernblower, who had turned pasty 
white and was fumbling under his seat, 

tire iron. 
Cordle, in French, "is 
g wrong: 

“No, no, nothing," the driver replied 
in French—his first mistake. “1 merely 
wanted you to go, to move.” 

“But 1 was just doing that," 
pointed out. 

“Well, then! It is all 

“No, it is not all right,” Cordle told 
1 think 1 deserve а better explan: 
of why you blew your horn at me,” 

The hornblower—a Milanese business- 
man on holiday with his wile and four 
childver "My dear sir, 
slow, you were delaying us all. 
d Cordle, “You blew your 
horn two seconds alter the light changed. 
Do you call two seconds slow? 


smetl 


Cordle 


him. “1 
Ш 


—rashly replied, 


low 


“It was much longer than than" the 
man riposted [eel 
Trafic was now backed up as far south 


A crowd of 10.000 had gath- 
s in Viterbo and 
led into a state of 


as Naples. 
ered. Carabinieri u 
€ л had been c 
alert. 

"That is untrue,” Cordle said. “1 have 
estured at the crowd, 
which gestured back. “I shall call my 
witnesses before You must 
know that you broke the law by blowing 
your horn within the city limits of Rome 
in what was clearly not an 

The Mi 
the crowd, now swolle 
Dear God, he thought, if only the Goths 
would descend again and exterminate 
these leering Romans! If only the ground 
would open up and swallow ihis in- 
rlo 


the courts. 


«| at 


j, had a dull spoon with which to 
open up the veins of his wrist! 

Jets from the Sixth Flect thundered 
сай, hoping to avert dhe long 
expected coup d'etat. 

‘The Milanese businessman's own wile 
was shouting abuse at him: Tonight he 
would cut out her faithless heart and 
mail it back to her mother. 

What was there to do? In Milan, he 
would have had this Frenchman's head 
on а platter. But this was Rome, a south- 
ern city, an unpredictable and dangerous 
place. And legalistically, he was possibly 
in the wrong, which left him ata further 
disadvantage in the argument 

“Very well,” he said. “The blowing of 
the horn was Eee truly unnecessary, 
despite the provocano 

“I insist on a genuine apology,” 
sisted Cordle, 

There was a thundering sound to the 
cast: Thousands of Soviet tanks were mov- 

8 into battle formation across the ріліп 
of Hungary. ready lo resist the lo 
expeaed NATO thrus imo Transyl- 
Vania. The water supply was cut oll in 
. Bari. The Swiss dosed 
ad stood ready to dy 


in- 


ight, 1 apologize! 
n screamed, “I 


the Milanese 
n sony 1 


provoked you and even sorrier that Í was 

bom! Again, 1 apologize! Now will 
8 polog 

you go away and let me have icut 


tack in peace? 

7 accept your apology," Cordle said. 
“No hard feelings, eh?" He strolled back 
to his car, h Blow ihe Man 
Down, and drove away as millions 
cheered. 

War was once again averted by a hair- 
breadth. 

Cordle drove 10 the Arch of Titus 
parked his car and—to the sound of a 
thousand trumpets—passed. through й. 
He deserved this triumph as well as any 


God, he gloated, 1 was loathsome! 

In England, Cordle stepped on 
young Lady's toe just inside the T 
Gate of the Tower of Loudon 
should have served as an intim 
something. Lhe young lady 
Mavis. She 
Jersey, 1 dong suaigut dark 
She was slender, pretty, imell 
energetic and she had a sense of humor. 
She had minor faults, as well, but they 
play no part in this story. She let Cordle 
buy her а cup of «ойее. They were to 
gether constantly for the rest of the week. 

^L think 1 am infatuated,” Cordle said 
himself on the seventh day. He real 

t once that he had made a slight 
understatement. He was violently and 
hopelessly in love. 

But what did Mavis feel? She scemed 
not unfond of him. It was even possible 
that she might, conceivably, reciprocate. 

At that moment, Cordle had a flash of 


tion of 
was named 
came from Short Hills, New 


1 she h: 


to 
ized 


prescience. He realized that one week 
ago, he had stepped on the toe of his 
future wife and mother of his two chil- 
dhen, both of whom would be born aud 


This may sound unatractive and pro 
when stated baldly; bur it was 
ble to Cordle, who had no preren- 
sions to cosmopolitanism. After all, not 
1 of us can live at Cap Ferrat, Strangely 
enough, not all of us even want to. 

That day, Cordle and Mavis went to 
the Marshall Gordon Residence in Bel- 
gravia to see the Byzantine miniatures, 
Mavis had а passion for Byzantine mini 
ures that seemed harmless enough at 
the time. The collection was private. bur 
Mavis had secured invitations through a 
local Avis manager, who was uying very 
hard, indeed, 

They came to the Gordon Residence. 
an awesome Regency building in Hud- 
diestone Mews. They rang. A butler in 
full evening dress answered the door. 
They showed their invitations. The but- 
ler's glance and lifted eyebrow showed 
that they were carrying second-class i 
tations of the sore given to importunate 
art poseurs on Iday all-expense econo- 


vi- 


my lights rather than the engraved 
firstclass invitati ven to Picasso, 
Ray Robinson 


on Charles Goren and 
other movers and shakers of the world. 
The butler said. "Oh. yes . . " Two 
words that spoke black volumes. His Lace 
twitched, he looked like à man who has 
received an unexpected visit from Tam- 


erane and a iment of his Golden 
Horde. 
“The miniatures" Cordle reminded 


m. 
“Yes, of course... . But I a 
that no one is allowed into 
Gordon Residence without a coat 
necktie.” 


the 
nd 


an oppressive August day. Cor- 
dle was wearing a sport shirt. He said, 
"Did I hear you correctly? Coat and 
necktie?” 


The butler said, 


“That is the rulc, 


Mavis asked, “Couldn't you make an 
exception this oucez" 

The butler shook his head. “W 
must stick by ihe rules, 
wise. .. ." He left the fe rity 
unsaid, but it hung in the air like a 
chrome-plated fart. 

"Of course," Cordle said, pleasantly. 
“Otherwise. So its а coat and tie, is it? 
1 think we can 

Mavis put a hand o 
“Howard, let's go. We ca 
some other time. 

“Nonsense, my dear. If 1 may borrow 


ис raincoat fre 
Shoulders and put it on, ripping 
“There we go, mate!” he said b 


the butler. “That should do it, n'est-ce 


pase” 


think wor,” the buder said, in a 
voice bleak enough to wither artichokes. 
їз the matter of the 


uiting you 
tion of Peter Lorre 
only he appreciated. 

“Howard! Let's gor" 
Cordle waited, sm 


afraid. sir, 
vot wh 
Not precisely what was meant by 
coat and tie. 

"Are you tying to tell me.” Cordle 
said in а loud, unpleasant voice, "that 


you are am arbiter of men's clothing as 
well as a door opene 
Of course not! But this impromptu 


attire — 
“What has ‘impromptu’ got to do with 
i1? Are people supposed to prepare three 
days in advance just to pass your inspec 
tion: 
You are wearing a womans 
proob and a soiled handkerchiel," the 
butler sted stiflly. “1 think there is no 
эте 10 say." 


said, "You do that, sweetheart, and ГИ 
have you up for stander and defamation 
of character. Those are serious charg 
over here, buddy. and I've got witnesses.” 

Aside from Mavis, Cordle had collected 
a small. diffident but interested crowd. 

“This is becom wirely too ridi 


lous,” the butler said, temporizing, the 
door half closed 

“You'll find a stretch at Wormwood 
Scrubs even more ridiculous,” Cordic 
told him. “L intend to persecute—I 


mean prosecute.” 

"Howard!" cried Mavis. 

He shook off her hand and fixed the 
butler with a piercing glance. He said, “I 
am Mexican, though perhaps my excel- 
lent grasp of the English has deceived 
you. In my country. а man would cui his 
own throat before letting such an insult 
pass unavenged. А wom 
say? Hombre, when I w 
becomes a man's coat. Or do you imply 
that Dam а maricón, a—how do you 
it?—homosexual?” 

The cowd—hecoming less modest— 
growled approval. Nobody except a lord 
loves a butler. 

“1 meant 
butler said weakly. 

“Then a's coat 

* Just as vou wish, si 

“Unsatisfactory! The innuendo still 
exists. 1 go now to find an othcer of the 
haw.” 


0 such implication," the 


r, lets not be 
said. His face was bloodless and hi 
ads were shaking. "Your coat is 
man's cout, sir. 

“And what about my necktie 


strably- 
Wh d my neck.” Coi 
dle said coldly, "becomes what it is 
led to be. I I wore a piece of figured 
silk around my throat, would you call it 
ladies’ underwear? Linen is a suitable 
material for a tie, verdad? Function de- 
fines terminology, don't you agree; H 1 
ride to work on а cow, no one says that 
1 am mounted on a steak. Or do you 
detect a flaw in my argument?" 
id that I don't fully under- 
sand ît..." 
hen how сап you presu 
in judgment over й 
The crowd. which had been growi 
restless, now murmured approval. 
7 cried the wretched butle 


пе to stand 


“1 beg 


T have a coat. a necktie а 
ion. Perhaps you would be 
ough to show us the Byzantine minia 
m 

The butler opened wide the door to 


TH 
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Pancho Villa and his tattered hordes. 
"The last bastion of civilization had been 
captured. in les than an hour, Wolves 
howled along the banks of the Thames, 
Morelos’ barefoot army stabled its horses 
in the British Museum, and Europe's 
Jong night had begun. 
Cordle and Mavis viewed the collec 
tion in silence. They didn’t exchange a 
word unt nd strolling 
through Regents Park. 
s" Cordle be 


опе 


ible! You were unbelievable! You 
were—I can't find а word ronen enough 
for what you were! 1 never dreamed 
that you were one of those sadisti 

rds who get their kicks out of hu 
ng people! 
"But, Mavi 


s a stupid, bigoted old man,” 
. “1 thought you were not. 
“But he said- 
t doesn't matter. The fact is, you 
were enjoying yourself! 

“Well, yes, maybe you're 
dle said, “Look, 1 can explain. 

“Not to me, you ca er. Pl 
stay away from me, Howard. Permanent- 
ly. E mean that.” 

The future mother of his two а 


ight,” Cor- 


dren 


began to walk away, out of his life. 
Cordle hurried after her. 

“Mavi 
М call а cop, Howard, so help me, I 
will! Just leave me alone! 

“Mavis, I love you 

She must have heard him, but she kept 
on walking. She was a sweet and beauti- 
ful girl and definitely, unchangcably, an 
onion, 


Cordle was never able to explain to 
Mavis about The Stew and about the 


fore condemning 
illumination are seldom cable. 
was able to make her believe that he 
ad undergone a brie! psychotic episode, 
ique and unprecedented and—with her 
—never to he repeated. 

They aic v 

and one bo 


ied now, have one girl 
live in a split-level house in 


Plainfield, New Jersey, and are quite 
coment. Cordle is visibly pushed around 
by Fuller Brush men, fund solicitors, 

ters and other imposing figures 


ty. But there is 
point of 
scheduled, solitary vac: 
he made a small name for himself in 
This year, he is going to 
Buenos Aires. 


“Wednesday? My God, I'm supposed to be 
in Cleveland on Wednesday!” 


(continued from page 226) 
When the punishment evokes more hon- 
est horror. than the crime, then the 
law is wrong. Lucy in the Sky with 
Diamonds. A house cannot sland half 
uptight and half tuned оп. Your only 
hope is dope. With a little help from 
your friends. 

At that second, I groaned inwardly 
and then, looking at the aj 
to laugh. He looked at me cu у 
Don't you know what you're doing, 
officer?” 1 was saying to myself. "You 
may have just put yourself out of a job. 
You may have just knocked out the 
Federal marijuana laws. 

I knew at that arresting moment that T 
couldn't cop a plea, make a deal. “On a 
plea of guilty, we can get you oll, Tim, 
with a suspended sentence and а few 
years probation. After all, it was only 
half an ounce.” But I just couldn't recant, 
throw myself at the mercy of a well-m. 
ing Texas judge separated  light-y 
from the folkways of my home. 

The tip to the Laredo jail com- 
plicated, because we had to load all our 
luggage imo the cars of the two agents. 
"he inspector possessively patted the 
hood of our station wagon and said, 
“This car is now confiscated. Property of 
the U.S. Government” He grinned. 
“Too bad. It's brand-new, isn't it? 

I shrugged. “You'll have to discuss all 
that with the rental agency. The cars 
only leased.” 

His face fell in disappointment. 

At the jail, under the glare of the 
ked light bulbs, I kissed Rosemary 
made a brave, wavering speech to the 
not one 
person in history whom we admire who 
didn't do his time in the Man's prison. 
It's all part of our education. 

locked in the second-floor tier 
les—all Mexican or black. Т 
was taken to the third-floor tier. The 
jailer unlocked two barred doors and 
then directed me down the dark cell 
When I got to the filth cell, he 
pressed a button and the metal door 
creaked open. Metal on metal is the 
worst sound, I entered and the door slid 
shut. Remote control. Clang! The first 
time you find yourself in jail is an edu- 
cational moment for everyone, I guess. 

The next morning, the four of us were 
assembled in the jailer's office. Jack and 
1 were handcuffed together and we were 

arched two blocks to the office of 
the U.S. commissioner. There were pho- 
nd TV cameramen dancing 
front of us, 

The commissioner was stern, relentless 
and mainly preoccupied with our finan- 
cial status. How much cash? How much 
n the bank? What stocks and bonds? 
Property? He made Rosemary сту by 
demanding that she tell her parents to 


row. 


— —mormage then hone Baiil was set young Jem 


nerciful 


at some startling figure а [ 


ету of the Laredo marijuana combine 
took over, The jailer gave me the name 
of onc bail-bondsman. He's the best in 
town. The bail-bondsman gave me the 
name of one lawyer. He's the best in 
town. He'll get your bail reduced. The 
lawyer was a nice guy. He sat right down 
to talk business, radiating that genial 
self-confidence that only the unjailed cin 
express toward the imprisoned. He 
certain we could get bail reduced. He 
began scribbling оп a piece of paper. 
Let's see; you have $1400 in cash. It will 
cost about $500 for you to fly back to 
New York and my fee will be $500. That 
leaves $400 for Joc the bondsman, And 
with his percentage, let's see, we'll ask for 
$2500 for you and Rosemary and get the 
kids out on your guarantee. 

Within an hour, we were back in the 
commissioner's office. This time, it was all 
cordial, as though we had just purchased 
a new, expensive car and made the down 
payment and it w: tter of 
some paperwork and we'd be behind the 
wheel and off on our white-Christmas 
trip back to Millbrook. 

The indictments came down in Janu- 
ary. Susan and I were charged with three 
counts: smuggling marijuana, transport- 
g smuggled marijuana and failure to 
pay the m a fav. 

For an overview of the complex, de- 
vious strategy the Federal Government 
used until very recently to enforce its 
па statutes, the reader is refe: 
Joel Forts Pot: A Rational Ap- 
proach, in the October 1969 issuc of 
rtaypoy. For the purposes of this ac- 
count, it is enough to note that by the 
1960s, the repression of pot smoking had 
became an enormous police industry, pro- 
viding delightful game rewards to thou- 
sands of cops at all levels of government. 
Just at the time when civil rights mus- 
Че was making it more difficult to har- 
ass the “lazy, concupiscent, music-loving 
black man," a new and even more vul- 
nerable outgroup appeared: the “head: 
Psychedelic enthusiasts provided a made- 
to-order scapegoat lor a middle-aged, self- 
righteous American society. Heads were 
infuriatingly young and sexy. They 
were intolerably pleasure-sce They 
were openly skeptical of Johnson City and 
San Clemente values. And, what was 
most delightful to the lower-middle-class. 
constabulary, they tended to bc book- 
reading, artloving college people—tlie 
natural enemies of the crew-cut, gun- 
collecting TV watcher. 

I had the opportunity to watch the 
emergence of this peculiarly American 
pogrom in some detail At Laredo, for 
example, the Customs agents were auto- 
matically on the alert for youngsters who 
showed any signs of deviation [rom the 
old Joe College model. Young blacks, 


irs, kids from Fasiern cok 
ly New Yorkers—all came 
under ШЕ ET 
you get ng sense of who is hold- 
ing marijuana,” a border official confided 
to me after my trial. 

Detection of pot smokers was facilitat- 
ed by the ше of Mexican. informers, I 
am here to tell you. For example, some 
Princeton kids show up on the Nuevo 
Laredo nightlife scene. They are ap- 
proached by a hustler, who offers them 
grass, "Sure, that’s what we came down 
here for.” The pusher collects his fee, 
hands over the low-quality weed and 
then notifies the border patrol, who 
waiting the next day. The suspect’s bag- 
gage is searched, he is stripped, his bare 
arms examined—somet 
apertures are probed—and, 
joints are found hidden 
able 
pological research in Laredo, T talked to 
dozens of Northern college kids who were 
being proceed like naughty siu 


гой, 20 
in his FM port- 
lio. During my period of anthro- 


А "when 
the local 
nd the confiscated car, 
not to mention the boon to loci. inn- 
Keepers and restaurateurs. A tidy little 
involunt tourist trade for a sleepy 
border town. 

‘The disposition of Federal weed cascs 
became a delicate ballet of Si п! Com- 
plexity. The kid who was busted on the 
bridge immediately faced the three f: mil- 
iar charges: smuggling, with a m: 
sentence of 20 years and a minimum man- 
datory of 5 years: transportation, with a 
maximum of 20 years and а minimum 
mandatory of 5 (only а Presidential par- 
don сап lower these mandatory terms, 
and Nixon aint a head, brother); and 
the “tax count.” This last allowed more 
leeway—from suspended sentence and 
probation up to ten long years. 

The standard routine was to allow the 
middle-class offender to plead guilty to 


Mod 


the tax count in return for dismissal of 
the two heavy mandatory raps. There 
was little choice for the victim. He had 
e the deal. If he wanted to go 
al and fight the case, then the Gov- 
ernment would not drop the two heavy 
counts and the defendant was faced with 
an almost certain and unparolable ten 
years. Almost certain, because. Northern. 
ers just didn't win cases in front of a 
Laredo jury and a Texas judge. Its а 
very small tow nember, and every- 
one around the courthouse knows eve 
one who is likely to show up on a jury 
panel. The Customs officers play bridge 
with the lawyers and the jury is made up 
of merchants and housewives who are 
members of the same church societies. 1 
never saw a Negro on а Laredo jury. 
Another pressure toward making the 
tax-count deal was the fact that the Gov- 
ernment did not want to go to trial on 
grass cases. In the first place, it wok time 
and onerous preparation for the attor- 
neys. All the arresting agents had to spend 
a day waiting around court when they 
could have been down at the bridge, 
stripping hippies and protecting the bor- 
der [rom hedonic invasion. More impor- 
tant, the Justice Department didn't like 
to try middle-class Americans on the 
sling and transporting charges, be 
cause victory became embarrassingly dan- 
gerous. Ten years in the penitentiary for 


the college kid caught with ten joints. 
Trouble from the Congressman back 
home. 


Irs much easier to bust the Princeton 
kid, relieve him of $2000, scare him into 
repentance and send him back to the 
ampus under five years’ probation, in 
familial and academic disgrace, а sorry 
object leson for other undergraduates 
who are tempted to score for their 
friends. Interestingly enough, most 
middle-class parents highly approved 
of this chastising exercise. When Dad 
flew down to Laredo for the hear 
and stood in court next to Junior, hi 


"No, thanks . . . Гое already got one." 
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Rees both dnt Б keep 
school and out of a ten-y 

OF course, it all depended on repent- 
ance and the remorseful desire to mend 
your ways. Middle-class kids who acted 
like ghetto kids—that is, who expressed 
no guilt, who refused to beg for the 
chance 10 go back to school, who suggest- 
ed that they considered. pot smoking ac- 
ceptable behavior—could be sent up lor 
a discretionary few months until they got 
the point. Astonishingly, many parents 
ged the brief incarceration of 
a the hope that they would 
r s. I remember 
calling а Laredo lawyer who had “de 
fended” a young rock musician from San 
Francisco whose family instructed. the 
lawyer to let him do a year. “We've tried 
everything else 10 get him 10 go 1 
college, and maybe a little time in a 


structured militarytype environment will 
knock the nonsense out of him and 
teach him a trade,” the parents said. 


least they'll cut his goddamn hai 
The lawyer was quite blunt with me. 
“His folks are right. He's a cocky kid. 
The discipline will do him good." 
Governments most pressing rea 


The 


son for avoiding a vigorously fought 
marijuana trial was the uneasy knowl- 
edge that the Federal w was 


biza! 


€ monstrosity from the burcaucrat- 
ic standpoint and unconstitutional Iro 
the legal standpoint. Cons: 
tutional scholars assured 
grass laws violated the 
(forbidding scll-incrim 
by being forced to purchase a 
lor am illegal act), the Eighth 
ment (forbidding cruel 
ishment) and the Ninth 
(guaranteeing personal freedoms шиев 
tioned in the other amendments). 
‘The only other person who wouldn't 
make a deal dur four months that 
in and out of Laredo was a brash 
young hood from Newark. He couldn't 
cop the rax plea, seek probation and 
play it straight for five years. “Are you 
kidding? All my friends are ex-cons. My 
office is in a pool hall. How can 1 work 
that out with a probation officer?” 1 told 
him to make noises about appealing his 
s 
vermment dropped 
lawyer shook his 


the 


that 
fth Amendment 


me 


ation, in this case, 


verdict, which he did. On the day he w 
то go to tr 


1, the G 
His ow 


sters in New York, San Francisco 
and Los Angeles, but in other parts of 
the country and, particularly, in South- 
em border towns, forget it. 1 am willing 
to testify under oath that in the state of 
Texas in 1965, there was no criminal 
lawyer of repute who would vigorously 
fight to keep America green. 

For two months, 1 phoned and per- 
ed Texas lawyers who 


Ша look at me with: the disbelieving 
curiosity they might exhibit toward 

child molester. "Constitutional right to 
use narr-colt-ticks, huh?" What Texas 
lawyer wants to become known as the 
man who freed the land for dope ad- 
dicts? One prospective attorney had me 
fly down to Houston to spend the day 
with a psychiatrist, ostensibly because he 
might testify оп my behalt but really to 
check out the degree of my insanity. 
That lawyer used to chuckle and make 
jokes about my nuty LSD-type defense. 
iist Amendment, ha-ha,” His fees were 
ounce. 
aggled onto the playing court, 
finally, with a rather weak defense qua 
tet: There were two jolly Laredo law. 
yers for whom fighting the grass laws—a 
tactic th. successful. would cut down 
regular source of clients—was 
tly less than ucasonable. "They 
took the case because 1 was a likable 
maniac with some money in a legal de- 
fense fund to throw à No doubt, 


they were prepared to give me a 


shake, regardless of their private feelings. 
They were backed by two young idealistic 
lawyer friends of mine who had never 
tried al case before. 

In any event, the jury trial was point- 
les. 1 freely admitted possession of the 
ollensive hall ounce. Our aim ıo 
build up a good record for the appeal. I 
had to testify that E didn’t apply for the 
шах stamp because 1 knew 1 wouldn't get 
it and further knew that | would be 
incriminating myself as a grass user. And 
1 had to testify that I had used psyche- 
delic drugs as part of my religion. my 
profession and my righteous home life. 
Two medical authorities argued that g 
was less harmful than alcohol. À Hindu 
monk swore that Í had been initiated on 


sect tha as a мс 

10 medii And a photo of me stand- 

ing in front of а governmenticensed. 
alcut a shop with a holy man was 

subn lence, to the puzzlement 


of the clerk. Since the jury was bound to 
come in with a verdict of 
duding courtroom mesme 


мп and Cic- 


cronian forensic feats on my part, my 
goals for the trial itself were limited. T 
decided that the logical мер was for me 


to try to turn on the judge, to 
mind, to teach him something about the 
art and science of getting high. 

The moment of achievemem came 
during my second day on the stand, 
when the judge leaned toward me and 
said, by way of clarification, “What you 
g is that there are several levels 
ss and taking drugs is Tike 
going up in an elevator. Different drugs 
take you to different floors. Is that 


At the end of the trial, when the door 
to the jury room closed, one of my 
Laredo law: ced at his watch in a 


pleased, brisk manner and said, "Well, it 
will take them five minutes to sit down 
and light cigarettes. And ren minutes to 
elec a foreman and read the instruc 
tions. And, say, seven minutes to count 
the votes. They'll be out with the verdict 
in twenty-two minutes. 

were. Practice makes per- 
Alter the verdict, 1 was called up 
before the judge and sentenced to 30 
years’ imprisonment and a 530,000 finc 
for the crime of possessing half an ounce 
of grass. 

The 30-ycar rap was a noisy but empty 
ше. Lost in the headlines was the 
t that the judge had ordered a 90-day 
period of psychiatric observation in a 
for the criminally 
—a sincere or cynic 
to imply that 1 was а тата 
days, 1 would return for rese 
perhaps, for commitme 
was unlikely that I would be forced to 
serve more ti 
tory sentence. 

The sentence caused the expected flap. 
Press, TV, radio. A seismological re- 
vulsion of outrage and sympathy—p 
ticularly from foreign lands. A nice 
television station in Tokyo offered Rose- 
mary and me a two-week guided tour of 
Japan if we would spend an hour tellir 
Our story before the cameras. 1 was sud- 
denly escalated, thanks to Ha d and 
Laredo, to a curious place of notoriety 
somewhere between Christine Keeler and 
Ché Guevara. 

‘The prospect of serving any substan- 
ial prison time had never played any 
part in my mythology. I had по inten- 
of becoming a martyr. Sull 
others was a bad trip 2000 years ago, 
we are still trying to undo that misera 
blood-guilt mischief. No good cause, 
certainly not our jolly crusade for kicks, 
can be helped by that sadomasochistic 
dance we call martyrdom 

So the illegal law wouldn't get me. We 
would get the illegal law first. The ap- 
peal was turned over to a 
young civillibe 
then on the faculty of the Ur 
Texas 


versity ol 
w school. Finer struck off into a 
jungle of visionary tracts and theological 


manuscripts and eventually сате up 
with a classic defense of psychedelic reli- 
gious freedom. A Lew years too early. 
The next step for me was 10 accept 
the fact that L h; idely snatched 
ош of re Чао try to use the 
absurdity at Laredo to my advantage 
We figured—rightly—that it would take 
bout duce years for the case t0 get 
to and come down from the Supreme 
Court. So I had some 30 or 40 months to 
pitch myself back into the hedonic revo 
lution, to once € up what I now 
saw as а grand nationwide psychologic: 
and political experiment. 


The experiment, wh. 
at Harvard in 1961, would dete 
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‘empirically if psychedelic drugs could 


being conducted by the Defense 
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bring about a reconditioned sociery. For 
the test to work, to prove thing, my 
ample ol subjects had to run into the 
millions. The time limit on it would be 
the day of the Supreme Court verdict. 
By the time the decision came down, 
ıer the society would be reconditioned 
or it wouldn't. If it wasn't—if society 
ed cantly in (he di 
rection of pleasure freedom by 1969— 
then my own freedom would be lorleited. 
Rosemary and 1 would spend the rest of 
our lives in jail or in exile. 

J must confess that 1 had certain con- 
tinual misgivings about my new proles 
sional duties. By the end of the first year 
following the arrest, 1 had become a 
notorious and noisy agitator Гог the revo- 
lution, which was gathering momentum 
i ters where young people put 
heads. Yet I am, by nature, a skep- 
1, ironic, introspective person. with a 
strong sense of Celtic di; у. Here 1 
was, a scholarly researcher from Harvard 


with sideburns and two teenage 
children, sitting barefoot and bellowcred 
on a strobe-lit ‘companied by 


r and tabla ш an audience 
of several thousand theatergoers to "slide 
together in molecule embrace." 

When I would fail to appreciate this 
faintly ridiculous situation, my friends 
would be quick to remind me. 1 remem- 
ber sitting, profusely made up, under the 
floodlights of a Hollywood studio, lisien- 
ing to Dick Alpert’s quizacal, disapprov- 
ing question, “Timothy, why are you 
doing this?” I could only reply, "Well, 
Professor, ГА be delighted to have you 
take my place; 

A political strategy 
logical changes may scem but 
you'd better get used to ú In 
drugs change minds—and they do—how 
long will it be belore a 
not the least bit imerested in feedom 
and pleasure initiates researches where 


the mind-ch: are nob sell- 
istered? In 1962, wc dearly siw 
1 contol of mind-changing drugs 


would be the key political issue in to- 
morrow's society. Like, for instance: 


DECEMBER 25, 1479, WASHINGTON, 
D.C: TOPSECRET MEMO то SCHOOL 
ADMINISTRATORS. SUBJECT: REVISED 
DOSAGE RECOMMENDATIONS FOR SOCIO- 
PHARMACOLOGICAL то 
SCHOOL LUNGS. 

1. The standard dosage for third- 
grade students is changed to 30 mg. 
of Industrin. 

2. The add 
and 
now commence 

3. Unccoparative 
les onc to seve 


то 


ADDITIVES 


ighth grade. 
students from 
will reccive 50 


м 
mg. of Docilin daily. 

- Dosages of Intelligen and con- 
centrationols will remain. the same, 
pending results of ongoing rescarch 


-Deparment — —- — 


This may sound like science fiction, 
but Rosemary and 1 and our friends 
have been living in a weird sih world 
for several years. The point is this: lu 
the politics of the nervous system, the 
touchstone of freedom is sel-administra- 
tion. My own modest contribution to the 
free society 10 come was to persuade the 
youngsters who will be running things in 
2001 (hat they should instinctively dis- 
must and reject any Governmental con- 
trol of mind dru d learn, on their 
own, the complexities of sell-direcied re- 
conditioning, The standard liberal cliché 
about psychedelic drugs is that they 
should certainly be controlled by the 
Government but available to authorized, 
responsible, seriousminded,  conscicn- 
tious, competent researchers. In m 
sions of the futurc, just such a plausible 
prospect becomes the ultimate horror. 
The last person 1 want controlling drugs 
that can change my mind is a scrious 
Government scientist. The only persons 
who should conuol the che ls that 
change your hi е you and your girl. 

Our educational campaign to prosclyt- 
ize this new political message was cflec- 
tive enough to capture the imagination 
of a large percentage of our youth and, 
by 1966, to stimulate an enraged back- 
lash from the custodians of the estab- 
lished order. Anti-psychedelicdrug laws 
were hurriedly passed and the police of- 
fensive escalated. L. B. J. himself added 
a useful datum to our files when he took. 
the ume in his 1908 State of the Union 
message to denounce LSD by name as 
one ol the many evil forces surrounding 
the House of White. 

The laws and the Presidential denun- 
ciation pleased me enormously. The more 
illegal it was to turn on, the happier 1 
became. The dream of any revolutionary 
is to find a mode of change that is sym- 
bDolically єейсайһе and psychologically 
contagious. Picketing? Demonstrations? 
Marches? Sitins? Sclf-immolations? Hun- 


ger strikes? Card burning? Old маш! 
Such familiar revolutionary. techniques 
have become repetitious and stale, The 


truth of the maner is that turning on 
with illegal psychedelic drugs is the most 
powerful revolutionary technique 
developed. Neurological anarchy, and 
nothing les! By 1066, the taking 
delit drug in the Un 


ial a 
ast the adult establishment. 
who has turned on in the 
urs has had to say to himself 
ly to Chairman Mao-Nixon- 
Kosygin, etc: “I rejea Governmental 
control of my head and my pleasure. 
Th 
the deconditioning sugar cube become the 
ultimate instruments of political change. 


ly in his home has engaged in several 


—revoliiorary actions.-Tn-order-to-score —— 


he has connected himself to an under- 
ground of gentle collaborators. Turning 
On automatically makes the cops and the 
siate your persecutors, a point not to be 
overlooked these days, when the old-style 
appeals ıo stir up the downtrodden no 
longer cut it. What wouldn't Karl Marx 
havc given for a method guaranteed to 
convert 75 percent of the aristocratic stu- 


dent body of St, Petersburg University 
into objects of harassment. by the hared 
Cossacks? 

But the greatest revolutionary impact 
of the psychedelic act is this: The drug 
itself liberates and anarchizes your nerv: 
ous system, Unlike the picket sign or the 


draft cud, the drug suspends exactly 
those socially conditioned reflexes that 
lie you to the rewards and punishments 


of the aging system you want to over- 
throw. Turning on is an ominous threat 
to any social system, It leads to the 


er bother 
just start 


smiling dropout. You по lon 
to fight the old system. You 


living in the old society in а new, smil- 


ing, conspiratorial style. 

‘As this social mutation started to man- 
ifet ivelf, the harassing musde of the 
law moved to stop the experiment in 
general and our activities in particular. 
"The first police raid on Millbrook, 
April 1966. introduced us to 24 booted, 
helmeted and armed deputies, who en- 
tered our bedrooms at Saturday mid- 
alt. It was the classic surprise invasion 
so familiar to nonconforming Rus 
fun-loving Greeks and free Czechs. Now 
it is happening here in the college dor- 
mitories and youth ghettos. The new 
terror. Anyone who hasn't faced the 
threat. of ht raid by the thought 
police has been chested of onc of the 
authentic, classic experiences of our era, 
"The raid on Millbrook and the five-hour 
king of bedrooms was just the 


our commune, 
children, were subpoenaed 
under threat of jail to talk about our 
domestic affairs. Who sleeps with whom? 
Who takes dope? Rosemary refused, 
righteously, on the grounds that the 
daily Ше of her [amily and the spiritual 
practices of her coreligionias were no 
business of District Anomey Rosenblatt, 
she did a month in jail lor th 

Then the rousting and h: 
the streets ays. Many р 


on 
ple 


nd 


do not know ul Lage group of 
Americans, the streets are unsafe, а no 
man's land ventured imo only at the 


risk of harassment. And not just in the 
round Southern 
California, you will notice police cars 
everywhere. Observe who is being stopped. 
Keep а tally. Nine out ol ten ате blacks, 


Mexicans or long-haired kids When 


ghetto. As you drive 
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Lift your spirits. Roguish Rabbit 
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Black and white 
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22-oz. beer mug, 
MM319, $6. 
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36 white Female-decked napkins include favorites 
Glutton, Persnickety, 
Ambitious and 
many others, 


MM301, $1. 


= beer 
= Add a personal flare 

to any gathering. Imprint 
your name (limit: 22 spaces) 
on Playboy’s 

personalized Rabbit-crested 
black matchbooks. 

Smarty buacd. MM313, $3. 


Service with a style. 


Two glasses, 16-02. mixer, 
stirrer. MM302, $6. 


Mug-nificent! 

Guests will agree when served 
Playboy Club Mugs. 
Pewter-toned glass mug 
with raised Rabbit. 
MM315, $2.50 cach. 


Party it up! 


Let Playboy help you by supplying a potpourri of items 
to make your party perfect. When ordering, please 
indicate quantity, product no., and add 50¢ per order 
for handling. Shall we send a gift card in your name? 
Please send check or money order to: 
Playboy Products, Dept. MF0523, The Playboy Building, 
919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Illinois 60611. 
Playboy Club credit keyholders may charge. 


| veh sound to your home 
E AV ovies with Pioneer! 


(microphone mixing fun!) 


Just one way to use the dynamic microphone 
of the SX-1500TD stereo receiver—make 
that silent fiim professionally exciting 
with the soundtrack you give it on tape; 
over that, you can ad lib your own 
narration. You'll discover endless uses 
for this feature of the SX-1500TD, 
Pioneer’s newest. It's an advanced, 
versatile solid state receiver with 

a whopping 180 watts of power. 

It's the receiver that gives you 

more —hear its great sound today! 


" 
SX-1500TD 
SOLID STATF AM/FM RECEIVER. 
"ue. Connections for up to 3 speaker systems 


ККЕ 


TX-900 2222064 pend 


PROFESSIONAL TYPE Ац, SILICON soio 
оону runes aie a ans STATE PRE/MAIN STEREO AMPLIFIER 
AMMEN ands ое е 200 watts musie power 


tess than 0.089% harmonic distortion 
20—50,000Hz frequency response 


Sensitivity of 1p (HFI w 


ion and brochure. please return the coupon below 


E PIONEER ELECTRO 1С CORPORATION || 


PIONEER 


PANEER рил аре CORPENATIUN Please send me a lesllet on the SXI500TD XN | 
*Available through the PACEX MAIL ORDER SECTION APO US FORCES 96323 | -| 


5-5, 4-сһоте, Ohmori-nishi, Ома, Tokyo, Japan | 


їп Evrope itis available through the E.£.S.. R.C.A.I.. and Audio Club, Name and rank 
Service and maintenance facilities are available in the U.S.A. and furope. 

AUTHORIZED AGENIS IN SOUTHEAST ASIA: WO KEE ENGINEERING LTD. Shop "T" Hong Kong Mansion Causeway Bay, || Organization . 
Hons kong Tel 766615 CENTRAL TRADING CO., LTD. P ©. Box 471 Uanghok Tel: 28922 HWEE SENG & CO. 259, Beach 

Road, Singapor 7 Tel. 35348/46, Jalan Raja Laut, Kuala Lumpur, Malaysia SOUND OF PIONEER, Highway 1, 437, Oyanu, 
Ginawan Cily, Okinawa Tel: (0971 201 ACE INTERNATIONAL CORP. P.O. ox B91 Agana, Guam 
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For openers, Playboy’s Liquor Caddy Show off your prized catch. For 
keeps your favorite fifth or quart den or office, a handsome walnut 
under sophisticated cover. Then the plaque mounted with life. 
spirited Rabbit loses his head for $ Bunny Tail telling all it was 
easy bottle access, MM300, $8.50. “Caught Live at The 
Playboy Club.” 
MM308, $15. 


- 


Play our way. . 
The Playboy Hand Sport the sign 


‹ Puppet makes any of the Rabbit. 
^ gathering entertaining, This handsome 
puts fun at hand. Durasuede emblem 

MM314, $7. adds a touch of 


Playboy to your sweaters 

and jackets. Black, three- 

inch-square emblem trimmed in white. 
MM309, $2.50. 


Í< 


Rabbit Decals dress up car window 
X" and cabin cruiser alike. Sct 
“ of seven in varied sizes. 


MM310, $1. 


M Mark of the in-crowd. 
% < Jaunty Playboy 


Somethings 
Special 


Prizes and surprises for the man who has everything. 
When ordering items, please indicate quantity, product no., 
and please add 50¢ per order for handling. 


Shall we send a gift card in your name? Please send check 
or money order to: Playboy Products, Dept. MF032 
The Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60611. 
Playboy Club credit keyholders may charge. 


Add a personal flare 
to any gathering. 
Imprint your name 
(limit: 22 spaces) 

on Playboy's personalized 
Rabbit-crested black 
matchbooks. Smartly boxed. 


ММ313, $3. 
Binders-Keepers. Antique leatherette 


binder with PLAYBOY name and Rabbit 
emblem in gold leaf makes a handsome 
addition to any library. Holds six issues. BK199, $3.50. 


PLAYBOY 


WHARFEDALE 


SPECIAL 
ЫП] 


DIIS GU NITET. 


1 MILITARY 

1 REPRESENTATIVES 

Box B388 

Lynbrook, L.l., New York 11563 
Please send COMPLETE SET of FREE 


COLOR CATALOGS and MILITARY 
PRICE LISTS. 


NAME. 


COMPLETE 
MILITARY 
ADDRESS. —— 


APO/FPO سڪ‎ 
ROTATION DATE 


L1 Own The Finest Stereo Equipment at 
Great Savings! 


O For APO or STATESIDE DELIVERY 
О GARRARD TURNTABLES 
WHARFEDALE SPEAKER SYSTEMS 
PICKERING CARTRIDGES 

O KOSS STEREO HEADPHONES 

L] SHERWOOD RECEIVERS 


L] EICO STEREO AND TEST EQUIPMENT 
(KIT OR FACTORY WIRED) 


О AMPEX REEL AND CASSETTE TAPE SYSTEMS 


If someone has beaten you to the coupon 
i FREE SEND YOUR NAME, APO/FPO ADDRESS 
10 MILITARY REPRESENTATIVES, BOX B388, 
LYNBROOK, М. Y. 11563 for a COMPLETE SET 
of FREE COLOR CATALOGS and MILITARY 
PRICE LISTS 


"I must have looked at a hundred trees and I 
couldn't find a leaf 1 liked." 
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ı we'd drive from Millbrook to New York, 
y it became a game, How many miles be- 
' 


fore we'd be stopped? 
This has been another invaluable edu- 
ı cational experience. For four years, we 
ve had the privilege of sharing, in a 
small way, the alert, animal sensitivity of 
the American black man, the freedom- 
ı loving Czech, the Jew in Germany. The 
constant awareness that the armed agents 
of your uptight, warlike state are hunting 
you. 

Then came the blockades around the 
Millbrook estate. For months, anyone 
leaving our grounds was likely to be 
stopped and busted. 

Then there's the exquisitely complex 
social dilemma provided by the presence 
of unknown informers in your house. 
Only after the searchawarrant affidavits 
are made public do you know which of 
the smiling faces around your dining 
table last summer was the police spy. 
Then the lectures scheduled by the stu- 
dent bodies and canceled by the adminis- 
trations. And the police tails. And more 
raids. "The smashing of our door by 
officers with John Doe warrants, secking 
nonexistent teenage runaways. The in- 
cessant demands for bail and for funds 
for our overworked, routed-out-of-bed-at- 
midnight lawyers. 

The siddest thing was the dropping 
away of old friends who were attempting 
to maintain conditioned reward-punish- 
ment games in the form of responsible 
jobs. They were posed with tricky moral 
dilemmas. If they came to visit us, they 
were in danger of being stopped and 
searched, of being caught in a raid, of 
getting their names on a List 

Gradually. month by month, we found 
ourselves spending more and more of 
our time with spiritual outlaws and 
psychedelic criminals, and les and less 
time with even grasssmoking straights. 
We hardly see anyone these days who has 
not been arrested for pol 
crimes. This is à tribal reflex that alway 
occurs in times of social change, It is not 
a conscious choice. 


We lost the trial at Laredo and the 
second round in the Federal Court of 
Appeals. Meeting in New Orleans on 
October 11, 1967, the Fifth Circuit Court 
upheld the 30-year rap and rejected our 
claim that the right to get high, to wor- 
ship in the way that got you highest, was 
guaranteed by the First Amendment. The 
next recourse was the Supreme Court— 
highest in the land, we hoped. 

At this point, the case was tur 
to Robert J. Halt, a securities lawyer 
known as the Vince Lombardi of Wall 
Street. Ні xperience in constitutional 
law was matched by the asset that he 
never loses. Yet the case looked like a 
long shot The Supreme Court. grants 
certiorari in less than one percent of the 
appeals to it. The First Amendment reli- 

31g gious defense seemed more and more 


ned over 


lysergic. But just at the time that Haft 
was preparing his brief, fortune present- 
ed us with a gift. The Federal Gambling 
—which required illegal bookies to 
purchase a 
held by the Supreme Court to violate the 
Fifth Amendment. The harassed gambler 
was dearly being forced by law to buy a 
license to perform an unlawful act and 
thus, among other things, m himself 
as a pigeon for the police. Self-incrimina- 
tion. 

Therefore, reasoned my lawyer, the 
marijuana tax must also be unconstitu- 
tional. From the standpoint of the con- 
scientious stamp collector, marijuana is a 
heads Ewin, tails-you-lose gambling game 
n by the Feds. A, being 
punished for failing to purchase a Feder- 
al tax stamp that would put your name 
on record as one who intends to commit 
a felony according to the law of your 
state. (In North Dakota, for example, 
for trying to use 
rasstax stamp.) The bi- 
romene machinations 


ally com- 
g under rational judicial review. 

On May 7. 1968, in Washington, D. C., 
the highest Court granted certi 
Leary vs. the U.S, Government. It ар 


to hear arguments both on the Fifth 
Amendment issue the legality of the 
marijuana tıx—i «ment. 


that the Government is wrong in its 
automatic presumption that any grass 
seized in the United States was smuggled. 
Much to our disappointment, our cla 
that the First Amendment protects the 
right to use drugs in religions practice— 
as sacramental aids to prayer, medita 
and higher union—were refused 

On December 12. 1968, again 
ington, the appeal was argued before the 
Supreme Court. The Government had a 
bad day. Bob Haft 
ime out smiling 'e to nothing. We 
think we shut them out. 

Rosemary and I retired to our desert 
mountain retreat and started waiting out 
the decision. We lived in ап 18-foot 
Sioux tepee, with Cheyenne smoke 
made of saildoth translucent to 
moonlight. 
carefully every night planted 
milked the cows and stayed high. 

Every Monday morning at nine o'clock 
Pacific ly, the ti 
Supreme Court decisions), I'd м: 
to the nearest. brother's house and listen 
to the news on a battery-operated r 
When the weekly decisions were reported, 
Td walk back to the tepee. 

“Well, we've been given 
week.” 

And then we'd stay high for the next 


the 
We watched the stars very 


seeds, 


another 


May 19, 1969, was a sunny day, with 
bees buzzing and apple-blossom pollen 
scenting the mountain 

We looked down the valley and saw 


two city sedans approaching. The road 
to the ranch is left deliberately rough, to 
discourage сиу vi АШ mount 
people know that city cars bring noth 
but trouble. 

"Do you think it's a bust” 

We watched wi m wariness as 
the white men in short hair and busin 
suits picked their way up the | 

They were friendly, ABC 
TV. This w 


in months that I had not l 
news. “ 


The Supreme Court h 


nimous decision. The Federal 


prohibiti pealed 
Rosemary and I asked the newsmen to 
make themselves at home on the gr 
hillside and we joined our tr 
in the tepee and felt, Oh, happy day. 

Then Rosemary and I were arranged 


in good camera angle of the tepee and 
E sl P 
terviewed by the networks. 


were 
How do you ice 
“High and happy for ourselves and for 
the thousands ol young people who are 
imprisoned for psychedelic crimes.” 
“What is your Stimate of the number 
of people now in jail for marijuana 


te of California alone, fifty 
thousand kids will be arrested this year 
for psychedelic drug possession.” 

“What are you going to do about it?” 

“Run for the highest office in the state. 
Pleasure is now a political issue. 

What are you going to do when 

you're governoi 

“As little as possible. The state is best 
governed which is least governed.” 

“What are you going to do about 
student protests? 

“Turn all state colleges and unive 
ties back to private enterprise. The state 
has no business supporting or interfering 
i mion squabbles among students 


in trade 
and professors." 
"Will it be a grassroots camp: 
“You're hired as speechwriter. 
“What about crime 
"There is only one crime, and that is 
violence to another creature. The violent 
should be therapeutically isolated. All 


other illegal behaviors fall under two 


headings: financial dishonesty and dil. 
ferences in moral preferences. The state 
cannot legislate or forcibly enforce law. 
about moral differences. And financial 
criminals should be ollered the ch: 
avoid prison and pay olf their 
gamble. We are also going to eliminate 
ndustrious, conven- 


taxes for the sober, 
tional person.” 
“Eliminate 


гахе What have you 


We'll institute a thousand-dollar-a-y 
license fee for any activity that is consid- 
ered to be unhealthy, asocial, frivolous. 
To be specific, the following actions will 

l in California upon payment 
nm abortion, 
king hard liquor 
nd wine become tax-free), gun 


of the 
divorce, bigamy, d 


ойу T. 


(beer 


Hn) N 
Majken Haugedal 


L 


hi Cynthia Myers 


wa 


Lorrie Menconi = Elizabeth Jordan Leslie Bianchini 


possession, killing fish for sport, frivolous 
purchase of a new smog-producing car 
more often than once every five years 
(dino smog-producing motorboats) and 
smoking marijuana or nicotine cigarettes 
(igus and pipes are tax-free). The fol 
lowing ас s will be available to 
license holders in restricted areas 
neighborhoods: prostitution, gamb 
public nudity, homosexual courting 
the use of LSD and heroin.” 

“What will you do For the black 

Mainly get the whites rewarded, high, 
happy. healthy and off the blick’s back. 
What do you want people to do for 
your campaig) 

“Rosemary has come up with our first 
political slogan. Come logether, join the 
party.” 

The Supreme Court de 
ihan launch my political career, of 
course. It also meant that Congress will 
now have to come up with а whole new 
set of laws if it wants to 
alate our happiness—and it surely 
does. The Nixon Administration has al- 


md LSD with heroin 
amd that makes possession of any of 
them, even without intent to sell, pun- 
ishable by imprisonment for not less 
than two years nor more than ten and / 
or a fine of not more than 520.000. The 
law also includes a neat. patently uncoi 
1 provision to the effect that 
ny cop can bust into your pad to get 
the stulf without a search warrant. 
One can only hope that liberal politi- 
is will counter with bills specifically 
lowing possession of grass. Right, Зепа- 
tor McGovern? Right, Senator Cran 
ston? In any case, there will be hea 
ud lobbying. These should be accompa- 
nied by smoke-ims—peaceable, jolly out- 
door gatherings. The Gallup Poll will 
nly join the fun. The nationwide 
s will show that 50 percent of 


the American public thinks the weed law 
should be toughened. ("Hanging's too 
good for dope addicts") And half will 
want the new laws liberalized. Ninety 
percent of those over 50 will be shown 
to vote no on grass, but 90 percent of 
those between 15 and 30 (come on, 


orge, you've got to include the teeny 
boppers in your survey) will vote sí on 
tea. Sixty percent of whites will vote no, 


80 percent of blacks, browns and red- 
skins will vote to turn on. Certainly, most 
of Gene McCarthy's constituency сап be 
rallied to the hemp camp. 

It is an interesting characteristic of 
democratic pendulum politics that as 
issue moves from the state of 


зоо! 


unmentionable taboo and attains the stit- 
tus of a debatable dillerence of opinion 
is. soon as it moves to the 


sticker stage—its eventual social 
acceptance is assured. In the past 30 years, 
we have seen the white attitude toward 
Negritude | from general co 
descension—the condition of blackness 
was 
dark evolutionary 
xv of responses. ("My God, while I 
wasn't looking, my sister did marry one!) 
Sexual behavior and pornography have 
similarly lost the aura of hushed dep 
ity and become matters of taste. Recently, 
we have seen the celibacy of priests be- 
come debated by Catholics. The idex of 
parish curates hi nd righteously 
balling their wives rday-night. 
confessions, à notion unthinkable five 
years ago, is now enthusiastically div 
cussed g seminarians and lay 
Catholics 
‘A taboo defended by the aging and 
under skeptical attack by youngsters has 
little chance of surviving. In a democra- 
cy, that is. 1 make the flat prediction that 
the Democratic Party convention in 1972 
(if you can consider that unmentionsble 
debate and vote on 


v- 


evi! 


proposals to legalize marijuana. 
Of the many proposed plans to control 
and distribute psychedelic drugs, there is 


one that recommends itself by its Spartan 


simplicity and economy. Every American 
citizen will be allowed to grow cnough 
grass to supply the croticspiritual needs 


of himself and his family. You won't be 
allowed to transport it or sell it, but you 
will be able to grow your own. God must 
have had this in mind when He made 
а one of the hardiest, most peri- 
its оп this green planet. Av 
опе сап grow it in his garden, The only 
problem is fencing: most animals seem 
love the weed. City dwellers who have 
view to the sun can harvest their window 
boxes; city dwellers who don't have any 
sunlight. will prefer whiskey anyway. 
Peyote, the hardy desert 


m to purchase a dose 
week of Sandoz Blue or Owsley White 
Lightning from his local druggist. If he 
pout God 


and love. take his curd away 

Sure, there'll be some problems. Some 
people will take too much 
people won't take enough. 
continue 10 be foolish and the uptight 
will continue 10 worry. And jetset co 
noisscurs will demand special imported 
and domestic brands, In any case, if this 
bill passes. there will be less abuse 
reckless use of LSD than there is right 
now. In spite of the army of nares and 
informers patrolling the campuses, the 
w prohibition hasn't worked. More 
LSD is being released on the black mar- 
ket every month. Six new underground 
оез that I know about were 
built in one three-week period by alche- 
the suburbs of just one 
and swinging city. 


Another interesting by-product of re 
peal will be the delightful discovery by 


llions of grass smokers that what 
they have come to love and love with is 
incredibly low-quality weed. Friends who 
have devoted their professional lives 10 
the subject inform us that only one 
andred pot smokers has ever tasted 
high-grade, high-resin hemp. A genera- 
tion of prohibition kids brought up on 
the limited pleasures of the gaseous equiv: 
alent of bathtub gin will suddenly discov- 
lit ycontrolled, bonded, 20-year-old 


Someday, 1 am sur, the political 
battles will be won here in Californi; 
and in Washington. Then Rosemary and 
1 will be able to pack the same blue sti- 
i 1 to buy it from the 
tal agency after its ye the Laredo 
government. garage) and head back to 
the land of hemp and hoi Irom 
whence we were so rudely detoured. 


CARNIVAL IN RIO кошш from pase 15 pp qe m 


residents and nomadic hippies and af. looking females who crowd the streets and зу other reckoning. however, it 
fords, therefore, а reasonable chance of beaches. t. and the authorities have made little 
meeting someone who speaks English, if Should you have the good fortune to effort, if any, to curtail prostitution, 
that’s what you're looking for. The most befriend a ¿mnioca on the beach, and which flourishes im abundance оп the 


popular hangout with Rio beachniks is an should she prove ame the fur- streets and i certain clubs, Many of the 
ir bar and restaurant called Casi. thering of dose intern relations, — girls are unusually youthful, extraordinar 
lt faces the beach and is easily yowll soon discover that the manage- ily attractive and surprisingly devoid ol 
identified by the sports cars and gaily ment of Rio's more respectable hotels avarice. A stranger would get the impres 
ted jeeps parked under the palms in suffers from a form of incongruous puri- sion, in fact, that money was only а 
tanism. Visitors find there is no way of secondary motive, because the girls either 
a and Ipanema are the persuading hotel clerks to allow don't like or don't want to mention the 
age points for bikinied- bes of the opposite sex into a guests subject, and they often won't. Th 
bird watching. Unlike American beaches, suite. The answer is either to rem hassle involved in meeting Rio's ladies of 
social snobbery doesn't exist оп Rio's small apartment (one can often be the night: if you're alone and sauntcrü 
strands: rich and poor bask side by side, found through local inquiry or in the along Avenida Atlantica, they'll meet 
Socialites and lunching secretaries alike columns ol the English-language Brazil you. They are abo in auendance at a 
are drawn to the beach for sum—and Herald) or, if this is impractical, do number ol night spots, such as the Bac 
often enough for a chance to strike up WME the natives do when they're in the ıt (where girls who dance in the show 
1 acquaintance with likeminded mem. SWE sre south w the “love hos in the audience when the curtain falls 
bers ol the opposite ses. Brazil is prob. I of Barra de Tijuca, where, fora very the Barmen's Club and Bolero. Prostitu 
Sly: the, workl's moss, Tully. inregiued опе сап rent a very modest tion js an ami ble busi clubs: 
5 : s asked. As well as pro- there're no hi ng, no 

nation and on Rios beaches one т А 
viding а nocturnal refuge for amater obligatory champagne and no pricey cov 
2 panarama oC pigie nd their consorts, Barra de Tijuca is also er charges. Most customers, in fact, have 
Шар и оки yon f a popular last resort for Rio's prostitutes difficulty distinguishing amateurs from 

range from alabaster white to burnt cop: ‘yd their customers Polesian 

per to jetblack. There's a reason why Eyen though finding compatible com- — Since you're arriving in Rio when the 
the beauty of Brazil's women is one of panions shouldu" be much of a problem city is at its most outgoing, however. you 
South America’s mos enduring legends: at Carnival rime. the visitor should be should be able ıo win the far morc 
Its tue. Add to this the fact that more aware that Rios professionals are ever- rewarding favors of a nonprofessional. 
than half of Brazil's 85,000,000 people are ready to give their all to please the You'll certainly have to wine and d 
under 20 and you won't be surprised by traveler. BraZil's present regime is a mili- her, but even this will work out to your 
the vast number and variety of great ry junta thars widely supposed to be benefit. for she'll be only too happy to 
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no questio! 
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introduce you to Brazil's unique cuisine. 
Rio sits down to dinner at odd hours 
Carnival is in progress; it's not 

t supper at one or two 
eneral, the city’s 


whe 
unusual 10 s 
A.M. or even later. In 
food is of the highest standard, particu- 
larly fish and meat, although some 
traditional dishes don't appeal io many 
foreigners. Feijoada completa, for exam- 
ple, i black beans, dried beef and a 
selection of other meats; drenched 
ace of starchy manioc flour, it is 
100 appetizing to the unaccustom 
tor. Some of the tastier local seafood 
dishes include camaroes bahiana, shrin 
in à suce of onion and tomato; bene 


com molho de camaroes, à white and 


succulent fish in sh 
dinhas de camarões, little pies of shrimp 
and hard-boiled egg: and peixe d Bri 
liera, a sort of bouillabaisse without the 
soup 

I's difficult to find a really bad place 
10 cat in Rio, and most visitors could 
come to no grief by wandering into 
the first restaurant they saw. But there 
are some notable recommendations. en- 


np dressing: empa- 


ted in the accompanying chart. 
them, one of the best is renowned 
for its seafood dishes and smooth service. 
Fiorentina and Sorrento, close to the 
me Palace, are Italian, Both have open 
terraces Fromting the beach and the am- 
biance is informal and elhcient. The 
Chale serves first-class Continental and 
lian special 

At Churrascaria J 
Пеко, overlookin 
churrasco mixto (barbecued pork, beef 
and veal) is great, but don't order the T- 
bone, which isn't. I you're downtown 
the lunch hour, go to the Maison de 
nd even if you're not down 
а point of it, because this is 
strictly cordon blew cooking and the lo 
cation is atop the French embassy, which 


should be guarantee enough. Local lish 
courses should. be sampled at Baianinha 
(excellent for vatapi—ground shrimp 


j» lish cooked in olive oil and coconut 
milk), Two leading Portuguese rest 
rants are Adego de Evora and O 
both have Portuguese music and both are 
in Copacab: 

During Carnival, its doubtful that 
you'll consider stopping into a night 
dub once dinner is done; but if you 
wrive in town before the beginning of 
festivities, you ought to sample some of 
the city's year-round ertain- 


а. 


evenin 


mems. Among the attractions: The Co 
pacabana Palace's. Golden Room for 
fishy floorshows; Le Bateau and Zum 


Zum for disco dancing and Sucata for 
top name Brazilian. jazz. IE you're look- 
ing for a quiet table for two in romantic 
surroundings, make a reservation at the 
pocket-sized Balaio night club in the 
Тете Palace. 

While Carn 


al is on, however, most 


322 visitors shun the familiar spectacle of 


maitres de and chorus lines and head for 
such special attractions as the rehearsals of 
the samba schools (or clubs), surely one 
ol the most exhilarating highlights of the 
entire Carnival. In the last week before 
Carnival, the atmosphere in any of Rio's 
many samba schools опе of barely con- 
trolled hysteria. , for exam- 
1 is located on the edge of one of 
the mountainside slums mythologized in 
the movie Black Orpheus, the night ai 
is filled with the screech of whistles, the 
relentless pounding of drums and the 
contortions of thousands of dancers, who, 
for one hour, will m n the ma 
parade that marks the sensational clim 
year of preparation. 

at this time is no place for 
romance and quiet moments, and it's 
wise for foreigners lo go there with a 
nion who can 
and extricate 
Not 
that the atmosphere is hostile; on the 
contrary, visitors are plied with drinks, 
questions witations, and an inter- 
preter is helpful for negotiating the hos- 


ple, wl 


^ the proceed 


m 
tor from awkward inciden 


a is rough and tough, but the 
nd the music have a passion 
ched by few of the other 
schools. Nobody who wants to savor all 
of Carnival's many flavors should miss 
one of these rehearsals. И Mangueira 
sounds a bit too raunchy, go to Portela, 
which u ma and is 


that ds nx 


ИО ERE 

By lar the most famous feature of 
al is the balls. Of the dozens that 
most are given by semipriv 
such аз athletic and social 
Ds. The balls that count are the Yacht 
Club (ihe ight before С 
the Copacabana, Artists! and Wi 
ers’ (held at the Gloria Hotel), both on 
Saturday night; the Monti Lebano, Tu 
day nights unofficial Carnival final 


1, poshest of all, the Municipal Ball 
on Monday night. Tickets lor this 
grand event cost 550 and up at the 19 


ght went 


At a typical Carnival ball, there are 
Шу three or four rooms for dancing; 
get hor and very а The 
samba bands play from early even 
I sunrise or later without a break, 
generating а level of noise that only the 
strongest soul сап tolerate (cariocas tol- 
cration is helped by Dexamyl: Rio's d 
stores sell out. thei 

year at Camival time) 
exuberant, half-naked people mill about 
in gliuering, wilted costumes, pressing 
from опе ballroom to the next and uy- 
ing to cool off with cardboard fans that 
are given away at the door. To describe 
a Carnival ball in detail would be to 
convey an image of nightmarish discom- 
fort, but, oddly enough, nobody seems 
to mind—or even notice—the heat or 


каса. 


the confusion. And when you get lost 
in the crowd, as everyone does, you r 
ize that it's unimportant and that the 
only thing that matters is having a good 
time, which comes naturally. 

Dressing up (or. in most cases, wn- 
dressing) is a vital part of the proceed- 
ings, and it's sensible to be prepared 
with some soit of costume. In fact, cos 
tume is mandatory for the best Carnival 
balls. "The lightest and most practical 
ош for men is а sarong over swim 
shorts and sandals; it might look funny 
at a convention in Deuoit, but at a Rio 
ball, nobody will ask to borrow your 
lipstick. If you can't bring yourself to 
don a Polynesian kil, you can wear a 
brightly colored. shirt over 
jacks. 

Only а ded 


to attend 


мей hedonist would try 
the main balls It would 
in town, there 
10 check the grapevine то find out 
| of the years current selection is 
expected to be the best; most likely, i 
h gener 


ative costumes. If you can get 
the Yacht Club's ball, do it; the surplus 
of women is remarkable. You can quite 
safely skip the others, ш the Сора 

1, which has in recent years gonc down- 


The single event of Cami 
should not under any circumst 
missed is the parade of the samba schor 
on Sunday night. It is unquestionably 
опе of the most drama 
sounds in the world. The p: 
—lined with judges, spectators, press, po- 
lice, TV and movie crews—resembles the 
sunt of the Indianapolis "500." Avenida 
Presidente Vargas, which is where the 
parade originates, is lit with the brilliance 
of a night football game. Gigantic illumi 
ated decorations are suspended over the 
street and Hoodlights for TV and press 
crews glare down from a bridge of scal- 
folding that straddles the route. 
People take their seats in the st 
about nine and the first samba sd 
though expected to march. at ten, may 
not mil an hour or so later 
‘Those who can't afford to buy scars have 


nds 
ol, 


anive 


slept in the doorways of big stores and 
olfice buildings that line the avenue: 
they've come from every part of the 


counuy, bringing families, bedrolls and 


food. Behind the Church of the Cande- 
laria, at the head of the le route, 
thousands of drummers, us and 
dancers are forming ranks; spectators 
seated in the distance hear the Gant 


rumble of drums, sounding like some 
powerfully charged engine that’s about 
10 explodi 

The lead dancers, bearing the school’s 


banner, swoop to the head of the form: 
tions; the others fall into line behind 
them and, amid a surging, swelling bat- 


tery of percussion, the Mst procession 


“Teddy! That's telling Christmas like it really is!” 


24 


ng the breadth of the wide 
agant dance rou- 


begins, fil 
avenue with its extr 
tines, pirouctting and strutting under 
the lights. The dandified costumes—usu 
ally a blend of 18th Century wigs for the 
wd great tiers of crinoline for the 

sweep past in wave after wave of 


wome 
color, great streams of scarlet, gold, ma- 
тооп. silver, vivid blues and whites. (Cos- 
tumes often cost well over 51000 apiece 
and, since 60 percent of the city's workers 
carn less than 535 а month, the task of 
saving the money for these lavish outfits 
is an all-vear project that requires moon- 
ting, throwing private parties at which 
admission is charged and h 
ployers withhold ten percent of 
o be paid the week before Carnival.) 
It may take ап hour or more for опе 
school of brightly costumed dancers to 
pass the judges’ stand, which is the best 
place to sit near, because it's there that the 
paraders put on their finest efforts; i 
dividual dancers upstage one 
with routines that combine jugi 
gymnastics and a free-form chorcogra 
that defies description. Every school 


has a song specially composed for each 
Carnival: it’s chanted over and over by 


“Well, gee, fella, Т usually stop at Cuba anyway 


the paraders as they follow the route. 
Some schools have a king, a bewigged 
and bearded figure in resplendent robes 
with a train carried by ten men or more: 
smaller trains worn by leser dignitaries 
gather the paper streamers that have been 
hurled from the stands; and as they pass 
the spectators, their feet мий ош a 
rhythmic softshoe shuflle that's. picked 
up by the onlookers, causing the entire 
crowd to sway. 

Sometimes a small group of drummers 
will break out of the procession to back 
dancer who, spotting a lover in the 
crowd or perhaps just because she feels 
like it, gives a solo performance of pelvic 
gyrations that makes the hula look staid. 
The crowd roars its appreciation; а col 
umn of motorcycle cops breaks through 
the ede of the parade, sirens seaming. 
and the girl and the musicians strut back 
into position, picking up the bea 
whirling off into the night. 

Hours later, the һем рап of the pa- 
rade iy finished. The rest of it will be 
taken up with processions of Homs and 
bands, and most spectators will drift 


and 


ay as the sun starts to rise, eclipsing 
the big lights. Taxis will be next to 


impossible to find, but visitors with jeeps 
or cars will quickly be cutting out. for 
the beaches at Copa and Ipanema, where 
the third organized feature of Carnival 
—the blocos—is taking shape. Bloco is 
Portuguese for block, and the general 
idea is that any city-block dwellers who 
feel like it cam organize their own pi- 
rade, sometimes with floats and pretty 
girls in costume, but always with dancing 
and music, Even if you haven't slept more 
than a few hours after the Sunday-night 
samba-school parade, head for General 
Osorio Square in Ipanema at about four 
or five the next afternoon, A band and 
some musiGans will start beating out a 
samba, the people arrive in bik 
in costume, nearby bars and restaurants 
empty their customers. into the streets 
amd anyone who feels like it joins 
follows the music. The bloco may last [or 
hours, winding up in someor 
ming pool or exhausting itself on a 
beach amid empty bottles, paper strea 
ers and discarded. costumes. Foreigners, 
who would normally regard. dancing in 
the streets as something socially akin to 
waving at a TV camera from a studio 
ence, lind themselves swept along ir- 
resisibly in the peculiar madness that 
scems to surround the events of Carnival, 
ticularly during the blocos which 
d anywhere and usually do. 
There is no established pattern to 
these four days. Somebody will suggest a 
party or а day's outing by yacht to one 
of the uopical islands olf the coast, while 
nother group might drive out of the city 
10 a remote beach. But few will wander 
very far or stay away too long fom the 
pleasures and distractions of the Сатай 
in the streets. It is a time for inv 
and accept Couples. form 
groups of su: 
the beaches, to the hills or to а cool 
shuttered apartment where the only sound 
is a creaky Га 
the da 


his and 


n and 


wi 


au 


from 
«d go off alone to 


псе 


ers 


on the ceiling. Time melis 
s pass and homebound flights are 
missed by visitors who are unwilling to 
pack and leave 

People whe have never seen Rio's 
nival tend to think ol it as а contrived, 
commercial splurge designed 10 
the mavelog concept of а hokey Lat 
fiesta—Carmen Miranda jiving with à 
pair of maracas on top of a foral Hoat. It 
is nothing like that. In the freewheeling 
spontaneity that marks these four days of 
exuberance, in the richness of the dance 
ag and the m m in 
the streets, the spirit is one of clation 
and the mood of the edebrants is onc of 
unequivocal simplicity: Enjoy. See Naple 
1 die, they say; no doubt the well- 
worn phrase has validity. But first go to 
Rio 1 find out 
you've been missi 


foster 


ic and the excite 


for Carnival what 


What a difference 
a year makes. 


Inthe Army, the initial term of 
enlistment is three years, or one 
year longer than the tour of duty 
required by the draft. 

One year. Can it make 
any difference? 

It can. A lifelong difference. 

A three-year enlistment opens up 
a great number of training 
opportunities that can't be made 
available to two-year men. 

You ean take your choice of 
literally hundreds of valuable job 
training courses ranging from 
aircraft maintenance to weather 
forecasting and including such 
specialties as photography, 
intelligence and security, electronics, 
foreign languages, radar and radio, 
pharmacy and motor traffic 
management. 

If qualified, your choice of job 
training is guaranteed before you 
sign up. After the basic training 
required of all men coming into the 
Army, you progress to the special 
education of your choice. The fact that 
you have enlisted for three years 
means there will be enough time for 
the Army to get practical, on-the-job 
returns from your lengthy 
course of instruction. 

You can expect good instruction, 


too. A leading American university 
credits the Armed Forces with one of 
the most advanced and comprehensive 
educational programs in the world. 

A skill learned in the Army, and 
learned well, can lead to a rewarding: 
new career, or enhance your 
money-making potential. 

It is in your own self-interest 
to at least talk to an Army Recruiter 
about the many opportunities open 
to you for only one year’s additional 
service. There’s no obligation 
involved; he'll be happy to give you 
all the information you want. 

You can also find out more— 
again with no obligation—by using the 
attached coupon, or by writing: 
Army Opportunities, Dept. 200A, 
Hampton, Va. 23369. 

Your future, your decision... 


choose ARMY. 


[ence 9 TL ERAN 1 
Army Opportunities M 
| Dept. 200 pas I 
| Hampton, Va. 23369 I 
| Please send me full information on Army ! 
training opportunities with a future. 
[ I 
г л a I 
| name Ar | 
[Address I 
| City. County. I 
| State zip. Phone- 1 
0 Education ! 
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AMA HAE 


Mr. Ka kes a very telling point 
here—were highly instrumental in sabo- 
taging the German infantry by deepening 
their trenches as they slept, making it 
impossible for them to see over the tops 
There is also some allusion to an eighth 
f, Weepy, who was executed by the 
estapo as a result of Sneezy's treason. 
And while other forest creatures have 
forgiven Sneezy, it is just this forgiveness 

guilty 


that adds further torment to h 
soul. Robards chooses to play him with 
an objective, nonjudging quality that 
makes it all the more agonizing when 
his mind rejects reality and, burst 
of veinthrobbing hysteria, he accuses 
Grumpy of taking his porridge. 

Anthony Quinn's Bashful is clecrify- 
ing and will probably be the defi 
Bashful for years to come. Shy, 
late, except for sudden explosions of rage, 
Bashful finds solace in morphine, a habit 
he acquired. years а result of 


що, а 


(continued from page 169) 

having it prescribed for him to kill the 
pain alter he had been run over by a 
beaver. He finds now that life is unbear- 
able without a drug of some kind and is 
forced to steal з an efort to 
support his addiction, His “connection, 
а troll (Fredric March), meets him be- 
neath a bridge each night and. for a price, 


supplies him with the necessary fix. As his 
dependency grows, the troll increases 
the price of morphine to several twigs. 


Bashful is forced to roll elves and when 
he is caught shooting up behind a 
bunch of daffodils, he takes an. overdose 
and dies. He is laid to ret on a bed of 
leaves and throughout all the forest 
hush, His eulogy is brief but 
remarkably moving, considering it is de- 
livered by a frog (Pat Hingle). 

In Cobb's Dopey, we have the single 
тешен tragedy of the dwarfs. Dopey 
has been a success in the past. Living 
ilh. and 


there is 


in Hollywood and carni 


adulation as a film star who specialized i 
playing the heros wisecracking friend, 
he delighted audiences of all ages with 
his deadpan whimsy. He is embittered 
now because of a black-listing before a 
nd sinister group, referred to 
only as “the committee,” that daims 
thar all dwarfs are Communist inspired 
Panicky over threats of exposure, Dop 
had gone before the committee and lied, 
claiming to be a midget. Destroyed as a 
perjurer, he finally returns to the forest 
and marries a squirrel, Bewildered at 
life's cruclties, he says movingly, “I, who 
once had my pick of any bimbo 
Hollywood, ат now reduced to matri- 
mony with a furry rodent. Go figure.” 

awning constantly as ап expression 
of mans boredom with an apparently 
meaningless universe, Mr. Brando's Sleepy 
reels and drifts into slumber again and 
again, choosing to mount his tiny little 
bed with cap and nightgown, rather than 


face the harsh realities of a crumbling 
existence. In a moment of true poignan 
he 


» 
turns to his brother Doc and says, 
now, Doc—sometimes when I'm alone 
in bed at night and everything's pitch 
black, I have these thoughts. Terrible 
thoughts. Like, I'm not really as cute and 
cuddly as I think I am. Oh, sure, I'm 
tiny as could be and I got a little pointed 
hat, But 1 don't know—1 just wish I was 
. . more adorable." Convinced that there 
& more to lile than living in the forest 
gathering nd dewdrops, 
Sleepy runs away to the city but returns 
scorned and disillusioned. Here, Mr. Ka- 
zan tells us that all men have their own 
private forests. For some it's the office; 
others, the marriage bed or analyst's 
couch. 1 am certain that is his point. 
Either that or some men are named For- 
cst. This is the one section of the play 
that becomes obscure, although the audi- 
ence seemed to love it. 

Sidney Poitier’s Happy is a study in 
al tension so agonizingly real yet 
strained that it recalls the unadorned 
of Paul Robeson's Jiminy 
seasons back. Poitier has 
extracted every last drop of emotion 
from Happy and the sene in which 
Snow White rejects him, “not because 
you are a Negro but because ] could 
never love а man whose head came up 
to my kneecap,” is unbearably moving. 
Happy cannot believe he is being turned 
down for any reason other th 
of his skin, a misconception that. infuri- 
ates him. In an effort to eliat a hu 
response from anyone. he talks 
ly of п threatens to throw 
utc. Snow 
hite pleads with him to reconsider, but 
100 late. He jumps. Instead of d 
nd is crippled for life. 

Despite the virtucso performance of 
George C. Scott, and there can be no 
doubt that he isone of the great Ame 


ind nectai 


n 
brilliance 
Cricket. some 


the color 


narea 


Bacardi 


ecause it's light bodied, smooth and dry. Send for free Bacardi Party Kit and learn how to use 
Light Bacardi for subtle flavor, Dai ardi for more flavor, Bacardi Anejo for ultimate smoothness, Bacardi 
151 for exotic drinks. © BACARDI IMPORTS, INC., 2100 BISCAYNE BLVD., MIAMI, FLA., RUM 80 & 151 PF. 
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actors, this reviewer felt he missed the 
point of Grumpy rely. Grumpy 
psychotic when the play begins. He is 
mitic and feels the forest 
suming an ever-increasing “Jewish 
essence.” which he deplores. There is an 

ident where several chipmunks are 
ag nuts in their checks. This tends 
lo give them what Grumpy feels is a 
“Hasidic look." It leads to quarreling 
and. finally, to Grumpy’s master plan 10 
restrict the forest to purc-blooded Aryan 
types: tall, blond, blue-eyed, This is i 
direct conflict with the fact 
nself has Je 
learn, was seduced by a water spi 
ned Ben Fleagel, who promised he 
ws) Grumpy becomes more and 
schizophrenic as he speaks of the 
final solution of the Jewish problem 
while studying the Torah. He is ta 
10 a dwarf asylum and given shock 
therapy with a joy buzzer. 


stor 


Finally, Mildred Dunnock plays the 
frigid Snow White with a brooding in- 
tensity and Kim Stanley is broadly h 

ious as the wicked queen. Credit must 
also be given to the prince (Christopher 
Plummer) Snow White 
with a kiss and, with nothing more than 
a raised eyebrow. makes his part into a 
del 
ner 
deve 


who awakens 


iul атоо. The sets by Jo Miclzi- 
i icularly like the 


nious. 1 p: 
һ he 
foret on a bright spring 
like Auschwitz. Mr. Kaza 
the emire production wi 


touch, One last note оп 
bit of stage business: Although. he 


side 
is not credited in the program, the voice 
of the mirror in “Miror, minor 
on the wall" sequence is unmistakably 
Waher Winchell’. 


the 


“How long has he been holding?” 


MINFGALA 


(continued [rom page 151) 


Wild rice may be bought fresh or i 
ad тепсемей. Prepared patty shells are 
available in gourmet shops and French 
bakeries, Cook fresh peas, drain and 

ine wi am sauce and chopped 
to taste. Heat | 
g Pour peas 


shells just before 
and alongside shells. 


BAKED LOBSTER MORNAY 


2 1Y%-pound fresh Northern lobsters, 
boiled 
1 tablespoon finely chopped shallots or 


lic 


white р: 
spoons sweet bu 
blespoons amontilla 
зар 
1 cup milk 

1⁄4 cup light cream 
2 egg yolks. sligl 
Grated p. 


beuen 
esan cheese 

Salt, white peppe: 
€ 


cayeune pepper 


cach. lobster 
Remove and discard sac in back of head. 
Remove lobster meat. Save t0milley and 
roe, il any. Беш! daws, «ак them 
nd remove meat. Save lobster shells for 
ide of shells dry. Cut 
vin. dive 


bine with tomall 


lots in 9 tablespoons butter over low 
flame until merely softened, not bro 
Add Jobster meat and sherry 
ме tO sauté just ший lobster me. 
heated through. Remove [rom flame. In 
another saucepan, mix flour, milk and 
m umil smooth. Add remaining 2 
plespoons buticr. Heat over low flame, 
stirring, umil sauce is thick. Add а few 
lespoons sauce to cgg yolks. Return to 
cepan g constantly, 
lating sauce bubble about a minute or 
umil it is again thick. Remove from 
flame and stir in | tablespoon cheese. 
Add salt and pepper to taste and a dash 
of cayenne. Set aside yf cup since for 
topping. Combine lobster and balance of 
sauce and spoon meat carefully into shells. 
Spoon reserved sauce on top. Sprinkle 
ighily with chee at 375°. 
Bake 20-25 mimues. H additional top 
browning is desired, place lobster under 
broiler flame for а moment or two, watch- 
ing constantly. 

Serve with grilled large tomatoes and 
potato croquettes. 


cre: 


d cook, м 


Lover 


DOUBLE PORK CHOPS AU POIVRE 


2 cemter-cut dou 
cach, each portion with two ribs 

1 tablespoon freshly ground pepper 

1 

ablespoon salad oil 

blespoon butter 

щ cup bottled sauce Robert 

2 tablespoons hi 

blespoon suga 
1 tablespoon lemon juice 


Rub pepper into pork chops. Pat it 
firmly onto meat. Sprinkle chops with 
salt. Heat oil and butter in skille When 
butter melts, sauté chops until brown on 
both sides. Transfer chops to shallow bak- 
ing pan or casserole. Cover with alumi- 
num foil Preheat oven at 275^. Bake 2 
hours or until chops are extremely tender. 
In а small bowl, mix sauce Robert, 
cream, sugar and lemon juice, blending 
well. Chill in refrigerator until serving 
ic. Serve in sauceboat as a cold sauce 
or dip for pork chops. 

As vegetable garnishes for chops on 
serving platter, plan to serve freshly 
cooked buttered Brussels sprouts, pari- 
sienne potatoes (small balls of potatoes, 
French fried) and buuered imported baby 
carrots (carrots tournés). 


STUFFED APPLE SALAD WITH BELGIAN 
ENDIVE 


2 large Golden Delicious apples 

Orange juice 

1 piece celery 

2 small stalks Belgian endive 

2 tablespoons mayonnaise 

1⁄4 teaspoon lemon juice 

1⁄4 teaspoon su 

Cut Win. slice off top of apple for 
cap. Remove stem from cap and, with 
knife or apple corer, cut a hole through 
center of cap. Dip cap into orange juice 
to prevent discoloration. Remove inside 
of apple by scooping out meat with а 
paristenne-potato cutter, Ве careful not 
to tear skin of apple, Bottom of apple 
should be intact, about 1⁄4 in. thick. 
Brush inside of apple with orange juice. 
Gut away and discard core, including seeds 
and any sharp pieces. Cut apple meat in 
to small dice. Dip into orange juice and 
drain well. Cut celery into small dice. Re- 
move four leaves of endive for decoration; 
cut balance into small dice, Mix diced 
apple, celery and endive with mayonnaise. 
lemon juice and sugar. Add more mayon- 
naise if desired. Pile fruit into apple shell. 
Place two leaves of endive in each apple 
cap like a pair of cars. Place cap on cach 
apple. Chill well before serving. 


MARRON BAVARIAN CRI 


1514-02. сап chestnut purée 

1 envelope (1 tablespoo 
gelatin 

Vo cup granulated su 

1 teaspoon vani 

2 egg whites 

14 cup (4 tablespoons) granulated sugar 

1⁄4 cup heavy sweet aream 

2 tablespoons sifted confectioners’ sugar 

6 medium-size meringue shells (avail- 


able at bakeries and gourmet shops) 
6 whole marrons 


T 

An occasional problem in cooking for 
two is the minimum size of certain loods 
or utensils. You can't cook an apple pic 


for two in a 9n. pic plate. Marron 


purée comes in 1514-07. cans, cnough 
for about six portions. This recipe, writ- 
ten for six, may be cut in half, providing 
enough for a festive couple, with an addi- 
tional bonus for cach, 

Soften gelatin in 1⁄4 cup cold water in 
I saucepan or top part of double 
boiler. Place over hot water until gelat 
dissolves. Mix chestnut purée with gela- 
tin, 1⁄4 cup gr ted sugar and у; 
extract, stirring extremely well with a 
wire whip until thoroughly blended. 
Tum into large mixing bow] and chill 
in refrigerator until edge of mixture 
begins to jell. Beat egg whites at high 
speed in mixing machine until light and 
foamy. Add 1⁄4 cup granulated sugar, 2 
tablespoons at a time, beating well after 
cach addition. Fold egg whites into chest 
nut mixture. Beat cream until thick. Stir 
in confectioners’ sugar. Set aside about a 


‘third of the whipped cream and keep 
covered in refrigerator until necded. Fold 
lance of whipped cream into chestnut 
ture. Spoon into deep saucercham- 
a soufflé Place 


is visible. Ch tor. Just be- 
fore serving, place a whole marron alon 
side cach meringue shell. Top cadi 
maron with reserved whipped crea 
Pour a litle marron syrup from bottle 
over whipped cream. 

Preparing ihe aforementioned will pro- 
vide the basic ingredients for your m 
; it goes without sayi 


ultimate success of your holiday fete will 
depend on who shares it with you. Happy 
holictayst 


— being kept under surveillance 


for my own protection.” 
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SANTA CONFIDENTIAL 


as in the case of the old Swedish Jul- 
klapp. To make a Julklapp, Y am told, 
you must "wrap up the gift in innumera- 
ble coverings . . . and throw it into the 
room of the person for whom it is in- 
tended"—the trick being to whip open 
the door, chuck in your gift and 
without betraying one's identit 
о one ever knows who threw wh 
at whom, it is possible for flcet-footed 
Swedes to klapp each other with much 
cheaper gifts than they could possibly get 
way with if they had to hand them to 
ch other in person. In fact, I should 
agine that light, cheap gilts would be 
the most thoughtful kind to throw, be- 
cause not cven the greediest person would 
relish geuing а klapp on the head with a 
shiny new motorcycle or a 24-inch color- 
television. set. 

JE the Julklapp sounds chintzy, Virgi 
ia, you must realize that ye olde European 
yule was never very big in the gift depart- 
ment. The older ye yule, the chintzier it 
was—and the more gruesome, too. As 
late as 1830, in the principality of Wal- 

for exan Saint Nicholas—or 
as he was called—came around 
with a couple of characters named Hans- 
ruhbart and Brose, an angel named Pe- 
the shepherd Pamphilius with 
the noble steed Zink." Hansruhbart and 


Brose, according to a curious old ac- 
count, “are dad in pea straw and wear 
frightful masks. Pamphilius has suspend- 


ed from a strap about his neck a box full 
of dirt with which he threatens to smear 
the children. Each person in tum is 
ummoned to speak. . . . The chief offense 
п the case of children is reckoned the 
preference of small beer to coffee. Peter 
distributes the gilts, which the children 
receive only alter they have been for- 
given. He has a basket with apples and 
nuts, which he throws on a table for the 
As the children reach out for 
ikes them on the fingers 
with his rod." How do you like them 
apples, Virginia? Was it any wonder the 
kids preferred beer? 

But that was pretty much the way the 
old-fashioned Christmas was celebrated 
all over northern Europe. In Switzer- 
and, where Niklawes was known as Sami- 
klaus, the "friendly bishop was often 
accompanied on his rounds by a figure 
with horus, black face, fiery eyes and 
long red tongue, called. Kaubauf, Kram- 
pus, Rumpanz and the like." And in 
northern Germany, the apples, nuts and 
тар» on the knuckles were meted out by 

“bearded man covered. with a great 


children 
his gifts, he s 


lide or with straw." In some localities, 
he was called Knecht Ruprecht, and in 
others, he was called Ru Clas, Joseph 


Clas, Clawes, Clas Dur and Bullerclas—a 
collection of Santanyms so garbled and 
various as to suggest that the peasantry 
were beuer at recognizing faces than 


330 they were at remembering names. 
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Regardless of what he was called, how- 
ever, the northern Samiklaus usually 
rode over the rooftops on a gray horse— 
which seems like a pretty weird way to 
travel, unless you happen to know that 
in so doing. Samiklaus was mercly keep- 
g up an old Norse tradition that began 
with the god Odin, who himself used to 
schlep the nuts and apples through the 
December sky on an old Nors . AS 
George Н. McKnight explained in his 
1917 study of S as god of the 
air, made such nightly rides, or, as god of 
the dead, led through the air the troops 
of departed ones. The coincidence in 
time, under Christian influence, led to 
the transfer to Saint Nicholas of some of 
the [uncions of Odin, . . . From Odin 
nt Nicholas inherited his gray hoi 
2+ Which he waded for a reindeer before 
coming to Ameri . From O 
Santa Claus inherited certain de 
his appearance, most notably long 
white beard as distinguished from the 
kind of beard familiar to pictures of the 
bishopsaint. .. . The task of purveying 
gifts for children . . . is a function somc- 
times attributed to the spirits of the dead 
with or without Od а leade 

Tt was from Hnikar, an old Norse 
moniker for Odin, that some scholars 
believe the name Niklawes was derived. 
And. to make mates more confusing, 
Virginia, the name Hnikar was supposed 
to have had its origins in that of Nikur, 
a Scandinavian water demon who “raises 
sudden storms and tempests and leads 
mankind into destruction." Known vari- 
ously as Nickel. Nókke, Nick 
this water demon appears in Ice! 
the form of a fine hors 
The horse's name is Neck, and if any 
Icelander is foolhardy enough to get on 
his back, “he gallops off and plunges into 
the water with his burder 

No, Virginia, that is not why we call a 
person who does dumb things a horse's 
neck, or worse, and say that he is all wet. 
Nor, as far as 1 have been able to dis- 
nes Nickel, Nükke, № 
ly related to the 
паше of Nixon, as 
one might suppose. Good-humored and 
kindly as our Chief Executive is. I think 
as made it perfectly clear that. Ameri- 
ca docs not intend to go on playing Santa 
Claus to the world—and I would thcre- 
fore hesitate to link his name too closely 
ith that of an incorrigible do-gooder 


r, 
tha 


like our present-day Saint Nick 
In tracing the name Niklawes back to 


aces as Nikur and 


such mythological пи 
Neck, I was only trying to account for 
the fact that Santa Claus’ original func- 


tion was to frighten and punish, as well 


as to reward and protect, “Saint Nicholas 
in the double role of children’s benefac- 
tor amd children's bugaboo found his 
у to America,” Mr. McKnight tells us. 
Among the Pennsylvania Dutch, “he con- 


tinues to play his old part. “You'd better 
look out or Pclznickcl will catch you,’ is 
the threat held out over naughty children 
about Christmastime. Pelznickel is a Santa 
Claus with some variations, ‘On Christ- 
mas Eve somcone in the neighborhood 
impersonates Pelznickel by dressing up as 
old man with a long white beard. Arm- 
ing himself with a switch and сап 
bag of toys over his shoulder, he goes from 
house to house, where the children are 
expecting him. 

Among the Netherlands Dutch, the 
switch bit was performed by an accom- 
plice of Nicholas named Black 
Peter: But уле йк dio Rit Dui 
colonists set sail for America, the Hol- 
landers’ favorite saint had already begun 
to appear without his kinky side-kick and 
had updated his wardrobe to include a 
"low, broad-brimmed hat" and “a huge 
of Flemish trunk hose.” When he 
appeared to Commodore Oloffe Van Kort- 
landt in a dream, in what is now New 
ys Battery Park, "good Saint 
came riding over the tops of the 
п that selfsame wagon wherein he 
brings his yearly presents to childres 

But New Amsterdam (now New York) 
had not yet been settled when Oloffe Van 
Kortlandt had his dream. According to 
Irving's History of New 
the Dutch colonists were living in 
aw (now Hoboken, New Jer- 
t Nicholas who gave 
first. vision of the 
nt Nicholas “lit his 
self down 
smoked, he smoked ihe s 
from his pipe ascended into the air and 
spread like a cloud overhead. And Olofle 
-.. climbed up to the top of one of the 
trees and saw that the smoke 
spread over a great extent of the county; 
nd he fancied that the great volume of 
smoke assumed a variety of marvelous 
forms, where in dim obscurity he saw 
shadowed out palaces and domes and lofty 
spires. 

That was New York City, Virginia— 
smoke, soot, smog and all And it all 
began as a Dutch pipe dream, produced 
by Sinte Klas 

No, Virgi 
Sime Klass was 
fairly obvious Ш 


Washington 
York, 


age Oloffe 


a, 1 an not know what 
smoking. But 1 think it is 
t Oloffe Van hordandt 
was pretty darned high on the tree. 
When he came down, he "aroused his 
companions and related his dream (o 
them, and interpreted that it was the 
will of Saint Nicholas that they shoukl 
settle down and build a city” on what i 
iow Lower Manhattan. And wh 
city was built, the Dutch were so glad to 
get out of Hoboken that they built a 
chapel to Saint Nicholas and "instituted 
the pious ceremony . . . of hanging up 
a stocking in the chimney on Saint 
Nicholas Eve.” 

n the chimney" is what it says, V. 
ginia. So maybe the Dutch wore fireproof 
socks. It is more relevant to note that 


“You're darn right I was good all year. I'm good any time." 
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alter Saint Nicholas "had smoked his pipe 
ed it in his hatband, and, living 
beside his nose, gave the 
ished Van Kortlande a very significant 
look, then mounting his wagon he re- 
turned over the treetops and disappeared. 

This description, which Washington 
Ding wrote in 1809, was one of the 
kindliest portraits of Saint Nick anyone 
had penned to date—and it was freely 
aibbed by New York's Dr. Clement 
Clarke Moore. he sat down to 
compose A Vist from St. Nicholas 
1829. A "right jolly old cll,” Moore's 
m Nick was also а devotee of the pipe 
and had the same odd finger-beside-th 
nose tic. 


His eyes how they twinkled! his 
dimples, how merry! 

His cheeks were like roses, 
like a cherry 


Stoll 


when 


his nose 


His doll little mouth was drawn up 
like a bow, 

And the beard on his chin was as 
white as the snow. 

The stump of a pipe he held tight 
in his teeth, 

And the smoke it encircled his head 
like a wreath. 


He spoke not a word, but went 
straight to his work, 
And filled all the stockings; then 


turned with a jerk, 


SWEDISH 
TOURIST INFORMATION 


And laying his finger aside of his 
nose, 

And giving a nod, up the chimney 
he rose. 


What do you mean, “Did his helper go 
up the chimney. too?” As far as 1 know, 
Virginia, Clement Moore's Santa didn't 
have a helper. “Turned with a jerk" 
doesn't mean that Santa turned in uni- 
son with his funky. It simply п 
turned in an abrupt ma 

AL any rate, it is important to observe 
that the Clement Moore Santa Claus was 
(а) totally benevolent and (b) scheduled 
to arrive on “the night before Christ 


ans that 


mas," rather than on Saint Nicholas Eve. 
Ever since. the Reform 
Protestant churches and sects had been 


fighting 10 keep Claus out of 
Chnisimas—which, IL. was supposed 
to commemorate the birth of the Christian 
ior. But in the early Puritan cc 
of Massachusetts, Chr 
brated at all. Scripture ollered no clue 
to the exact y of the 
jesus. the Puritan fathers main 
Christmas was therefore “a human inven- 
tion,” a "popish corruption" created. for 
the sole purpose of winning Catholic con- 
vens. And in Massachusetts, in 1659, it 
became a crime to celebrate Christmas by 
"forbcaring of labor, feasting, or in any 
other way.” 


as wasn't. cele- 


The first state to recognize Christmas. 


ed a holid 
territories. “Ht is idcm that initial 
legal recognition of December 25th origi- 
nated in relation to ccorom id coi 


was decla 


m eres,” James Н. Barnett has 
pointed out in his book-length treatise 
on The American Christmas. “Thus, 
Christmas Day was first recognized as an 
ocasion when promissory notes could 
пог be collected.” 

The Americin Santa was "dressed. all 
in fur from his head to his foot” until 
1881, wh 


Хам decided u 
bit too shaggy and primitive to in- 
mo a decorous Victorian parlor. so 
ned hin at 
of a welltodo n x who 
acially and psychosesually secure 
enough to wear a redsatin suit trimmed 
with ermine. By the 1890s. his name had 
even been proudly adopted as the post 


in the corpul 


the um of the century. 
turned. too, and his public image has 
been attacked with growing vehemence 
ever since. In 1921, at the impassioned 
insistence of a leading churchman, he was 
barred from 


and, a few y 


cleric warned his Hock that 7 


will Sd out conas 


t contin- 


CMS to the jolly pr 
ued 10 mount. It was charged that "San- 
ta the sugar daddy" had replaced “Santa 
the He wis religiously denounced 
dirty lie" and “a modern 
representative of the heathen god Nim. 
rod, who is a defiant hater of God and 
Satan's earliest eilor to produce am 
duis And im the more secular Fife 
and Sixties, Santa's image has been so 
badly dobbered by psychiatrists. sociolo- 
gists and child guidance experts that there 
doesn't seem 10 be very much that 
опе can do to preserve it 

For instance, Virginia, do you know 
what a prominent New York psychia 
id just a few Christmases ago? He 
anti is world, 


ош of мер with hi 


1 that his indiscrimin: 
stems from "an unresolved Oedip: 
plex.” Santa Claus, he declared, 


incorrigible dre a 
mankind. He gives gilis indiserin 
to the good and the bad, io the rich and 
the poor in а spirit otherwise unheard of 
on earth.” Can you imagine calling San 
ta Claus unkind”2 ГИ ber 
the prominent New York psychianist 
was sorry he said that when he got up 
nd found his stocking empty on Christ- 
mas momi 

And ГЇЇ bet Santa didn't visit the 
house of Professor Warren O. Hagstrom, 
either. Not after what the professor wrote 
about Santa in the big holiday issue of 
The Sociologist, Here it 


menace to 


American 


just the 


front page of The New Yor 


s it way reported oi 
k Times: 


Dear Sania Claus: Ате you a preg- 
nant woman? Arc you a benevolent 
father figure? Ave you the opium of 
little children? Or are you just a 
nice, jolly fat man? 

These questions are raised, quite 
soberly, in ide by a sociology 
professor... 
says the author... 
liuke” has been written 


not entirely masculine” 
far belly and bag of gifts" 
mply the result of year-end 
goodies and year-round work. 

“Is he pregnant?" asks the soci- 
ologist. 


In recent years, a lot of people have 

been picking on Santa Claus because he 

is overweight. "A fat, chorling Santa 

Claus is full of baloney in this day and 

age.” a lightweight New York daily de- 

chred, when a publisher and author of 
ah books, name 


fa аса in 
aple for our children.” “It's out of 
to be f Mr. Rodale ui. ox 


at children would accept а 


Au the risk of sounding like a big f. 
nic, I must say that I do not 
Virginia. During the 
son, you can find plenty 
standing around on street 


gree 


with Mr. Rodale 
pic-Christmas se; 


re always reach 
their phony chimneys for a bottle in 
brownepaper bag. They make dogs bark 
Little kids cry just to look at them. 
nce а skinny 
dictory 10 

and jolly, it is not surpr 
shall McLuhan 
or of a slend 


из is co 


lly hu 


с 
signing that bro 


of the richly pi of the 

old-fashioned movie stars, rote in 

the December 1967 issue of McCall's. 
But do you believe McCall's, 


I don't. 
poppa 


а? Really and truly believe 
And I venture to say that you 


doesn't, either. H's mud casier for 
grownup men like me and your poppa 
10 believe Claus than lor 


us to believe in McCall's. Psychoanalyti- 
cally, surprisingly little has been written 
about McCall's, But one theory suggests 
that it is “not entirely n 
may even be an incon 
woman who is "a men 
In any case, Virgin 
our 20th Cen 
one hi 
mean things that people have said 
him, its a wonder that he can 


us has had 
g the 
about 
still 


muster up the old ho-ho-ho. But no 
matter how tough things got, Santa ne 
er quit chuckling—not even in the dark- 
est days of th es, wh 
detractors grew so obnoxious thi 
lute Judge Michael A. Musmanno was 
moved to declare “doubters of Santa 
Claus in coniempt of cour 


ny County, Pennsylvania, is is 
not a figment of the ima Jus- 
tice Musmanno ruled. “He is an actual 


ity. Santa Claus is the symbol of kindness: 
he is the token of s 
the badge of all that is cheerfully benev- 
olent in the make-up of man 
Those inspiring words c 
man who had once s 
fense counsel for Sacco and V. 


ıe from the 
[ de- 
пеш and 


ved 


true discoverer of America. Yes, Virginia, 
I know what happened to Sacco and 
ow, too, that some 


the first man to discover Amer Bur 
they are the same smarcalecky sorts who 
don" bel 
around ыг 
M 


“Got any luggage 


wears a Spiro Agnew watch.” They are 
the products of our skept 
would be easy to dismiss th 
not for the f: 
putdown: 
respected sources 

Just thi 
professor at Northe 
with die cl 


ost 


for instance, a 
зона Univer 
that Smokey 
sc—like I! 
the impression “that 
not dangerous.” Obviously, 
these continual putdowns of all that is 
noble and kind and good are rapidly 
bringing us to the point where we will 
no longer have any models of virtue to 
cherish and respect. 


yea 


came out 
the Bear 


Is there to be no end to this dreadful 
skepticism, Virginia? Fortunately, there 
seems to be. In fact, there are some 


strong indications that sweeunes and 


light are on the rise and that good and 
kindly thoughts may be makin 
back. TI 


а соте 


cheeriest report of. all, this 
stide, comes trom Professor Gri 
xhis, "a Romanian living in 
nd." who has writen an 
azine stating Шш the or 
acula was not the loathsome 


cle in 
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character he was made out to be in the 
Bela Lugosi movies and the Bram Stoker 
n't see the connection to 
bear with me. 

ble to track down the 
y magazine, but the following sum- 
mary of the professors pitch was ci 
by The Washington Post- 
Times News Service—an ap 
light of the [act tha 
ic's favorite vampire has long been 
lleged to be the patron fiend of both our 
etal tax men and several of our more 
successful Hollywood agents and film 
moguls: 

Profesor Nandr 
nal Dracula was V 
prince ol Walachi 
nia from 1456 to 14 
He was obviously no gentle lamb. as he 
earned himself the nickname ‘Impaler. 
t most of his cruchies, Nandris points 
1 defense of his 
Turks. In fact, he 
“epitomizes the struggle of his nation for 
freedom and independence through the 
In short, Virginia, Dracula was 
the Father of his Country. 

As far as physical appearance is co 
cerned, Professor Nandris says that while 
Dracula has been portrayed as a mo 
strous old meany with pointed ears, 
blazing сусу and sharp white fangs, a 
old German woodcut of the 15th or 16th 
Century "shows Vlad. as quite a hand- 
some man." Some sources have described 
him as "a hero of Chr у" who 
earned the name Dracula as a dedicated 
ider of the Order of the Dragon. 


culated 
Angeles 
te source, i 


says that the origi- 
ıd V, who ruled 
in Southern. Roma- 
па again in 14 


the same way that Santa former name 


Niklawes was derived from the demons 
Nikur and. Neck. Like Saint. Nick, Dra 
cula also has certain age-old association 
with Neck—though in a somewhat differ- 
ent vein—and his role as а children's 
bugaboo puts him in the same scary bag 
with Pelznickel and Rumpanz. 

Unlike S Dracula was never a 
saint—but I think you will have to agree 
had none of the aulis that 
Santa's present-day critics find so objec 
tionable. Far from being 
dreamer,” Dracul: 
kind of guy who knew what he waned 
id went for it. And no one can accuse 
m of being overweight. As redesigned 
by Bram Stoker 
slender as Twiggy 
ight visits come unc 
one 
Nicholas. 

Come to il 

a kind of Sa 


was а 


sneaky mid- 
y dose 10 the 
ta made in A Visit from St. 


ference. No indiscrimi giver, 
but a "now"-type operator who takes a 

Че. leaves a little and doesn't ask to be 
loved. Only respeaed. Given a litle re 


dentistry, a sack full of toys and a 
of human understanding, old Vlad- 
LDraklawes might make a dandy 
substitute—just the sort of jolly thin 


elf our skeptical age would really dig and 
believe in. 
So hi 


ve yourself а merry little merry, 

Hang your stocking by the 
—with care. And if vou hear a 
w at the window, don't 
be in too much of a hurry to tear open 
the shutters and throw up the sash, Peek 
out first—and then decide if you really 
want a new dolly that bad. 


strange 


“Why is il you never ask me to stop smoking?” 


THE GREAT CROONERS 

(continued from page 201) 

was recording for him and I can tell his 

records are really prized by collectors, 

because theyre always so worn when I 
get them. 

Mr. Edison was 

. but in 191 


a little deaf in one 


big маг and signed him 


immediately. Kaufman was so good, 
fact, that Victor signed him in 1915 and 
dropped Al Jolson. because they thought 


he'd never be as big in. As it 
turned out, Mr. Kaufman's real success 
Tasted to about 1995, but he kept work- 
ing and joined the Avon Comedy Four 
on the radio in 1929. I had the pleasure 


He's 
ang some of 
together at the piano, һе actu 


songs 
у started 


Mr. Kaufman's ballads were somewhat 
peppier than those from 1890 ro 1910, 
but Peg of My Heart and It's Not the 
First Time You Left Me, wo of his most 
. really packed a great deal of 
OF course. from 1914 to 1918, 
and singers focused a lot of 

icıs role in World 
Kaufman recorded 
one ef the most inter- 
ating patriotic songs in 1915—a song 
directed the igrants who came 
here then to share in the blesings of our 
great country. 


Last night as 1 lay sleeping 

A wonderful dream came to me. 

1 saw Uncle Sammy weeping 

For his childven fiom over the sea. 

They had come to him friendless and 
starving 

When from the tyrant's oppression 
they fled: 

But now they abused and reviled 
him 

"ТИ al last in just anger he said: 


If you don't like your Uncle Sammy, 

Then go back to you home o'er the 
sea— 

To the land from where you came, 

Whatever be its name, 

But don't be ungrateful to me. 

For if you don't like the stars in Old 
Glory, 

1f you don't like the ved, white and 
blue, 

Then don't act like the cur in the 
story, 

Don't bite the hand that’s feeding 
you. 


маноз BY tuomas nomm music ey JIMMIE мопсян © isis 
iREMEWED) LEO FEIST. IMC, NEW YORK, N.Y. REPRINTED 


But по one expressed America's u 

at during the Great War better 
Arthur Fields—a boy singer on Co- 
md for 15 years, and then, in 
popular recording artist. He had 


written the lyrics to Aba Daba Honey- 
moon, which was hit for Byron G. 
Harlan, but he sang Irving Berlin s Along 
Came Ruth for his disc debut on both 
Columbia and Victor, Berlin thought it 
аз one of his best, but it bombed; how- 
ever, Fields did manage t0 score for Mr. 
Berlin with Stay Down Here Where You 
Belong, in which Satan advises his son 
not to journey to earth. because the War 
was making it worse than Hell. Another 
Berlin-Fields triumph Oh, How 1 
Hate to Get Up in the Morning, easily 


d and spent much of 
his popularity to recruit 
ry service. 'etcorner 
concerts were so successful the Edison саса 
log claimed that “at least 000 boys are 
now somewhere in France fighting for 
democracy as a result of the work started 
by Mr. Кек" 

I's а Long Way to Berlin, but We'll 
Get There and We're All Going Calling 
on the Kaiser really stirred the hearts of 
g men, and Fields also added 
touch to Army life with such 
as Would You Rather Be a Colo- 
nel with an Eagle on Your Shoulder (Or 
a Private with a Chicken on Your 
Knee Wut опе of ту favorites is I 
Don't Want to Get Well, wh 
with the 
his voice: 


I don’t want to get well, I don't 
want to get well, 

Pm in love with a beautiful nurse. 

Ewly in the morning, every night 
and noon, 

The cutest little girlie comes and 
Једу me with a spoon, 

1 dont want lo get 
want to get well; 

Рт glad they shot me on the firing 


ell. 1 don't 


linc— inet 

The doctor says that I'm in bad 
condition, 

But oh, oh. oh, I've gol so much 
ambition. 


1 don’t want to get well, I don't 
want ta get well, 
"Cause I'm having a wonderful time 


PEHUISSION 


K-K-K-K. recorded in 1918, was an- 
other Аг ields classic, and when the 
War had been we he produced two of 
his bes and most famous—the catdıy 
"i P Ја-Ра and How Ya Gonna 


u 


Krep’. 
soon his career began to fade and he 
ried performing on a number of inde- 
labels under a wide variety of 
assumed. names. In 1925, he honored the 
uth of William Jennings Bryan with 
Bryan Believed in Heaven (That’s Why 
He's in Heaven Tonight); and, in the 
next year, the death of the silent screen's 
cutest lover prompted Rudolph Valen- 


tino (The Creat Director Has Called 
You). Unfortunately, very few people 
honored or even noticed the p wy of 
Arthur Fields himself, who died several 
years ago at the age of 75 in a fire that 
swept through the old-people’s home in 
Florida to which he'd retired. 

Needless to say, it would be impossible 
to discuss cach of the men who con- 
tributed to the spectacular history ol 
popular music in America before 1930. 1 
n't know enough about some 
of them. Charles Harrison and William 
Robyn had really beautiful voices and 
on Mr. Harrison's Victor recordi 
actually think 1 can hear his heart bear- 
- Thats the kind of power and soul 
man had. Pd really like to. know 
morc about hii 

But a singer 1 do know something 
about is Billy Mu probably the 
best comic г ol his time amd one 
ol Victor's hottest properties from about 
1906 to the early Twenties. Though he 
often. recorded with his friends—Burr, 
Harlan, Fields, Kaufman and dozens of 
others as well—he's best known for his 
duets with Ada Jones, most of which 
were recorded between. 1907 and 1022. 
However, even as а soloist, he had a long 
list of hits to his credit. His recorded 
version of Harrigan in 1915 was lar more 
successful than George M. Cohan's rendi- 
tion of the song ou the stage, and. ndi- 
anola, done in 1918, was surely one of 
the World War One 
tunes. Billy Murray then helped. people 
h their way through Prohibition with 
The Alcoholic Blues and How Ya Gonna 
Wet Whaistle?; but, like most of 
those giants of the past, his carcer was 
sadly drawing to a close by 1930. 

Oddly enough, what closed the door 
on these singers were the greatest techn 
logical advances 10 hit the music business 
since Edison's phonograph. The inve 
tion of the electric microphone in 1925, 
the premiere of talking pictures in 1927 
and the growth of radio through the late 
‘Twenties all combined to n 
men as obsolete as the cyl 
These were singers who had acquired 
skills on vaudeville stages across the 
agers whose lungs amd vocal 
ned to project a musical 
tone so that could be heard in thc 
third balcony. Consequently, most of them 
found it very difficult. to adapt their 
styles to the subtlety of the electric micro 
phone amd, therefore, to the new tech- 
niques of radio. In addition to this, The 
Jazz Singer h Al Jolson, the first 
ssdistribution. had en the 
country by stor 
producers climbed onto the band wagon 
by substituting movies for the live 
they used to book 
Vaudeville was dy 
greatest stars with it 


the cleverest of 


Your 


roll. 


Wg and шой, 
but radio was born, 
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The butane lig hter 
you have to buy 
only once! 


MEDICO—the lighter for all seasons, 
all reašons, all occasions! 

Medico looks smart wherever you 
go. Easy to fill. The weight is light. . 
the price is right. 

See the fuel supply through Medico's 
shatter-proof case. Medico's flame is 
adjustable for cigarettes, cigars, pipes. 


Get Medico, the featherweight lighter 
thal gives you more. 


MEDICO 


refillable butane lighters 
Choose your favorite color. Only $2.95. 


SLIM, 
DISCREET 


INSTANT BREATH 


PROTECTION 
IN YOUR POCKET. 


Binaca’ 


CONCENTRATED GOLDEN BREATH SPRAY 


A 12-MONTH CHRISTMAS 


GIFT, PLAYBOY STYLE! 
(See page 77.) 
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bringing new stars to replace them; and 
among these new talents were to be found 
the voices that started young couples 
spooning and American women swooning 
—the great crooners, 

I would have to say that Gene Austin 
was the first of what most people remem- 
ber as the wue crooner. Accompany- 
ing himself on the piano, he sang softly 
n a high, pleasantly relaxing voice; and 
s recording of Ramona, which sold 
000,000 copics, was the biggest hit of 
1927. My Blue Heaven, done that same 
year, wasn't far behind in either popu- 
rity or sales. Nick Lucas, who intro 
duced the sixstring р to popular 
music and gave us Tip-Toe Through the 
Tulips, was another of the celebrated 
mid-Twenties crooners. From the way 
people took to this casy-listening. mild, 
soothing style after 109 
that they were tired of dancing their fect 
off with the black bottom, the varsity 
drag and the charleston: they were ready 
to listen to good music sung by good 
ingers, as they'd been in the days of 
Burr, Harrison and Robyn. The man 
most able to provide that quality was 
Hubert Prior Vallee, who, from the be- 
ginning of his carcer, cast a magnificent 
shadow over every other crooner in the 
business. 

Mr. Vallee began as a saxophonist in 
1918 (there were only 100 saxophonists 
in the country at the time), having 
learned to play by copying Rudy Wie- 
doelt’s technique on records, As a tribute 
to Wiedoeft, he adopted Rudy as his first 
пате and began playing with a variety 
of bands before and during his student 
days at the University of Maine and 
er at Yale. His experience with The 
Yale Collegians, a Vincent Lopez tour- 

ng band and a Ben Bernie ensemble 
prompted him to form his own eight 
piece group in 1928, which played its 
first engagement at the exclusive Heigh- 
Ho Club New York City. WABC be. 
san to broadcast his mu from the club 


rua mU ZY 


. it was obvious 


1 Rudy was an immediate 
success. 

By | 929, Mr. Vallee and 
Connecticut Yankees were pla 


Palace Theater, as well as both the Brook- 
lyn and the New York City Paramount 
ters, and the response was truly stu- 
pendous. He had begu 
one in the carly Twenties 
to say, the women in hi 
thought his high, birdlike voice was the 
vor g they'd ever heard. 
Just catching a glimpse of his lips through 
the megaphone had them fainting in the 
aisles. 


mos 


However, while Mr. Vallee was play- 
ing the Brooklyn Os 
borne—another famous crooncr—was 


playing the Brooklyn Fox and claiming 
336 that Rudy Vallee had stolen his style. 


That rivalry almost cnded in court, but 
Mr. Vallee later appeased Mr. Osborne by 
recording one of his songs. Whether or 
not Mr. Osborne was first with that style 
is very hard to say, but it’s certain that 
he'd never have gotten much of a settle- 
ment from Rudy Vallee, who was reputed 
to be a devout tightwad. In fact, when 
he was alternating between the New York 
and Brooklyn Paramount theaters, he 
insisted that his musicians pack up their 
instruments after cach show and ride the 
subway with him back and forth. That 
might not have been so bad but for the 
fact that they were doing ten shows a day. 

Rudy Vallee may not have been much 
of a spendthrift, but he certainly de- 
served every penny he camed. RKO, 
hoping to capitalize on his romantic stat- 
ure, sent him to Hollywood in 1929 to 
star in The Vagabond Lover, and his 
billing in the ads indicated the kind of 
reputation he was making for himself. 
“Vagabond Lover," the wailer announced, 
“Men hate him—women love him.” And 
it was so true. When he came back to the 
Paramount in New York for a 21-month 
run, there were days when the lines were 
roped off from 42nd Street and Eighth 
Avenue, down 42nd to Seventh, across 
Seventh to 43rd and back to Eighth 
again; and most of those in line were 
es. 

Theu in Oavber 1929 
lor the first one-hour radio variety show 
—The Fleischmann Hour for Fleisch- 
mann's Yeast—and | enjoyed ten years 
of Mr. Vallce's broadcasts before his pop- 
ularity began to slip and the show went 
off the After that, he starred on the 
weekly Sealtest Hour; times had 
really changed and with the long reign 
of swing music throughout the big-band 
cra, Mr. Vallee started developing | 
sel as a light-comedy actor after World 
War Two. 

But as a Crooner from 1928 to 1939, he 
compiled a phenomenal list of achicve- 
ments. By 1930, his income had soared 
from 53000 to 51500 a week and he м: 
onc of the few performers to become a 
millionaire during the height of the De- 
pression, Not only that but he used The 
Fleischmann Hour to showcase many new 
talents and actually gave such people as 
Edgar Bergen and Red Skelton their first 
real breaks. 

Now forget Rudy Vallee the radio star, 
disregard his 20 movie roles, ignore the 
lines of screaming admirers. Lets talk 
about music This was the crooner 
who recorded hit alter hit—My Time Is 
Your Time, I'm. Just a Vagabond Lover, 
A Little Kiss Each Morning, a Little Kiss 
Each Night, Let's Do It (Let's Fall in 
Love), Honey, Supposin’, I'm. Gonfessin’, 
Deep Night, Miss You, Kitty from Kan- 
sas City, Betty Coed, The Maine Stein 
Song, the Whiffenpoof Song, Marie, 


he was signed 


but 


Lover, Come Back to Me, Good Night 
Sweetheart and I could go on forever, 
but I won't. Let me just say that this 
man's extraordinary fame was no publici- 
ty gimmick. Rudy Vallee had a voice 
that touched the souls of his audiences 
and mine as well. 

While Mr. Vallce's f. addled close 
to their radios im 1932, waiting for 
the familiar greeting. "Heigh-ho, every- 
body!" millions of people were tuning 
п to hear a much deeper, more manly 
voice croon “Boo-boo-boo-boo.” Of course, 
it was none other than Bing Crosby, 
whose 1932 hit / Surrender, Dear con- 
inced CBS that he deserved his own ra- 
dio show. As a member of The Rhythm 
Boys, he'd sung with Paul Whiteman's 
band in 1927; but in 1930, the trio 
moved to Los Angeles to join Gus Arn- 
heim’s orchestra at the Cocoanut Grove- 
Naturally, when the public began to hear 
that mellow, rumbling voice on the 
Creamo Cigar Show, his stardom was 
mtced. It was absolutely chilling to 
hear him croon Pennies from Heaven, 
Where the Blue of the Night Meets the 
Gold of the Day, Sweet Letlani, Sunday, 
Monday or White Christmas or 
Going My Way 

To realize the true power of that 
voice, just consider the fact that his 
ilio success lasted from his debut in 
7 until the Lue. 19405 and television. 
. he per 


h 


ау: 


19 
During his incredible сисе 


formed on all the radio nerworks, starred 
in over 40 films for Paramount and sold 
well over 10,000,000 records. Alb the 


blessings of heaven have been heaped on 


Mr. Bing Crosby and he is clearly the 
most accomplished, though not the most 


electric, of ihe crooning greats. 

In my opinion, the only singer who 
even came close to Rudy Vallee in gener- 
ating romantic excite. 
Eugenio di Rudolpho Columbo—prob: 
bly better remembered as Russ Colombo. 
When Bing Crosby left Gus Arnhcim's 
orchestra in 1930, it was Russ Colombo 
who vacated his violinist’s chair to fil 
the singer's spot. Perhaps because he 
sounded very much like Mr. Crosby, 
Mr. Colombo was an instant sensation: 
but it may have also been due to the fact 
that he was practically a Rudolph Valen- 

ice Was con- 

i led 
- Crosby's, he wi ed to sing on 
radio in the same time slot and the 
two of them really developed a musical 
rivalry. However, shortly after that, Mr, 
Colombo formed his own band and left 
radio in 1982 to perform in New York; 
the public, being very fickle, soon forgot 
who he was. 

Although he'd made a number of benu- 
tiful records—including Cull Me Darling 
(Call Me Sweetheart, Call Me Dear), 


"More? Don't American kids write Santa anymore?” 
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You've My Everything, All of Me, Para- 
dise and Save the Last Dance for Me 
—it was a movie role that returned 


him to prominence in 1933. Playing a 
gangster in Walter Winchell's Broadway 
Through a Keyhole, he captivated the 
women of America with his amazing 


looks, and once again he flourished—this 
time as a crooner-acior, Ву 1934, he was 
hotter than a mustard seed. When he 
visited Carole Lombard on one of her 
movie locations, it was rumored that the 
тко were in love. America seemed deier- 
mined to make an idol of Russ Colombo. 
For his second film appearance, he starred 
with Jack Oukie in Wake Up and Dream, 
which was scheduled to be released in 
September 1954. 
Russ Colombo never lived to attend 
the premiere. On September 2, 10M, he 
was visiting a photographers studi 
when his host struck a march on an 
ntique French dueling pistol to light a 
cite, The spark from the match dis 
charged a bullet from the gun, which 
ricocheted off a table and snuck Mr. 


Colombo in the forehead, killing him 
instantly. Even though the c ined 
his flm when it did pren 
doubted that had he lived, Russ Colom- 
bo would have been the biggest star of 
his time. The sad finish to Russ Colom- 
оч tragic story is that his mother was 
never told of his death, One of 

brothers wrote letters to her ev 


and signed them Russ Colombo; she died. 


believing that he had retired to а smato- 
rium in Europe for his health. 

For those of us who swooned to 
Rudy Vallee’s singing, crooning really 
began to degenerate after 1935, Vaude- 
ville comedians were doing crooner paro- 


dics and crooning in general began to 
t much more commercial and far less 
sincere. It did manage to hang on as а 
style even into the Fifties, but after 1985, 
it was never ically the same, Romance 
was dying in the world as Hitler was 
tearing up Europe and by the end of 
World War Two, it seemed that cynicism 
and despair had taken hold of the pub- 
lic. But not me—not with the spirit of 


= 
ME 
Lu 


norem 
— 


"It's India ink!" 


Rudy Vallee living inside me. In tact, 
when Pd see a pretty girl ar the Page 
‘Three, Fd rush right down to Sanders 
Recording Studio with an original song 
to croon for her. In those days, 1 could 
make a uwo-sided disc for four dollars, 
and this is what I usually recorded (this 
particular one was sent to one of the 
loveliest girls Гус met in the past ten 
years): 


Hello, Miss Snooky. This is Tiny 
1. You don't know what a thrill 
jt w 10 meet you at the Page 
‘Three. When I saw your 1 tiful 
face, 1 couldn't find the words to tell 
you how I felt. so I've written this 
Tittle song especially for you. 1 hope 
you'll remember me for it and give 
my bes to your dear mother and 
family. Now turn this record over 
and let this song tell you how T feel 
—You Are Heaven Here on Earth 
1o Me! And so this is Tiny Tim say- 
g to you, beautiful Miss Snooky, 
happy 


And this is the son 


You are Heaven here on Earth 

You are filled with sunshine, 

Happiness and mirth; 

Your beauty, I can see, 

Is oh so heavenly, 

You are Heaven here on Earth to 
me. 


If you ever said goodbye 

Га feel depressed. yet never сту; 

For you would always be 

In every memory; 

You are Heaven here on Earth to 
me. 


Then Pd go to the train statio 
four photographs for a quarter 
Scordh-tape the best one over the Tabel. 
Relieve it or not, there are over 50 of 
these records in circulation today (1 was 
told Lenny Bruce had one), so 1 [cel 
t I've been doing my best to keep 
antic crooning alive. It's not really 
that hard, 1 would say it’s just a matter 
of dosing your eyes and dreaming. People 
may say that now is not the time for 
crooning, but 1 think that if a song is 
good, it's good for all time. There hı 
been and thousands of hit 
songs on records and sheet music—songs 
that deserve to be remembered. foreve 
After all, just as much happened yeste 
day as is going to happen tomorrow. 
That's why words like then and now 
don't mean anything to me. It’s true the 
great crooners have faded away, but that 
doesn't mean that the beauty and ro- 
mance and peace they worked so hard to 
create has faded with them. It can still 
be with us—it’s alive and real іп fact, 1 
heard it just this morning, 


thousands 


crooks tour 

(continued from page 150) 
quality, and when I first became aware 
of it, E thought it cime from the mouth 
of an old gentleman with a rosette of 
the Legion of Honor in his buttonhole, 
who sit at the table opposite ours and 
who had obviously been taught to chew 
every morsel of his m. 59 times. “Fou 
legged animals. my dear, always remind 
me of tables. So much more solid and 
sensible than two legs. One could sleep 
standing up." Everyone who could un 
derstand English turned to look at him. 
His mouth closed with a startled snap 
when he saw himself the center of at- 
tention. “One could even serve dinner 
on a man with a broad enough back," 
the voice said, and che mousy woman 
giggled and sud, "Oh. Edith," and so 
identified the speaker. I am sure the 
woman had no idea of what she was do- 
she was an unconscious v rilo- 
quist and, surrounded as she believed 
Dy ignorant foreigners and perhaps ex- 
у unaccustomed wine, she 
really let herself go. 

It was a deep cultured professorial 
voice. I could imagine it lecturing on 
ture cr one of the older 
4| for the fast time, my 
tention strayed from Aunt Augusta. 
win—the other Darwin—wrote a 
poem on the Loves of the Plants. 1 can 
well imagine a poem on the Loves of the 

ables. Cramping it might be, but how 
deliciously so, when vou think of a nest 
of tables, each fitting so blissfully, my 
dear, into one another 

“Why is everyone staring at you? 
Aunt Augusta asked. It was an embar- 
rassing moment, all the more so as the 
woman had suddenly stopped. speaking 
id had plunged into her carré d'agneau. 
The trouble is t I have an unconscious 
habit of moving my lips when I am 
пр. so that to alb except my im- 
bors, I seemed to be the 
nhor of her ambiguous remark. 
have no idea, Aunt Augusta," 1 


‘ou must have been doing something 
very odd, Henry 
y thinking.” 

How I wish I could conquer the hab- 
it, Î must have been established first 
when I was at cashier and silently count- 
ed bundles of notes. The habit betrayed 
me very badly once with a woman called 
Mrs, Blermerlasset, who was stone-deaf 
апа ıe was а very beau 
ful woman who was married to the may. 
or of Southwood. She came to my private 
olhce once about some question of invest- 
ments, and while I turned over her fi 
thoughts couldn't help dwelling a 
ale wistfully on her loveliness. One i: 
more free in thought than in speech and. 
when | looked up. I saw that she was 
blushing. She finished her business very 
quickly and left. Later, to my surprise, 


“Why not do your push-ups in bed and 
hill two birds with one stone?” 


she dropped in to see me she 
made some small alteration to the deci- 
we had reached about her Wi 
and then said, "Did vou really 
mean what you told me?” I thought she 
was referring to my advice about Na- 
ings Certificates 

se." E said. “That is my honest. 


ank you,” she said. "You mustn't 
think Т am at all offended. No woman 
could be when you put it so poetically, 
but, Mr. Pulling, 1 must tell you that I 
ишу love my husband." The awful 
thing. of course. was that she couldn't in 
her deafness distinguish between the lip 
mov s made by spoken words and 
the lip movements that expressed my un- 
spoken thoughts. She was always kind to 
me alter that day, but she never came to 
my private office again. 

That night at the Gare de Lyon, I saw 
my aunt imo her couchette and ordered 
her petit déjeuner. from. the conductor 
lor eight a.m. Then | waited on the 
platform for the train from. London to 
come in from the Gare du Nord, It was 
five minutes late, but the Orient Es press 
had t0 wait for it. 

As the train moved slowly in, drown- 
ing the platform with steam, 1 saw 
Wordsworth come striding through the 
smoke. He recognized me at the same 


moment He mu: 
have learned the Americanism during 
the War, when the convoys for the Mid- 
dle East gathered in Freetown Harbor, 1 
went reluctantly toward him, “What are 
you doing here?" 1 asked, 1 have always 
distiked the unexpected, whether an event 
с 


or an encounter, but 1 was growing 
customed to it in my aunt's company. 

“Мт. Pullen, Mr. Pullen,” Wordsworth 
said, “you an honest man, Mr. Pullen. 
He reached my side and grasped my 
hand. “Аг allays was your rend. M 
Pullen.” He spoke as if he һай known 
me for years and 1 had been a long time 
in his debi. "You no humbug me, Mr 
Pullen?" He gazed wildly up and down 


the train. "Where's ат gel?” 

“My aum.” 1 said, “if that’s whom 
vou mean, is fast asleep by now in her 
couchette. 


“Then please go doublequick tell her 

Wordsworth 1 
“I have no intention of waking her 

up. She's an old lady and has а lon 

journey ahead of her. If it's mone 

want, у 

him а 3 


“Аг no w: Wordsworth. 
said, waving one hand hard for emphasis, 
while at the same time he took the note 


with the other. “Ar wan my bebi gel. 
Such an expression used in connection 
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i Aunt Augusta offended me and I 
acd away to climb the steep steps into 


my 


tu 
the coach, but he put his hand о 


very strong mi 
h my bebi gel,” he accused me. 

Үоиле preposterous, Wordsworth. She 
js my аши. My mother's sister; 

No humbug?” 
No lumbi 
the expression. were not my 
aunt, can't you understand. ihat she is a 
very old lady?" 

No one too old for jigji 
worth said. "You tell her she come | 
here (o Paris, Wordsworth wait long, 
long time for her. You speak her sw 
You tell her she still my bebi gel. Words- 
worth no slip good when she gone” 

The conductor asked me to get onto 
the wain, for we were about to le 
and Wordsworth unwillingly released 
І stood on the top of the steps 
irain began to move out from the Gare 
de Lyon in short jerks, and Wordsworth 
followed it down the platform, wading 
through the steam, He was crying, and 1 
was reminded of a suicide w g out 
fully hesed into the surf. Suddenly, 
staring at a window beyond me, he began 
to sing 


“Slip gud-o, bebi gel: 
An luk те wan minit 
Bejo yu sli 


nnm and 
n, it had left 


ered 


moi 


The wain g 
with a final j 
him behind. 

1 squeezed down the corridor to my 
aunt's couchette, which was number 72 
The bed was made up, but there wa 


and st 


sa 


ng on it, 
while my аши leaned out of the window, 
waving and blowing kisses. The girl and 
I looked at cach other with embarrass- 
ment. We could hardly speak and imer- 
тир this ceremony of separation. She 
was very young, perhaps 18, and she was 
cliborately made up with а chalk-white 
face, dark shadowed eyes and long au- 
burn hair falling over her shoulders. 
With the strokes of a pencil, she had 
continued her eyelashes below aud above 
the lids, so that the real eyelashes, stand- 
z out, had a false effect, like a sterco- 
scopic photograph. Her shirt had two 
buttons missing at the top, as though 
they had popped off with the tension of 
her puppy fat and her eyes bulged like a 
Pekingese dog's, but they were pretty, 
nonetheless. They had in them what 
used to be called by my generation a sexy 
look, but this might have been caused 
by shortsightedness or constipation. 
Her smile, when she realized that 1 was 
not a stranger intruding imo my aunt's 
compartment, was oddly timid [or some 
опе who looked so flagrant. It was as 
though someone else had dolled her up 
to айга. She was like a kid tethered to 
a tree to draw a tiger out of the jungle. 
My aunt. pulled in her head; her face 


was smeared with smuts and tears, “Dear 
” she said, “I had to take a last 
look. At my age, one never know: 
1 said with disapproval, "I thought 
chapter was closed," and added for 
ake of the girl, “Aunt Augusta.” 
“One can never be quite sure," my 
L “This is seventy-one,” she add- 
ed, indicating the girl. 
“Seventy-one? 
“The nextiloor couchette. Wh: 
name, d 
“Tooley,” 


ma 


^s your 


the girl replied. It might 


have been a pet name or a family пате 
—one couldn't be sure. 

“Tooley is to Istanbul, too. 
Aren't you, d 

En passant,” she said with an Ameri- 
can accent. 

"She's going to Katmandu,” my aunt 
explained. 

^I thought that was in Nepal.” 

"E guess that’s where it is," the girl 


suid. “Something like that.” 
nd I got talking," my aunt told 
nise—what’s your name again, 


the girl said. 
has brought a sa 


k of prov 
sions with her. Do vou realize, Henry, 
that the Orient Express has no restaurant 
cu? How times have changed. No restau- 
N after the Turkish frontier. 
We face two days of starvation.” 
“I've got a lot of milk chocolate,” the 
irl said. “and a little sliced ham. 
And thirst," Aunt Augusta s: 
I've got a dozen. bottles of 
it’s gening prety warm now.” 
When T think of the party 1 once һай 
on this very train,” Aunt Augusta said, 
with Mr. Visconti and G 
© and champagne. We practica 
lived in the dining car. One meal т: 
into another and night 
“You are very welcome to sha 


id. 
ke, but 


оке" Tooley said. "And the milk choc- 
olate The ham, too, of course, but 
there's not much of that. 

“At least the conductor has promised 


us collec and croissants," 1 said, "in the 
morning,” 

"E shall sleep as late as D can,” my 
aunt said, “and we shall be able to get 
bite at Milan station, With Mario,” she 
added. 

"Who's Mario?" 1 

"We sop at Laus 
and St-Moritz, 


ginl. 


ked. 
ne and Mürren 
said the well-informed 


witzerland is only bearable covered 
with snow." Aunt Augusta said, "like 
some people are only bearable under a 
sheet. Now I shall go to bed. You two 
young people are old enough to be left 
alone." 

Tooley looked at me эсс. as 
though, after all, I might be the tiger 
уре. "Oh, ГИ sleep. too," she said, “I 
love sleep.” She looked at a huge wrist 
watch with only four numerals on a strap 
an inch wide, colored scarlet, "It's not 


one yet,” she said doubtfully, "Fd bener 
pill.” 

'owll sleep," my aunt said 
not to be denied. 


tone 


We were just pulling out of Lausanne 
n 1 awoke. I could see the lake 
between two tall gray apartment. build- 
ings and there was a tasteful adverti 
meut for chocolates and then another for 
watches. It was the conductor who had 
woken me, bringing me coffee and 
brioches (1 had asked for croissants). "ls 
the lady in seventy-two awake?" T asked 

"She did nor wish to be disturbed 
before Milan,” he replied. 

i that the 


5 no rest 


car? 
“Yes, monsicur.” 


“At Teast you will give us breakfast 
tomorrow? 

“No, monsieur. ] leave the tain at 
Milan. There nother conductor.” 

“I n? 

"ugoslav, monsieur. 

Does he speak. English or French? 

“It is not likely.” 1 felt hopelessly 


broad. 

I drank my coffee, and then from the 
corridor I watched the small Swiss towns 
roll smoothly by: the Montreux Palace 


in baroque Edwardian, like the home of 
a Ruritanian king. and rising behind it, 
out of a bank of morning mist. pale 


mountains like an underexposed negi- 
tive: Aigle. Bex, Visp. . . . We stopped 
at nearly every station, but it was seldom. 
that anyone either got in or out. Like 
my aunt, foreign passengers were not 
interested in Switzerland without snow. 
and yet it was here that T was seriously 
tempted to leave her. T had £50 of travel 
er's checks and Т had no interest at all in 
Turkey. 1 caught glimpses of meadows 
running down to water. of old castles on 
hills spiked with vines and of girls on 
bicycles: everything seemed clean and 
arranged and safe, as my life had been 
before my mothers funeral. 1 thought 
of my garden, 1 missed my dahlias, and 
all station beyond Mürren, 
where a postman was delivering leners 
from a bicycle, there was a bed of mauve 
and red lowers. I think I might really 
have got off if the girl called ‘Tooley 
hadn't at diat moment touched my ar 
Was there anything so wrong with the 
love of peace that | had to be forcibly 
drawn aw: 
“Did you sleep wel 
“Oh, yes, and you? 
“L hardly slept a wink.” Her Pekingese 
yes stared up at me, as though sh 
waiting for something from my plate. 1 
offered her a brioche, but she refused it 

“Oh, no. thanks a lot. Ive had a 
chocolate b; 
Why couldn't you sleep? 
I'm sort of worried. 

I remembered, from my cashier da 
faces just as timid as hers, pec 


at some 


from it by Aunt Augusta? 
Tooley asked. 


were 


Ош in front: bottle of ** Monsieur Rochas" eau de cologne. 


What can happen to a man 


when he discovers 


The car is an Excalibur 


the new “ Monsieur Rochas” cau de cologne 


lawn of a summer's day a man 


may decide to embark on a voya- 
ge to undiscovered lands. 

The “ Monsieur Rochas” fragran- 
ce of spices and rare woods is a direct 
invitation to flight 

Late in the evening a man may find 
he never spoke before. 


words such 


“ Monsieur 


And as falls 


Rochas " eau de cologne is still sprea- 


night 


ding its charm. 

In the new “ Monsieur Rochas " 
eau de cologne а man can find some- 
thing as powerful as love, as luck or 
as fortune, 


It sometimes hannens then that 2 


woman no longer quite recognizes 
him, and that this enchants her, 


(But it will never happen that a 
woman who presents а bottle of 
* Monsieur Rochas 
where than at one of Rochas’ 


"will have bought 


| retailers). 


г where a no- 


through a hygienic ba 
tice directed them to speak through a 
slot placed inconveniently low. 1 almost 
asked her whether she had an overdraft. 
Anything I can do?" 

7] just want to talk." she said. 

What could 1 do but invite he 
My bed had been made into a sofa while 
1 stood in the corridor, and we sat down 
side by side. I offered her a cigarette. It 
was an ordinary Senior Service, but she 
turned it over as though it were some 
thing special she had never seen before 
she asked. 


in? 
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Yes 
What does S 
“The Navy.” 
“You don't mind, do you, if I smoke 
one of my own?" She took a tin marked 
EUCALYPIUSAND-MENTHOL LOZENGES Out 
of her bag and picked from it an anony 
mous cigarette that looked аз though 
it had homerolled. On second 
thoughts. she offered me one, aud I 
thought it would be a lile unkind of 
me to refuse, It was a very м 
теце and it looked rather grubby. It had 
an odd herbal flavor. not disagreeable 
I've never smoked an American ciga- 
vette before,” E said. 
E got these in Par 
Or French ones. 


nior Service me: 


been 


from a friend." 


“He was a terribly nice man. Groovy." 
“Who was?" 
“This man I met in Paris. 1 told him 


my trouble, too.” 
"What is your trouble?” 
“L had a quarrel—with my boyfriend, 
I mean, He wamed to go thirdcliss to 
Isanbul. 1 said it's crazy, we couldn't 
sleep together in the third-class, and Гуе 
got the money, haven’ T? "Your stinking 
allowance, he said. "Sell all you have 
and give it to the poor'—that's a quoti- 
ist it, from somewhere? 1 said, “Tt 
wouldn't be any use. Father would pay 
me back.” "Не need never know, he said. 
He has sources of information, I said. 
"he's very high up, T mean, in the CIA‘ 
He said, "You can stick your money up 
your ауе Шы English expression, 
isn't it? He's English. We met when we 
were sitting down in Trafalgar Sq 
“Feeding the pigeons?” I asked. 
She gave a bubble of a laugh and 
choked on the smoke, "You are ironic. 
“I like men who are ironic. My 
с. тоо. You are a bit like 
him, when I come to think of it. Irony is 
very valuable literary quality, too, isn't 
it, like passion 

“You must 
Miss Tooley. Im very i 

“Don't call me Miss Tooley. Tooley's 
what my friends call me.” 

At St-Moriv, a gang of schoolgirls 
passed down the platform. They were 
nice-looking schoolgirls: not one of them 
we iskirt or visible makeup and 

342 they carried neat little sutchels. 


she said. 


ron 


cam 


“How can such a beautiful counmy be 


so dull?" Tooley thought aloud 

Why dull: 

“They aren't turned on here,” she 
said. "None of them will ever be turned 


on. Would you like another cigarette?” 

“Thank you. They are very mild 
Agreeable Havor, too. They don't rasp 
the throat.” 
I do like the expressions you use. 
They really arc groovy." 

I felt more awake than T usually do at 
that hour of the morning, and 1 found 
Tooley’s company something of a nov 
ely. T was glad that my aunt was sleep 
ing late and giving me an opportunity to 
better acquainted. 1 felt. protective. 
"This friend of yours in Paris,” I siid, 
Y renes.” 

“He was fabulous. L "I mean, 
he's really together 
nch? 
Jh. no. he came from darkest Afri 

“A Negro?’ 

“We don’t call them that,” she said 
reprovingly. “We call them colored ог 
black—whicheser they prefer." 

A sudden suspicion struck me. 
he called Wordsworth?” 

1 knew him only as Zak. 

That's the man, Was it you he came 
to scc off at the station?" 

“Sure. Who else? 1 never expected him, 
bur these he was at the gate to say 
goodbye. 1 bought him a platform ticket, 
but I think he was scared. He wouldn't 
ny kart he: 


"Was 


come 

He knows my aunt, too," I said. 1 
didit tell her dat he had used her 
ticker for another purpose. 


"Now, isn't that the wildest sort of 
Like something in Thomas 


coincidence 
Hardy.” 

“You seem 
ture.” 

“Tm majoring in English I 
she said. "My father wanted me to 
social science. because he wanted 
serve awhile in the Peace Corps, but I 
guess our ideas didn't coincide in that 
ud od à 
"What does your father d 
“L told you- he has a very secret job 
ı the CIA. 

That must be interesting. ў 
He travels about а terrible do 
haven't seen him more than once since 
Mum divorced him last fall. I tell him 
he secs the world horizontally, 1 mean 
that’s superficial, i ? 1 want to sce 
the world verticall 

“In depth,” I said. 1 was rather proud 
of catching up with her ideas 

"These help.” she said, waving her 
cigarette. "I feel a bit turned on already. 
Irs your fabulous way of talking. I feel 1 
sort of met you in the English-literature 
s a character, We did Dickens 


know a lot about litera- 


course. 

in depth. 
"Vertical 

together. 
"What's your n 


' 1 said, and we laughed 


me?” 


"Henry" She laughed again and 1 
followed suit. though 1 was not sure why. 
“They didn't even call. you Harry?" 
she asked. 

"Harry is the diminut 
be baptized Harry. Th 
Saint Harry.” 

“Is that wh 

7I believe so. 

"Because I knew a fabulous guy once 
who was baptized Kuock-Me-Down.” 

"p doubt if he was really baptized 


€. One cannot 
never a 


v ма 


they call cane 


re vou a Roman Catholici" 
“No, bur I believe my aum is one. Pm 
not quite sure, though.” 
^p neatly became а Roman Catholic 
once. Because of the Kennedys. But then 
when two of them got shot—1 mean Im 


superstitious. Was Macbeth a Catholic? 
“Ies not a question that's ever oc 
curred to me... 1 suppose . . . well, I 


mean, | don't really know." I seemed to 

me that 1 was picking up her phrases 
Maybe we ought to lock the door 

open the window," she said. 

country are we in now 

think wc must be com 

the Шарав frontier." 

“Then open the window quick" I 
couldn't follow her reasoning, bur 1 
obeyed. 1 had alicady finished my cigarette 
and she tossed away her stump and then 
emptied the антау onto the line. Then 
1 remembered Wordswor 

“What have we been smoking 

“Pot, of course. Why?” 

“Do you realize we could be sent to 
prison? T don't know law or 
the Italian, but—" 

“J wouldi’t be. Fm underage.” 

And me” 
you could plead innocence,” she said 
and began to laugh: She was laughing 
when the door opened and the Tal 
police looked 

“Passports,” 


nd 


“What 


the Swiss 


they demanded, but they 
didn't even open them; the draft of the 
open window blew oll one man’s cap. 
and I could only hope the smell of 
Cannabis had dispersed down the corri- 
dor. They were followed. closely by the 
customs men, who were equally consider- 
ate, except that one man wrinkled his 
nose. A few minutes later, the 
safely on the platform. The sign re 
DOMODOSSOLA. 

“We're in Italy,” I said. 

“Then have another 

“T'I do по such thing, Tooley. 1 had 
no idea. . . . For goodness’ sake, get rid 
ght, Yugoslavia" a 
ry, and they won't hesi- 
tate to imprison someone underage.” 

I was always taught that Yugoslavs 
were good Com We sell them 
strategic material, don't we?” 

“But not drugs," I said 

"Now you're being ironicil 
mean, I wanted to tell you 


were 
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how lodo it 


trouble. if you 
ironical 
"You sid just now tha 
valuable literary qu 
“But you aren't a novel,” she said and 
began to ay as Italy went by outside. 
The Cannabis had caused. the laughter 
md now 1 suppose it caused the tears. Т 
felt a litle unhappy myself, watchir 
her. My head swam. 1 shut the window 
and saw through the pane а hill village 
all yellow and ocher, like something 
grown of itself out of rain and carth, 
and beside the line a factory and а red 
housing estate and an autostrada and ап 
advertisement for Perugina and all the 
vires and grids of a smokeless age. 
“What’s your trouble, Tooley?” I asked. 
“I forgot the damn pill and I haven't 
һай the cune for six weeks. I nearly 
kerl to your 
My aun,” I corrected 
ought to speak to her. 1 don't really 
know about these things,” 
“Bur T want to talk to a man 
sid Tm sort of 5 


but 


irony was a 


Tooley 
y of women. 


“I mean 


I don't get on terms with them fast, the 
I do with men. The trouble is, men 


` 


are so In the old days. a 
girl never knew what to do, and now it's 
the men who don't know, Julian said it 
was my fault—he trusted me. 
Julian is the boyfriend?” 1 asked. 
“He was angry because 1 forgot the 
Il. He wanted to hitchhike to Istanbul. 
im 


orant now, 


He said it might do the tr 
“1 thought he wanted to go third class” 
“That was before I told him. And 

before he met a man with a truck going 

to Vi Then he gave me an ultima 
tum, We were in Kex the Place St 
ichel and he sid, got to leave 

never, and I pen No, and he 
ind your own fucking way, then!" 


e 


now or 


said, 
Wh he now: 
"Somewhere between here and Isian- 


How will you find him? 
“They'll know at the Gülhan 
“What's tha? 

“I's near the Blue Mosque. Everyone 
knows where everyone is at the Gül- 
п to remove carefully the 
Then she looked at her 
abers and 


iaces of tears. 
huge watch with the four nu 


said, ncnly lunchtime, I'm as him- 
ary as a dog, I hope I'm not feeding two. 
Want some chocolate 

PM w 

we another c 

No thank you. 

“L will. It might is the rick.” She 
began to smile “Ws funny the 


ideas I get; I I think almost 
anything might do the wick, I drank 
brandy and ginger ale in Paris, because 
at school they said ginger did the trick. 
And 1 had sauna baths, too. It’s funny 
when all you really need is a curet 
Zak said he'd find me a doctor, but he 


ge. 


atin, Sheets 
and, 
*PillowCages 


r4 
сыл cachisivey М the Con Mitton Hotel for 
hef Imperial an Bridal Suit shabi 
ДИ satn m Goid. Black, Ми, Lilacs бити. 
Pink, White, Blue or Red! 
SHEET SETS (2 straight sheets, 2 cases) 
Gouble Set (90168) sus 
Twin Set (12x108) LES 
Queen Set (901122 1/2) mas 
кир Set (1081122-1/2) zs 
3 Mir. monogram on cases 180 
for ilet бит Steet, 284 5220 а deu 
Price; $250 to queen price: $3.00 to king 
EM Send check or m.o. 50% deposit on 
5 


SCINTILLA, INC. стано tines cio 


'Satin Originals for 20 Years 


бе you a Turtle? —_‏ ر 
You fet. 0 am!‏ 


WILL THE PASSWORD EMBARRASS Y DU? 


Can you answer the four riddles of the IMPERIAL 
TURTLE? Find out for yourself! Join now and 
receive a M carat goldplate TURTLE tietac 
(pin for the ladies), plus the official membership 
card revealing all the fun rules! Send $2.98 
check, cash or money order 10: 

HOFFMAN ENTERPRISES 

Box 13 
Elgin, Illinois 60120 


(ADULTS ONLY) 


Starement of ownership, ma 
rer 23. 1962; Seen 
Sues Cade). L Date of tiling: 
Title of publicat 
Momhiy. 4. Lo- 
publication: 919 N. 
m 
n of the headquariers or wenera! basi 
vs of the publishers: 919 N. Michigan 
Ave., Chicaga, Conk Canty, HL 60611. 6. Nan 
and addresses of publisher. ednor, and 
plisher amd Fior, Hugh M 


September 30, 12 
PLAYBOY 


3. Frequency of isae 


Jack J. Кеше. 1 Y. Schiller St 
їй. 7. Owner: HMH Publishing Co. lnc 
Michigan Ave. Chi HL The names a 
adidreses of stockholders own 
percent or 


T. 10104 Angela View Dr. 


erly Hills, Calif. Victor A. Lownes IH, 35 P; 


Lane. London W Arthur Paul, 1520 
Forest А ; бом Sellers, 1030 
Dr Санг: Jane Seller 


chy г М 
2209 Sandy Lane, Wilmene. HI. 8 Keown buned- 
holders, mori. amd other security hoklers 
w or holding one pereei 

amount of bonds, 

Nane. 10, Ave 
preceding 12 
7 
dealers and carriers, street vendors. ai 


ies nr other securities: 
a 


1.377.238 
5.30324; D. Free 
fer ог other means. 


ipti, 1,441,139; 
3,233,000; D. Free 
rier or other п 
528143; F. Office use, 
left-over, unaq spoiled after printing, 
1,169,141; G. Total, 6,451,084. 1 cervify that the 
Statements made by inc above are correct and 
complete: Robert S. 


Total distribution, 


Press, Busines Manager 


said he'd need а few days to find him, 
and then Pd have to Шу up a little, and 
it wouldn't be much good getting to the 
jane and finding Julian gone. Gone 

I ask vou. T boy in Paris 
ws all out of 
: the place 
Americans, of course, be- 
cause of the draft.” 

There were moments when she gave 
the impression that all the world was 
traveling, 

Tooley said, "I slept with a boy in 
Paris when Julian walked out. because 1 

gs up 

that way 
sometimes, right on top of the org 
but I didn't get any orgasm. I gues 1 
жаз worrying about Julian. because T 
don't often have difficulty that way." 

k you ought to go straight back 
home and tell vour parent 

Tu the singular.” she said. "T don't 
count Mum and I don't exact 
where Father is. He travel: 


| mean. the curse comes 


Secret missions. He might be im Vien- 
e. for all 1 know—they say it's lousy 
with CIA 
“Haven't you anywhere you c 
homer" I asked her. 


“Julian and me felt like home, but 
then he gor angry about my forgetting 
the pill. He's very quicktempered. ‘If I 
have to remind you all the time,’ he said, 
“it takes away my spontaneity, don't you 
understand that? He's got a theory wom- 
е their men. and one 

away the 
And you felt at home with him 

“We could discuss just everythin 
she said with a happy : 
smile as the pot began to work a 

Art and sex and James Joyce 
psychology. 

“You ough 
protested. 

Po? Why? There's 


t to smoke that stuff." I 


io harm 


Acid’s another thing. Julian w 

try acid, but 1 said no: I mean, 1 
want 10 warp my chromosomes.” 

There were moments when I didn't 


амана а word she said, and yet 
seemed to me that 1 could listen to her 
lor a hile without wearyi 
genile and sweet 


long w 
Was some 
her. 


When à t мо a great city, I 
am reminded of the closing moments of 
am overture. АП the rural and urban 
5s ol our long journey were picked 
A factory was followed by a 
a patch of autostrada by а 
country road, a gasworks by a modern 


church; the houses began 10 tread on 
others heels, advertisements for 
cars swarmed closer together, the 


conductor who had brought break! 
passed, working intensely down the corr 
dor to rouse some important passenger, 
the last fields were squeezed out and at 
last there were only houses, houses, houses, 


“In my opinion, an electrically powered 
car will never find acceptance until a deep-throated 
"varo-0-0-0m' is somehow built into it." 


and MILANO, flashed the signs. MILANO. 
Tooley, “We've arrived, We'd 
t lunch. Ds o 
ta square шелі... 7 
Your mother——" Tooley began. 


last chance to 


Augusta she’s here.” 

The conductor had preceded her down 
the corridor (1 should have realized who 
the important passenger was) and now 
she stood in the doorway of our compart 
ment, wrinkling her nose. "What have 
you two been up to" she asked. 

"Smoking and talking." 1 said. 

"You seem extwordinarily cheerful, 
Henry. Its not quite like you." she 
sniffed again. "I can almost believe that 
poor Wordsworth is with us still." 

“It's fabulous," Tooley said, “that you 
know Zak, 1 mean.” 

“П y а un monsieur qui vous de- 


mande, madame,” the conductor inter- 
rupted, and 1 saw beyond my аши, 
between a trolley of newspapers 
trolley of ref 

man with 


хаи 
umbrella. 
my aunt said, wit 

“I wrote to him 
He will 


ing with 
dh, it's Mario, 
out bothering to turn. 
that we should need lunch 
ordered it. Come, my dear, come, Henry, 
there's no time to be lost," She preceded 
us down the steps and. dropped st 
into the arms of the white-haired man, 
who with мелу strength held her for a 
moment suspended. 

"Madre mia, madre һе said 
breathlessly and dropped his umbrella as 
he put her carefully down onto the plat- 
form as though she might break—the 
y idea connected with Aunt August 
was ridiculous. 


min, 


"What on earth is he calling you that 
for?" 1 whispered. Perhaps it was the 
«Тес of the Cannabis, but 1 had t 
an extreme dislike to the man who 
now kissing Tooley's hand. 

1 knew him since he was a baby," 
Aunt Augu id. "He is Mr. Visconti’s 
son. 

He was very good-looking, in a his 
trionic way: he had the appearance of an 

ing actor and 1 didn't like the way he 
was trying to dazzle Tooley with pieces 
of his repertoire. Alter his burst of th 
atrical emotion with my aunt, he was 
conducting Tooley ahead of us down t! 
platorm to the restaurant. 
umbrella by the ferrule and pointing the 
cook up like a crosier, With his white 
hair and his head bent toward Tooley, 
he looked like а hypnotic bishop instruc 

а neophyte on purity. 

“What does he do, Aunt Augusta? Is 
he an actor? 

“He writes verse d 

“Can he live on ah 
Ir. Visconti settled a little money on 
| belore the War. Luckily, in Swiss 
5. I suspect, too, that he gets money 
wome 


holding his 


at his age," I said. 
woman laugh. Look 
laughing now. His futher 
as the same. Its the best way, Henry, to 


“He сап make 
how Tooley is 


king and а 
other. In my youth, not many women 
smoked that 
trolley." 


I could feel in my head the cunning of 
nabis. "He must have been born 
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when you knew Mr. V 
you know his mother, too? 
"Not very well.” 
"She must | 


been a beautiful wom- 


am not a fair judge. 1 detested her 
and she detested me. Mario always 
thought of me as his real mother. Mr. 
Visconti called her the blonde cow. She 
was German. 
Mario Visconti had ordered a saltim- 
bocca alla Romana for each of us and a 
boule of Frascati wine. My aunt began 
п Italian. “You must 
my aunt said, "but N 
speaks no English, and it is many, m 
years since we have seen euch othe 
“Do you speak Italian?” I asked Tooley. 
“Not a word. 
“You seemed to 
conversation.” 
he was very E 


be ha 


1 looked at Mario Visconti with resem- 
ment and saw that he had begun to 
weep. Не was talking a great di 
using his hands in explanation 
he picked up his umbrella it 
above his head. In the short intervals 
between paragraphs, he put a lot of 
siltimbocca alla Romana imo his mouth, 
leaning his handsome face forward over 
the plate, so that the fork had only a 
short distance to travel and ihe rens 
only a litle way to fall. It was lucky that 
the dish was heavily salted My 
aunt lent him a wispy lace handkerchief 
pplied to his eyes and айе 
ward adjusted becomingly in his breast 
pocket to show a frilly corner. Then he 
became dissatisfied with the wine, which 
seemed very good to me, and called to 
the waiter to change it. Only after he 
had tasted a new bottle did he resume 
his tears. I noticed the waiters were as 
indifferent to the scene as usherettes at a 
cinema are to a movie that has been 
running a week. 


I said 


“1 don't like а man who cries,” 
to Tooley. 
Have you never ст 
No” | sud and 
the sake of аса 
The wait 


then 
"not in public.” 
all icc creams in 
gerous to me 
e untasted, but. Mario's dis- 
kly and I noticed how his 
гу were quenched, as though the ice 
had frozen the ducts. He gave my aunt 
a shy boyish smile, which went strangely 
with his white hair, and she lent him 
surreptitiously her purse to pay with. 
On the steps of the train, 1 was 
he would begin to cry again when he 
embraced her, but instead hc gave her 
а small brown-paper parcel and walked 
silently away, holding up his crook to 
hide bis emotion or, perhaps, his lack of 
it. "So that's that,” my aunt said with 
cool thoughtfulness. Tooley had disap- 
peared—I suspected into the lavatory to 
smoke another cigarette—and 1 decided 
10 tell Aunt Augusta about her trouble. 


r brought us 


three colors. They looked da 
and 1 lelt mi 


aid 


But I found when I sat down bes 


е 
her that she wanted to do the talking 
herself, "Mario se ther an old 
man," she said, "or has he dyed his hair, 
1 wonder? He cannot be more th 
forty-five. Or six. 1 am bad about dates. 
He certainly looks a good deal older 
than that. Perhaps it is the poetry.” 

I have never much cared,” she said, 
“for me h umbrellas, but he w 
charming as a child” She looked о 
the window and I looked, too: 
housing estate in red brick stray 
side the line 
medieval village crumbled away bel 

parts. 
Why was he cry 


ms ra 


мї 


of 
A new 
ded be- 
nd on the hill beyond, a 


she 


1 haven't seen more th: 
thirty years," she said. “He was a sweet 
boy then—too sweer, perhaps 
The War came. We were ер 
“Aud hi 
“1 never associated sweetness with Mr. 


father?" 


“Slacker!!!” 


Vi ps, He was a теті. 


onti, Charm, perh: 
ble twister. Very g with cream 
buns, of course, but one can't live on 
cream buns. Perhaps 1 am being unfair- 
One is r to somebody one 
has loved a gı And alter all, һе 
was kind то me from the very ман 
he found me my situation in Italy. 


nerous 


k why you persist in 
g it a theater. ‘All the world's 
of course, but a metaphor as 

at loses all its meaning. Only a 
rate actor could have written sudh a line 
out of pride in his second 
There were occasions when Shakespeare 
was a very bad writer, indeed. You can 
see how often in books of q 
People who love mean. 
gles generalization 
1 was a little shocked by her unexpea- 
ed attack on Shakespeare. Perhaps it was 
because he wrote verse dramas like Mario. 
“You were talking about Mr. Viscont 
1 reminded her. 

“1 must admit he was very kind to mc 
in Paris. I was lucky to get this job ol 
mine in the Rue de Provence. But 1 
wasn't really happy there, and J was 
grateful to Mr. Visconti when he took 
me to Italy, The work. of course, was the 
sime, but Í enjoyed the travel from one 
city to another. And every eight. weeks, 
when 1 came back to Milan, I enjoyed 
seeing Mr. Visconti, Cream buns were a 
great improvement on sardines. Some. 
times, too, he would pop up unexpected- 


ly in Venice. He was a twister, no doubt 
of it, but there are many worse people 
than twisters.” She sighed, looking out 


the dull scenery of the Po 
very, very fond of him. F 
other man E have ever kno 
first, but the first is always а spec 


“1 grew to be 


Beg | 


How did you come w re 
asked. 1 was going to say “пош the 
stage," bur 1 remembered her inexplica- 


ble dislike of the tam. E had not forgot- 
ten Тоосуз wouble, but I thought it 


le Jo left me all his money. 
It was quite a shock. The house, too, of 
course, but there was nothing to be done 
about that. It’s still crumbling away near 
the aulostyada. 1 seitled the house on 
Mario when I had to leave Italy because 
of the War and I think he sometimes 
takes a woman there to spend a weekend 
in the ancient family palazzo. He even 
calls it the Palazzo Visconti (he's a bit of 
а snob: quite unlike his father). One 
day they'll want to build a connecting 
road to the autostrada and then the stare 
will have to pay him compensation if he 
сап show that the house was inhabited,” 

"Why didn’t you marry Mr. Viscon 
Aunt Augusta? 

"There's no divorce in Italy, and Mi. 
Visconti was a Catholic, even though a 
nonpracticing опе. He even insisted on 


my being received into the Church. It 
was his wife who had all the money and 
that hampered Mr. Visconti badly, until 
he managed to get his fingers on most of 
what Jo had lelt me. 1 was very careless 
in those days and Mr. Visconti was very 
plausible, It was lucky that no one 
would buy the house—that, at least, was 
left me for a time, He had a scheme for 
selling fresh vegetables—tomaroes, par- 
ticularly, of course—to Saudi Arabia. At 
the beginning, E think he really believed 
he would make our fortune. Even his 
wife lent him money. I shall always re- 
member the conferences at the Excelsior 
in Rome with Arab notables in long 


robes, who arrived with a dozen wives 
and a food taster, Mr. Visconti would 
take а whole floor in the Excelsior—you 
can imagine that made quite a hole in 
Jos money. But it was very romantic 
while it lasted. I had my fun. Mr. Vis- 
conti was never for a moment dull. He 
even persuaded the Vatican to put in 
money, so we had cardinals for cocktails 
at the Grand Hotel. The Grand. had 
once been a convent, and 1 suppose they 
felt more at home there. They were 
grecied at the door by flunkies with tall 
candles, and it was a wonderful sight 
when the Arabs and the cardinals met, 
the desert robes and the sculet skull 
and all the bowings and embrac 
the genullections of the m 
the ki of rings and the blessings. 
The Arabs, of course, drank only orange 
juice, and the tasters stood. at the bi 
pling each jug and occasionally 
snatching a whisky and soda on the side. 
Everybody enjoyed these parties, but 
only the Arabs could really айога their 
fun, as it turned out.” 

“Was Mr. Visconti r 

“He pulled out in time with what was 
lei of my money and what was left of 
his wife's and, to do him justice, he had 
settled some of mine on Mario. Of 
course, he disappeared for a while. but 
he cime back after things һай quieted 
down. The Vaticm made a very prof 
able deal, you remember, with Musolini, 
so that what they lost to Mr. Visconti 
seemed very small beer, indeed. He had 
lell me cix 10 live on à modest 
way, but I have never been very keen on 
modesty, Lile was very monotonous after 
Mr. Visconti disappeared, 1 went back to 
Paris dor a while (Mario was with the 
Jesuits in Milan). But when that was 
over, 1 came back to Rome. 1 alw 
hoped that one day Mr. Visconti would 
turn up again. 1 bad a twozoom apart- 
ient, and E did a little parttime work 
in an establishment behind. the Mesag 
gero. Life was very middle class alter all 


са?” 


the Arabs and the cardinals.” She gave а 
very young laugh. and laid her hand on 


my knee, "And then—Oh, р 
Holiest in il 
fond of sa 
ран 1 


isc to ШС 
height, as Wordsworth is 
1 was putting in a little 
d the Messaggero when 


beh 
who should walk imo Ше reception 


room but Mr. Visconti, A pure coinci- 
dence. He wasn't looking for me. But 
how happy we were. How happy. Just to 
see cach other again. The girls didn't 
understand when we joined hands then 
and there and danced between the sofas. 
lt was one o'dock in the morning. We 
didn't go upstairs. We went straight out 
into the lane outside. There was a drink- 
ing fountain shaped like an animal's 
head, and he splashed my face with 
water before he kissed пи 
“What was that halftime employ- 
ment?” 1 suddenly broke ош. "Who 
were the girls? What were the sofas there 
for?" 
What docs it matter now? 
saîd. “What did any of it тапа? We 
were together again and he splashed me 
and splashed me and he kissed me and 
kissed me. 
But suely you must have despised 
the man, alter all he had done to you 
osing the long aqueduct 
through the lagoons that leads 10 Venice- 
Mesue, but there were no signs of the 
beautiful city, only tall chimneys with 
le gas flames hardly visible in the 


my aunt 


ate a[ternoon sunlight, I was not expeet- 


ag my ашау outburst, 

She turned on me with real fury, 
though 1 were a child who had carelessly 
broken some vase she had cherished over 
the years for its beauty and the 
it contained. “1 despie no one, 
said, “no one. Regret your own adio 
if you like that kind of wallowing in 
self-pity, but never, never despise. Never 
presume yours is a beuer morality. What 
Чо you suppose 1 was doing in the house 
behind the Messaggero? 1 was dicati 


wasn't 1? So why shouldn't Mr. Visconti 
cheat me? But you, 1 suppose, never 
cheated in all your little provincial bank- 


er's life, because there's not anything you 
wanted enough, not even money, not 
even a woman, You looked alter people's 
money like а nanny who looks ther 
other people's children. Can't 1 sce you 
in your cage, stacking up the little livers 
endlessly before you hand them over to 
their proper owner? I only wish you 
were a cheat. Then, perhaps, we'd have 
something in common.” 

1 was astounded. 1 could find nothin, 
to say in reply. 1 thought of leaving the 
train Venice, but then there was 
Tooley and 1 felt responsible [or Tooley. 
The squalid station wrapped us round 
with its dirt and its noise. 1 said, “I 
think ГА better find Tooley,” and I went 
away, leaving the old lady glaring in hey 
couchette. Only, as I dosd the door of 
the compartment, 1 thought E heard her 
laugh. 


This is Part H of “Crook's Tour? a 
selection from a new novel by Graham 
Greene, The third and concluding part 
will appear next month. 


Spread a little happiness 
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СМЕ DAD kuma from paga 1 


several formal and rather unexciting ex- 
cursions into sexuality, Natelys first 
year at Harvard was empty and dull. He 
made few close friends, restricted, as he 
was, 10 associating only with wealthy Epis- 
copalian and Church of England gradu- 
ates of Andover whose ancestors. had 
her descended lineally from the union 
of John Alden with Priscilla Mullins or 
been conspicuous at Bosworth Field. on 
the losing side. He spent many solitary 
hours fondling the expensive vellum 
bindings of the five books sent to him by 
his father as the indispensable basis of a 
sound personal library: Forges and Fur- 
naces of Peunsylvania: The Catalog of 
the Porcellian Club of Harvard Universi- 
ty, 1941; Burke's: Genealogical and He- 
raldic History of the Peerage, Baronetage 
and Knightage: Lord Chesterfield’s Let- 
ters Written to His Son: and the Francis 
Palgrave Golden Treasury of English 


verse. The pages themselves did not 
hold his imerest, but the bindings were 
fascinating. He was often lonely and 
nagged by vague, incipient longings. He 


contemplated his sophomore year at 1 
d without enthusiasm, without 
Fortunately, the War bro! 
to sive him. 


joy. 
e out in time 


Dear Son (his father wrote, after Nately 
had volunteered for the Air Corps, 10 
escape being drafted into the Infan 
You ow embarked upon the high- 
est calling that Providence ever. bestows 
upon man, the privilege to fight for his 
country. Play up, play up ay the 
game! 1 have every confidence that you 
will not fail your country, your family 
md yourself in the execution of yc 
. which is to 
ay the game— 


bilit 


most noble тезро; 
play up, play up and p| 
md to come out ahead. 
The news at home is all good 
ket is buoyant and the cox-plussix- 


The 


n 
percent type of contract now in vogue is 
the salary invention the 
international cartel and provides us with 
n excellent buffer a 
profits лах and the outrageous personal 
псоте tax. 1 have it on excellent au- 
thority that Russia cannot possibly hold 


most since 


st the excess 


ош for more than а week or iwo and 
that after. communism lı been de- 
stroyed, Hitler, Roosevel, Musolini, 
Churchill, Mahatma С nd the 
mperor of Japan will n гасе and 
operate the world forever on a sound 
businesslike basis. However, it remains to 


be scen whether the wish is jux bci 
father to the thought. (Ha, ha, ha!) 
My spirit is soaring and my optimism 
knows no bounds. Hitler has provided 
precisely the right stimulus needed + 
restore the American economy to that 
splendid condition of good health it 
was enjoying on that glorious Thursday 
t before Black Friday. War, as jou 


Li 


2) 


undoubtedly appreciate, presents civiliza 


tion with a great opportunity amd a 
great challenge. It is in time of war that 


great fortunes are often made. It is be 
tween wars that economic conditions 
tend to deteriorate. И mankind can Just 
discover some means of increasing the 
nd decreasing the i 
1 wars, we will have found 
а permanent solution to this most funda- 
mental of all human ills, the business 


better advice can a devoted par- 


national crisis than to oppose govern- 
ment interference with all the vigor 
your со nd to fight to th 
to preserve free emterprise—provided, of 
course, that the enterprise in question is 
one in which 
number of sh 

Above ай this, 10 your own self be 
true. Never be a borrower or a lender of 
ney: Never borrow money at more 
id never lend money 


you Own a conside! 


n (WO percent a 
at less than nine percent. 


Love, 
Dad 
r and I will not go to 


P.S. Your mot 
Cannes this yca 


There had been mo civiling in ihe 
family over Natcly's course once war was 
declared; it was simply taken for granted 
that he would continue the splendid 
family aadition of military se 
ed all the way back to the 1 
Bosworth 


ble sources hington 
could not possibly hold о 
more thin two or three more weeks 
and that the War would come to an end 
before Narely could be sent ov 

Ie way Масу mother ау 
eldest sister's idea that he become 4 
vimion cadet, since Air Corps ollicers 
xd 


› wires in their dress caps 
n clabo- 
s 
r was brought 
irthermore, 
cadet and an officer, he would asociate 
only with gentlemen and frequent only 
the best place: 
As it turned oi 
fact, there was a s 
instead of asoc 
men i 


wore n 
since he would be sheltered in 


а а 


10 а satisfactory. end. 


1, there was а catch. In 
s of catches, and 
ng only with gentle- 
only the best places, Narely 
msclf regularly in a whorchouse 
g with such people as 
id the satanic and depraved 
ocking old man and, even worse, sadly 
nd hopelesly im love with an indif 
ferent prostitute there who paid no at- 
tention to him and always went olf to 
bed without him, because he stayed up 
late arguing with the evil old n 


| how it 
nd neither was his 
father, who was always so certain about 
everything else. Nately was struck а 
amd again by the stark contrast the 
seedy, disreputable old m 
with his own father, whose recurring 


allusions in his letters lo oremino and 
rhapsodic exclamations about war and 
business were starting 10 become intense- 


ly disturbing. Nately often was tempted 
to blot these offending lines ош of the 
letters he saved, but was afraid to; and 
each time he returned to the whore 
house, he wished earnestly that the sinful 
nd corrupt old man there would put о 
а clean shirt Че and act like a 
cultured gentleman. so that Nately would 
not have ло feel such burning and co 
fusing anger each time he looked at him 
and was 1 


Dear Son (wrote h 
Well, those Шамей Communists failed 
to capitulate as 1 expected them to, and 
now you аге overs combat. as 
irplame pilot and in danger of bein 
killed. 
We have instructed you always to com- 


port yourself with honor nd 
never io be guilty of anyth ling. 
Death, like hard work, is degrading, and 


1 urge you 10 do everything possible 10 
remain alive. Resist the temptation to 
cover yourself with glory. for that would 
be vanity. in mind that n is or 
thing to light for your coumtry and quite 
another thing to die for it. It is absoluie- 
ly i this time of national 
Y the immortal words of 
Rudyard Kipling, you keep your head 
while others about you are losing theirs. 
(H. ha! Get it) In peace, nothing 
so becomes a n lest stillness and 
humility, But, as Shakespeare said. when 
the blast of war blows loose, then it is 
time for discre er part 
of valor. In shout, ilu s cry out for 
dignity. balance, caution. and restraint, 

It is probable that within a few years 
afer we have won, someone like Henry 
L. Mencken will point out u the num- 
ber of Americans who suffered from this 
War were far outnumbered by those who 
profited by it, We not like а 
member of our family to draw atten’ 
to himself for being among those relat 
few who did not profit. L pray daily for 
your sale return. Could. you not fc 
liver ailment or something similar 
be sent home? 


аз 


m to be the be 


should 


па 
nd 


Love, 
Dad 
youth, your 
md ай that sweet Иа 
I were with you, (F 


How I envy vou you 
opportunity 

pussy! D wish 
ha, h 


The dener was returned do hi 
stamped KILLED ах ACTION, 


15AW 1 
THAT HOBBY WOULDN'T 
To BECOME 


KICK THAT OUT 
INVOLVED IN OF THE CUSP OF 


@RNNIE’S LATEST CONCERN IS ASTROLOGY. 

BA .. wav ASTROLOGY, WHEN THERE'S A B ONE'S INTERESTED: 
VIETNAM 2 +++ A CHINA? ^» THE RACE PROB- IN ASTROLOGY, 
LEM? ..- AND, OH, GOD! — THE BOME! BÍ RUTHIE ? JUST LOOK 
IT’S ENOUGH TO MAKE YOU DIDDLE ЧООК LIP, 


AT THAT BUNCH 
SUCK YOUR THUMB AND CONCERN YOURSELF nen PER 
WITH ASTROLOGY. 


Ü TRYING TO READ 
' à MY CHART. 
AS WE OPEN, 15 ASTROLOGERS ARE STUDY- Ë 
ING A HEAVENLY BODY — 


1 x 1 


RUTHIE! 
YOU MUSTN'T 


WORKING ON YOUR 
CHART ALL MORNING, 
AND YOU WOULDN'T 
THINK IT WAS NONSENSE 
IF TOLD YOU WHAT 
YOUR HOROSCOPE 
says. 


ANNIE? 
- WANT TO 
COME UP 
TO MY PAD 
Fora 
STUDENT 
PROTEST 

2 


ie A STUDENT 
poe 3 ak ` = PROTEST IN YOUR 

HONEY, q ese ? "AD, RALPHIE? 
NO&OUY CAN Sv 2-4 ç 
PREDICT THE 
FUTURE, ++» YOU 
SP КЫП, PM PROTESTING 

> MY CORRESPONDENCE 
SCHOOL. 
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ASTROLOGY 
15 NONSENSE, 


| ANNIE! NOBODY x 
| CAN PREDICT THE B ы 
| т FUTURE! c5 7 ^. 
1 К w (@) Г7 
T AH OM fx 1 el 
WHAT DOES 1 AVES 2 


IT SAY? 


TRINE WITH 
URANUS Сї) 
AND ON THE CUSP 


OF THE 121" BIG HAND 16 ON-—-UH-- THE 
HOUSE, WITH TWO, AND THE LITTLE 
MY SIGN OF 


HAND I6 — 
SAGITTARIUS) 2 
— NEVER MIND! 

1 HAVE ТО SHOP AND VA 
EXPECTING A VISIT FROM MV 
COUSIN FROM DUBUQUE. 50 

DON'T BE CONFUSED IF HE 

COMES KNOCKING — 


“ВЕ- 
WARE 


IE 


RUTHIE! 
THROBBING DECANTES OF x^ + LEAPIN? LIZARDS! WE WERE 
-WHAT ELSE 16 THERE TO SAY 2 MEANT FOR EACH 
OTHER! YOUR 
COUSIN FROM 
DUBUQUE 16 


OF COURSE, HE I5! HE'S 
COUSIN LEO! BUT AsTROLOGICALLY, 1 
HE'S A VIRGO! 


VIRGO! 
Mv 
WOKST SIGN! 
1 SHOULD HAVE 
KNOWN NOT TO 
' РОТ SO MUCH 
FAITH INA 


SILLY 
HOROSCOPE! 


-ESPECIALLY 
AFTER 
NOTICING THAT 
LIFE LINE 
INTERSECTING 
THE HILL OF 
THE MOON ON 
HIS LEFT 
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MAIL YOUR ORDER TO: PLAYBOY 
c/o The Playboy Club* 
45 Park Lane 
London W.1, England or 
The Playboy Building 


APO & FPO, 310. 


919 N. Michigan Avenue 
Chicago, Ill. 60611, U.S.A. 


ENTER ORDER HERE: Dale. —— — 
Please enler my one-year subscription to 
PLAYBOY. | am enclosing cheque, postal 
dralt, money order or currency in equivatent 
funds for my country. ! understand that credit 
orders may not be accepted. 


name ense pri) 


diy — tale or province 


тойу — 
COMPLETE HERE: 

O 1 have enclosed the correct amount. 

O Please send information on joining the 
London Playboy Club. 

О Send PLAYBOY Binder. Now available in 
the U.K. & Europe (from London office only) 
for 25/-postpaid. Holds six months" issues. 
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SPECIAL ISSUE 51.50 


NEXT MONTH: 


U.S. SENATOR GEORGE McGOVERN, JULIAN BOND, CESAR CHAVEZ 
AND TOM WICKER PROPOSE PROCEDURES FOR RECONCILING THE FOUR 
MOST CRUCIAL POLARITIES THAT WRACK THE NATION, IN A BARRIER- 
BREAKING SYMPOSIUM—“BRING US TOGETHER” 

IRWIN SHAW—A ROUSING NOVELLA ABOUT A WHISTLE STOP THAT PRO- 
DUCES MORE GIRLS AND TROUBLE THAN EVEN A TOUGH KID WHO KNOWS 
ALL THE ANSWERS CAN HANDLE—* THOMAS IN ELYSIUM” 


TENNESSEE WILLIAMS—IN AN EERIE FABLE, A WOMAN TRAVELER 
STOPS HER WANDERING TO AID AN OLD ECCENTRIG AND MEETS A PRE- 
ORDAINED FATE—“A RECLUSE AND HIS GUEST” 


U.S. SUPREME COURT JUSTICE WILLIAM O. DOUGLAS CAUSTI- 
CALLY DEFINES THOSE UNRESOLVED INEQUITIES IN OUR SOCIETY THAT 
ARE THE ROOT CAUSES OF UPHEAVAL—“POINTS OF REBELLION” 

RAQUEL WELCH, HOLLYWOOD'S HOTTEST SEX SYMBOL, GETS IT ALL 
OFF HER BEAUTIFUL CHEST IN AN EXCLUSIVE PLAYBOY INTERVIEW 


ARTHUR J. GOLDBERG—THE FORMER U.S. SUPREME COURT JUSTICE 
AND UNITED NATIONS AMBASSADOR STAUNCHLY DEFENDS OUR INDIVID- 
UAL FREEDOMS SET FORTH IN “OUR BESIEGED BILL OF RIGHTS” 
BRUCE JAY FRIEDMAN—THE MORDANT STORY OF A FUNERAL AND A 
STRANGER'S IMPULSIVE ACT OF SYMPATHY—“THE MOURNER" 


HARVEY COX—AN EMINENT THEOLOGIAN EXORCISES THE EFFETE, EP- 
ICENE IMAGE OF THE MESSIAH THAT MOST CHRISTIANS HAVE COME TO 
ACCEPT OVER THE CENTURIES—“FOR CHRIST'S SAKE” 

GRAHAM GREENE—CLIMAXING AN ARTFULLY CRAFTED NEW SUSPENSE 
COMEDY BY THE MASTER OF THE GENRE—“CROOK’S TOUR" 

DAVID HALBERSTAM, PULITZER PRIZE WINNER, PORTRAYS THE 
NIGHTMARE THAT IS “THE AMERICANIZATION OF VIETNAM" 
JEAN SHEPHERD—COMPANY К ON A WILD WEEKEND PASS—*"ZINS- 
MEISTER AND THE TREACHEROUS EIGHTER FROM DECATUR™ 


JACOB BRACKMAN—A CONJECTURAL PROBE OF MAN'S MORES AND 
MOTIVATIONS IN THE YEARS AHEAD, BASED ON THE EXPERIENCES OF THE 
PAST FRENETIC DECADE—“THE PAST AS FUTURE” 


ROBERT MORLEY-—LIKE A MIGRATING WHALE, OUR HERO HUMOR- 
OUSLY HEADS FOR DISTANT SHORES—“THE MYSTERIOUS EAST” 


MORT SAHL—THE FAST-PACED FUNNYMAN DESCRIBES A SOMETIMES- 
REQUITED LOVE AFFAIR WITH A НОТ CAR—“CHARMED BY A SNAKE” 


ART BUCHWALD RECALLS A MAKE-OUT MAN WITH AN INFALLIBLE PLOY— 
“THE MOST UNFORGETTABLE SWORDSMAN 1 EVER MET" 


FOR THE ‘70S, “PLAYBOY PLANS A DUPLEX PENTHOUSE”; 
“PLAYBOY'S ANNUAL PLAYMATE REVIEW"; HARVEY KURTZMAN 
PARODYING THE SPAGHETTI OATERS IN “THE GOOD, THE BAD AND 
THE GARLIC,” A FUN-AND-FEMALE-FILLED FUMETTO STARRING TONY 
RANDALL; PLAYBOY ARTIST LEROY NEIMAN IN “NORTH AFRICA'S 
JET-SET RESORTS''; FOR THE FESTIVE SEASON: HOW TO HOST ^ RIOTOUS 
"ROMAN REVEL"; PLAYBOY'S GUIDE TO LAST-MINUTE GIFTING FOR THE 
“ELEVENTH-HOUR SANTA”; FASHION DIRECTOR ROBERT L. GREEN 
COVERS EUROPE'S NEW SARTORIAL SCENE; “VARGAS REVISITED.” 


EXCITING PHOTOGRAPHIC EXPOSURES OF “HOLLY- 
WOOD'S FUTURE SEX STARS,” “THE BUNNIES OF NEW YORK” AND 
“THE GIRLS OF ISRAEL"; A PLAYBOY PANEL ON “DRUGS: THE 
GROWING CRISIS”; PLAYBOY'S SWINGING *HOUSEYACHT WEEK- 
END"; EXCLUSIVE UNCOVERAGE OF BARBARA PARKINS AND BIBI 
ANDERSSON, STARS OF THE UPCOMING SEXPIONAGE FILM “THE KREM- 
LIN LETTER’; MORE IN-THE-ALTOGETHER ANTICS OF “LITTLE ANNIE 
FANNY"; A KNOWING LOOK INTO THE FUTURE OF “THE NEW URBAN 
CAR" BY KEN W. PURDY; A TELL-IT-LIKE-IT-IS SEX QUIZ FOR FEMALES; 
EXCLUSIVE PLAYBOY INTERVIEWS WITH JOHN WAYNE, BARBRA 
STREISAND, RAY CHARLES, ROBERT HEINLEIN, HERBERT MAR- 
CUSE AND DR. MARY CALDERONE; THE FINEST WORKS OF THE MOST 
PRESTIGIOUS AUTHORS AND ARTISTS CURRENTLY PUBLISHED IN ANY 
MAGAZINE, INCLUDING NELSON ALGREN, IRWIN SHAW, LOUIS AU- 
CHINCLOSS, JOHN CLELLON HOLMES, ROBERT SHERRILL, HER- 
BERT GOLD, GEORGE PLIMPTON, ALAN WATTS, MORTON HUNT, 
JEAN SHEPHERD, ISAAC BASHEVIS SINGER, MARVIN KITMAN, LE- 
ROY NEIMAN, GAHAN WILSON, J. PAUL GETTY, SHEL SILVERSTEIN, 
ALBERTO VARGAS, JULES FEIFFER, NAT HENTOFF AND MANY MORE. 


Considering the fact that a shirt of a dif- 
ferent color is a rarity nowadays, we've 
definitely done it again. 

'e've not only uncovered some rare, 
new shirt colors, we've colored some rare, 
new Perma-Prest® shirts with them. 


‘The shirt shape is tapered. The cuffs are 
French and extra long. 

е buttonsare color matched. The collar 
is wide spread and “С” Banded. “С” being 
for Contour and Comfort. And the slightly 
silky shirt fabric is blended from Dacron* 


polyester and combed cotton broadcloth. 
Flying colors? Frosted Grape, gold, green, 
blue, red, white and brown. 
Ас under $8, they're worth taking a flyer, 
right? Available at selected Sears stores and 
in Catalog. 


"DuPont Registered Tredamark 


This one will turn heads wherever it goes. It's 
that kind of car. The kind of car you buy when 
you're ready for a sharp-looking sports type 
with a little more room. A car with a con- 
tinental-type front bumper that encompasses 
the grille. Hidden headlights. Rallye instru- 
ment panel. Rallye Suspension. Racing gas 
cap. Bucket seats, or bench. Charger offers 


both. Either way, Charger gives you a lot of 
car for a surprisingly low price. And for a few 
bucks more, you can have the Charger R/T 
or the Charger SE (Special Edition) with leather- 
faced bucket seats and simulated walnut dash. 
If you're waiting for an invitation .this is it. 
Drop in. Shape out. Stand out. With the "in" 
crowd. 1970 Dodge Charger. 


if you don't 
want another 
same old 
brand-new 
саг... 


you could be 
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